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The  COMMISSARY. 

ACT      I. 

SCENE,    Mrs.  Mechlin's  Houje. 

(  Loud  knocking  at  the  Door.  ) 

Enter  Jenny. 

RAP,  rap,  rap,  up  (lairs  and  down,  from mc^jm- 
ing  to  night ;  if  this  fame  Comnniflary  ftays 
much  longer  amongft  us,  my  miftrefs  mult  e'en 
hire  a  porter.     Who's  there  } 

Simon  without, 

Sim,  Is  Mrs.  Mechlin  at  home  ? 
Jen,  '^o.-^\j)pens  the  door^ — Oh,  what  is  it  you, 
Simon  ? 

Enter  Simon. 

Si7n.   At  your  fervice,   fweet  Mrs.  JaHC. 

jfen.  Why  you  knock  with  authority ;  and 
what  are  your  commands,   Mafter  Simon  ? 

Sim.  I  come,  madam,  to  receive  thofe  of  your 
miflrefs.  What,  Jenny,  has  flie  any  great  affair 
on  the  anvil  ?  Her  fummons  is  moft  exceedingly 
preffing ;  and  you  need  not  be  told,  child,  that  a 
man  oi'  my  confequence  does  not  trouble  himfelf 
about  trifles. 

jfen.  Oh,  fir,  I  know  very  xvell  you  principal 
aQors  don't  perform  every  night. 

Sim.  Mighty  well,  ma'am,  but  notwithftanding 
your  ironical  fneer,  it  is  not  every  man  that  will 

4» 
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do  for  your  inidrcfs  ;  licr  agents  miifl  have  geninfl 
and  parts:  I  don't  fiippofe,  in  tiic  whole  bills  of 
mortality,  there  is  fo  general  and  extenfive  a 
dealer  as  my  friend  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

'Jm.  Why,  to  be  fure,  we  have  plenty  of  cufi 
tomers ;  and  for  various  kinds  of  commodities  it 
V'ould  be  pretty  difficult',    I  fancy  to • 

Sim,  Commodities  !  Your  humble  fervant, 
fweet  Mrs.  Jane  ;  Yes,  yes,  you  have  various 
kinds  of  commodities,  indeed. 

Jen,  Mr.  Simon,  I  don't  underftand  you  ;  I 
fuppofe  it  is  no  fecret  in  what  fort  of  goods  our 
dealitjg  confifts. 

Sim,   No,  no,  they  are  pretty  well  known. 

Jm.  And  to  be  fure,  though  now  and  then,  to 
oblige  a  cuftomer,  my  miftrefs  does  condefcehd  to 
fmuggle  a  little 

Sim,  Keep  it  up,  Mrs.  Jane. 

Jtn.  Yet  there  are  no  people  in  the  Liberty  of 
Weftminfter  that  live  in  more  credit  than  we  do. 

Sim,  Bravo. 

Jtn,  The  very  bed  of  quality  are  not  afliamed 
to  vifit  my  mii^refs. 

Sim,  They  have  reafon. 

Jm,  RefpeQed  by  the  neighbours. 

Sim.   I  know  it. 

Jtn,   Pun61ual  in  her  payments. 

Sim.  To  a  moment. 
'Jtn.   Regular  hours. 

^SiM,   Doubtlefs. 

Jen.  Never  mifles  the  farmant  on  Sundays. 

Sim,   I  own  it. 

Jtn.   Not  an  oath  comes  out  of  her  mouth,  un-- 
lets',  now  and  then,  when   the  poor  gentlewoman 
happens  to  be  overtaken  in  liquor. 
Sim*  Granted, 
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Jen.  Not  at  all  given  to  lying,    but  like  other 
tradesfolks,  in  the  way  of  her  bufinefs. 
Sim,  Very  well. 

Jen.  Very  well  !  then  pray,  fir,  what  would 
you  infinuate  ?  Look  you,  Mr.  Simon,  don't  go 
to  cad  reflexions   upon  us ;    don't   think  to  blaft 

the  reputation  of  our 

Sim.   Hark  ye,   Jenny,  are  you  ferious  ? 
Jen.  Serious!    Ay,  inarry  am  I. 
Sim.  The  devil  you  are  ! 
Jen.  Upon  my  word,   Mr.  Simon,  you  fhould 
not  give  your  tongue  fuch  a  licence  ;    let  me  tell 
you,   thefe  airs  don't  become  you  at  all. 

Sim.  Heyday  !  why  where  the  deuce  have  I 
got,  fure  I  have  miftaken  the  houfe ;  is  not  this 
Mrs.  Mechlin's  ? 

Jen.  That's  pretty  well  known. 
Sim.  The  commodious,  convenient  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin, at  the  fign  of  the  >tar,  in  the  parifh  of  St. 
Paul's,  Covent-Garden  ? 
Jen.  Bravo. 

Sim.  That  commercial  caterpillar  ? 
Jen.  I  know  it. 

Sim.  That  murderer  of  manufactures? 
^en.  Doubtlels. 

Sim.  That  walking  warehoufe  ? 
Jen.   Granted. 

Sim.  That    carries    about  a  greater   cargo   of 
contraband  goods    under  her   petticoats    than    a 
Calais  cutter  ? 
Jtn.  Very  well. 

Sim.  That  engrofler  and  feducer  of  virgins  ? 
Jen.  Keep  it  up,  Mafter  Simon. 
Sim.  That  foreftaller  of  Bagnios  ? 
Jen,  Incomparable  fine. 
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Sim.  That  canting,  cozening,  money-lending, 
match-making,  pawnbroking- [^Loud  knocking, 

Jen.  Mighty  well,  fir  :  here  comes  m<y  miftrefi*, 
fhe  fhall  thank  you  for  the  pretty  pidare  you 
have  been  pleafcd  to  draw. 

Sim.   Nay,  but  dear  Jenny- 

Jen.  She  fliall  be  told  how  highly  fhe  ftands  in 
your  favour. 

Sim,  But  my  fweet  girl \_Knock  again* 

Jen.   Let  me  go,   Mr.  Simon,  don't  you  hear  ? 

Sim.  And  can  you  have  the  heart  to  ruin  me 
at  once  ! 

Jen.  Hands  ofF. 

Sim.  A  pence,  a  peace,  my  dear  Mrs.  Jane, 
and  dictate  the  articles. 

Enter  Mrs.  Meciilim  [foUowed  hy  a  hackney  coach" 
man,  with  fever al  bundles)  in  a  capuchin,  a  bonnet^ 
and  her  clothes  pinned  up. 

Mrs.  MecL  So,  huffy,  what  mufl  I  Hay  all  day 
m  the  fireets  ?  wfeo  have  we  here  !  the  devil's  in 
the  wenches,  I  think — one  of  your  fellows  1 
fuppofe Oh,  is  it  you  !   how  fares  it,  Simon  ? 

Jen.  Madam,  you  fhould  not  have  waited  a 
minute,  but  Mr.  Simon 

4$"^.   Hufli,  hufli  !  you  barbarous  jade 

Jen.  Knowing  your  knock,  and  eager  to  open 
tlie  door,  flew  up  flairs,  fell  over  the  landing- 
place,   and  quite  barrd  .up  the  way. 

^im.  Yes,  and  I  am  afraid  I  have  put  out  my 
ankle.  Thanks,  Jenny ;  you  fliall  be  no  lofer, 
you  fiut. 

Mrs.  Meek.  Poor  Simon.  — Oh,  Lord  have 
mercy  upon  me,  what  a  round  have  1  taken  ! 
—Is  the  wench  petrified ;  why  don't  you  reach 
me  a  chair,  don't  yqu  fee  I'm  tired  to  death  ? 

Jen. 
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^en.  Indeed,  ma'am,  you'll  kill  yourfelf. 

Sim.  Upon  my  word,  ma'am  Mechlin,  you 
fhould  take  a  little  care  of  yourfelf;  indeed  yoa 
labour  too  hard. 

Mrs,  Mall,  Ay,  Simop,  and  for  little  or  no- 
thing :  only  viduals  and  cloaths,  more  coft  thari 
worfhip. — Why  does  not  the  wench  take  the 
things  from  the  fellow  ?    Weil,  what's  your  fare  ? 

Coachm,  Miftirers,  it's  honeftly  worth  half  a 
crown. 

Mrs.  Mech,  Give  him  a  couple  of  Ihillings  and 
fend  him  away. 

Coachm,  I  hope  you'll  tip  me  the  teller  to 
drink  ? 

Mrs,  Mech,  Them  there  fellows  are  never  con-- 
tented;  drink!  (land  farther  off ;  why  you  fmell 
already  as  ftrong  as  a  beer-barrel. 

Coachvi,  Mifkefs,  that's  becaufe  I  haye  already 
been  drinking. 

Mrs,  Mech,  And  are  not  you  afhamed,  you  fot, 
to  be  eternally  guzzling  ?  You  had  better  buy  yoa 
fome  cloaths. 

Coachjii.  No,  miftrefs,  my  honour  won't  let  me 
do  that. 

Mrs.  Mech,  Your  honour!  and  pray  how  does 
that  hinder  you  ? 

Coachvi,  Why,  when  a  good  gentlewoman  like 
you,  cries,  Here,  coachman,  here's  fomething  to 
drink.- 

Mrs,  Mech,   Well  ! 

Coachm.  Would  it  be  honour  in  me  to  lay  it  out 
in  any  thing  elfe  ?  No,  miltrefs,  my  confcience 
W'On't  let  me,  becaufe  why,  it's  the  wall  of  the 
donor,  you  know. 

Mrs,  Mech,  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  block-« 
bead  ? 

Coachvi, 
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Coachn.  No,  no,  miflrefs ;  tho'  I  am  a  poor 
man,  \  won't  forfeit  my  honour;  my  cattle,  tho'f 
I  love  'em,  poor  beafteffes,  are  not  more  dearer 
to  me  than  that. 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Yes,  you  and  your  horfes  give 
pretty  flrong  proofs  of  your  love  and  your  ho- 
nour ;  for  you  have  no  cloaths  on  your  back,  and 
they  have  no  flefh.  Well,  Jenny,  give  him  the 
fix-pence,  there,   there,  lay  it  out  as  you  will. 

Coac/im.   It  will  be  to  your  health,  miftrefs ;  it 
fhall  melt  at  the    Mews,  before    I    go  home  j  I 
ihall  be  careful  to  clear  my  confcience. 
Mrs,  Mech.   I  don't  doubt  it. 
Coach7n.  You  need\not.    Miftrefs,  your  fervant, 

\_Exit  Coachman. 
Mrs.  Meek,  Has   there    been    any    body    here, 
Jenny  ? 

Jen.  The  gentleman,  ma*am,  about  the  GIou- 
tefterfhire  living. 

Mrs,  Mech.  He  was,  Oh  oh  !  What  I  fuppofe 
his  ftomach's  come  down.  Does  he  like  the  in- 
cumbrance ?  will  he  marry  the  party  ? 

Jen.  Why  that  article  feems  to  go  a  little 
againft  him. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Does  it  fo  ?  then  let  him  retire  to 
his  Cumberland  curacy  :  that's  a  fine  keen  air,  it 
"will  fopn  give  him  an  appetite.  He'll  ftick  to  his 
honour  loo,  till  his  cafTock  is  wore  to  a  rag. 

Jen.  Why,  indeed,  ma'am,  it  feems  pretty 
rqfty   already. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Devilifh  fqueamifh,  I  think;  a  good 
fat  living,  and  a  fine  woman  into  the  bargain  !  You 
told  him  a  friend  of  the  lady's  will  take  the  child 
o^  her  hands  ? 

Jen.  Yes,  madam. 

Mrs,  Mah,  Sg  that  the  affair  will  be  a  fecret  to 
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all  but  bimfelf.     But  he  muft  quickly  refolve,  for 
next  week  his  wife's  month  will  be  up. 

Jen,  He  promifed  to  call  about  four. 

Mrs.  Mech,  But  don't  let  him  think  we  are  at  a 
lofs  for  a  hufband;  there  is  to  my  knowledge  a  mer- 
chant's clerk  in  the  city,  a  comely  young  man,  and 
comes  of  good  friends,  that  will  take  her  with  but  a 
fmall  place  in  the  cuftom-houfe. 

Jen.  He  (hall  know  it. 

Mrs.  Mech,  Ay,  and  tell  him,  that  the  party's^ 
party  has  intereft  enough  to  obtain  it  whenever  he 
will.  And  then  the  bridegroom  may  put  thepur- 
chafe-money  too  of  that  fame  prefentation  into  his 
pocket. 

Je7^.  Truly,  ma'am,  I  fhould  think  this  would 
prove  the  belt  match  for  the  lady. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Who  doubts  it  ? — Here,  Jenny, 
carry  thefe  things  above  flairs.  Take  care  of  the 
aigrette,  leave  the  watch  upon  the  table,  and  be 
fure  you  don't  raiflay  the  pearl  necklace  ;  the  lady 
goes  to  Mrs.  Cornelly's  to-night;  and,  if  fhe  has 
any  luck,  fhe  will  be  fure  to  redeem  it  to-morrow. 

[^Exit  Jenny, 

Sim.  What  a  world  of  affairs !  it  is  a  wonder, 
madam,  how  you  are  able  to  remember  them  all. 

Mrs.  MecJi.  Trifles,  mere  trifles,  mafler  Simon. 
■ — But  I  have  a  great  affair  in  hand — Such  an  af- 
fair, if  well  managed,  it  will  be  the  making  of  us 
all. 

Sim.   If  I,  ma'am,  can  be  of  the  leafl  ufe 

Mrs.  Mech,  Of  the  higheft !  there  is  no  doing 
without  you. — You  know  the  great 

Enter  Jenny. 

Jen.  I  have  put  the  things  where  you  ordered, 
ma'am. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mech.  Very  well,  you  may  go. — \Exit 
Jainy.']  —  I  fay,  you  know  the  great  commifFary, 
that  is  come  to  lodge  in  my  houfe.  Nov/  they  fay 
this  Mr.  Fungus  is  as  rich  as  an  Indian  governor; 
heaven  knows  how  he  came  by  it :  but  that  you 
know  is  no  bufincfs  of  ours.  Pretty  pickings,  I 
warrant,  abroad. — '.^Loud  knocking.'] —  Who  the 
deuce  can  that  he  ?  But  let  it  be  who  it  will,  you 
mud  not  go  till  I  fpeak  to  you. 

Enter  Jenny. 

Jen.  The  widow  Loveit,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mech.  What,  the  old  liquorifh  dowager 
from  Devonfhire  Square  ?  (hew  her  in. — \_Exit 
Jenny.'] — You'll  wait  in  the  kitchen,  Simon,  I  fhall 
loon  difpatch  her  affair.  \_ExitSimon^ 

Enter  Mrs.  Love  it. 

Mrs.  Lov.  So,  fo,  good  morning  to  you,  good 
Mrs.  Mechlin.  John,  let  the  coach  (land  at  the 
corner. 

Mrs,  Mech.  You  had  better  fit  here,  madam. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Any  where.  Well,  my  dear  wo- 
man, I  hope  you  have  not  forgot  your  old  friend 
— Ugh,  ugh,  ugh, — [coughs.] — Confider  I  have 
no  time  to  loofe,  and  you  are  always  fo  full  of 
employment. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Forgot  you!  you  (hall  judge,  Mrs, 
Loveit.  I  have,  ma'am,  provided  a  whole  cargo 
of  hufbands  for  you,  of  all  nations,  complexions, 
ages,  tempers,  and  fizes :  fo  you  fee  you  have 
nothing  to  do  but  choofe. 

Mrs.  Lov,  To  choofe  !  Mrs.  Mechlin ;  Lord 
help  me,  what  choice  can  I  have  ?  I  look  upoa 
wedlock  to  be  a  kind  of  a  lottery,  and  I  have  al- 
ready drawn  my  prize ;  and  a  great  one  it  was  ! 

My 
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My  poor  dear  man  that's  gone,  I  fhall  never  meet 
with  his  fellow. 

Airs,  Akch,  'Pfhaw!  madam,  don't  let  us  trou- 
ble our  heads  about  him,  it's  high  time  that  ho 
was  forgot. 

Mrs.  Lov,  But  won't  his  relations  think  me 
rather  too  quick. 

Mrs  Mech.  Not  a  jot;  the  greateft  compliment 
you  could  pay  to  his  memory  ;  it  is  a  proof  he 
gave  you  reafon  to  be  fond  of  the  (late.  But  what 
do  you  mean  by  quick  !  Why  he  has  been  buried 
thefe  three  weeks — 

Airs.  Lov.   And  three  days,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mech.   Indeed  !  quite  an  age  ! 

Mrs.  Lov.  Yes ;  but  I  fhall  never  forget  him  ; 
fleeping,  or  waking,  he's  always  before  me.  His 
dear  fwellcd  belly,  and  his  poor  fhrunk  legs,  Lord 
blefs  me,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  he  had  no  more  calf  than 
my  fan. 

Mrs.  Mech.  No! 

Mrs.  Lov.  No,  indeed  ;  and  then,  his  bit  of  a 
purple  nofe,  and  his  little  weezen  face  as  (harp  as 
a  razor—don't  mention  it,  I  can  never  forget  him. 

[Cries^ 

Mrs.  Mech.  Sweet  marks  of  remembrance, 
indeed.  But,  ma'am,  if  you  continue  to  be  fo 
fond  of  yourlaft  hufband  ,  what  makes  you  think 
of  another  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Why,  what  can  I  do,  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin ?  a  poor  lone  widow  woman  as  I  am ;  there's 
no  body  minds  me  ;  my  tenants  behind-hand,  my 
fervantsall  carelefs,  my  children  undutiful — Ugh, 
ugh,  ugh —  [Coughs. 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  have  a  villainous  cough,  Mrs. 
Lpveit ;  iliaii  1  fend  for  fome  lozenges  ? 

Mrs: 


12  T  H  E    C  O  M  M  I  S  S  A  R  Y. 

Mrs.  Lev.  No,  I  thank  you,  it's  nothing  at  all ; 
mere  habit,  juft  a  little  trick  I've  got. 

Mrs.  Mech.  But  1  wonder  you  fhould  have  all 
ihefe  vexations  to  plague  you,  madam,  you,  who 
are  fo  rich,  and  fo 

Mrs.  Lov.  Forty  thoufand  in  the  Four  per 
Cents,  every  morning  I  rife,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  be- 
fides  two  houfes  at  Hackney  ;  but  then  my  affairs 
are  fo  weighty  and  intricate;  there  is  fuch  tricking 
in  lawyers,  and  fuch  torments  in  children,  that  I 
can't  do  by  myfelf ;  1  mud  have  a  helpmate ;  quite 
neceffity,  no  mutter  of  choice. 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Oh,  I  underftand  you,  you  marry 
merely  for  convenience  ;  juft  only  to  get  an  affift- 
ant,  a  kind  of  a  guard,  a  fence  to  your  property  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.   Nothing  elfe. 

Mrs.  Mech.  I  thought  fo ;  quite  prudential  ;  fo 
that  age  is  none  of  your  objed ;  you  don't  want  a 
fcampering,  giddy,   fprightly,  young — 

Mrs.  Lov.  Young  !  Heaven  forbid.  What,  do 
you  think,  like  fome  ladies  I  know,  that  I  want  to 
have  my  hufband  taken  for  one  of  my  grand-chil- 
dren ;  No,  no  ;  thank  Heaven,  fuch  vain  thoughts 
never  entered  my  head. 

Mrs.  Mech.  But  yet,  as  your  matters  ftand,  he 
ought  not  to  be  fo  very  old  neither;  for  inftance 
now,  of  what  ufe  to  you  would  be  a  hufband  of 
fixty  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Sixty  !  Are  you  mad,  Mrs.  Mechlin, 
what  do  you  think  I  want  to  turn  nurfe  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.   Or  fifty-five  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  Ugh,    ugh,  ugh 

Mrs.  Mech.   Or  fifty  ? 

Mrs.  Lov,  Oh!  that's  too  cunning  an  age; 
men,  now-a-days,  rarely  marry  at  fifty,  they  are 
too  knowing  and  cautious. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mcch.  Or  forty-five,  or  forty,  or — 
Mrs.  Lov,  Shall,    I    Mrs.   Mechlin,   tell  you  a 
piece  of  my  mind  ? 

Mrs.  Mcch.  I  believe  ma'am  that  will  be  your 
bed  way. 

Mrs,  Lov,  Why  then,  as  my  children  are  young 
and  rebellious,  the  way  to  fecure  and  preferve 
their  obedience,  will  be  to  marry  a  man  that  won't 
grow  old  in  a  hurry. 

Mrs.  MecL  Why  I  thought  you  declared  againll 
youth. 

Mrs,  Lov.  So  I  do,  fo  I  do ;  but  then,  fix  or 
feven  and  twenty  is  not  fo  very  young,  Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

M7-S.  Mech.  No,  no,  a  pretty  ripe  age ;  for  at 
that  time  of  life,  men  can  buftle  and  flir,  they  are 
not  eafily  check'd,  and  whatever  they  take  in  hand 
they  go  through  with. 

Mrs,  Lov,  True,  true. 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Ay,  ay,  it  is  then  they  may  be 
faid  to  be  ufeful  ;  it  is  the  only  tear  and  wear 
feafon. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Right,  right. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Well,  ma'am,  I  fee  what  you  want, 
and  to-morrow  about  this  time,  if  you'll  do  me  the 
favour  to  call — 

Mrs.  Lov    I  fhan't  fail. 

jVfri.  Mech.  I  think  I  can  fuit  you. 

Mrs,  Lov.  You'll  be  very  obliging. 

Mrs,  Mech.  You  may  depend  upon't,  I'll  do  my 
endeavours. 

Mrs,  Lov.  But,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  be  fure  don't 
let  him  be  older  than  that,  not  above  feven  or 
eight  and  twenty  at  mod  ;  and  let  it  be  as  foon  as 
you  conveniently  can. 

Mrs,  Muh.  Never  fear^  ma'am, 

Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Lov.  Becaufe  you  l<now,  the  more  chil- 
dren I  have  by  the  fecond  venture,  the  greater 
plague  I  (hail  prove  to  thofe  I  had  by  the  firfl. 

Mrs.  Mtch.  IVue  ma'am.  You  had  better  lean 
on  me  to  the  door;  but,  indeed,  Mrs.  Loveit,  you 
are  very  malicious  to  your  children,  very  revenge- 
ful, indeed. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Ah,  they  deferve  it ;  you  can't 
think  what  fad  whelps  they  turn  out;  no  punifh- 
ment  can  be  too  much  ;  if  their  poor  father  could 

but  have  forefeen  they  would  have why  did  I 

mention  the  dear  man  !  it  melts  me  too  much. 
Well,  peace  be  with  him. — ^To-morrow  about 
this  time,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  will  the  party  be  here, 
think  you? 

Mrs.  Mali.  I  can't  fay. 

Mrs.  Lov,  Well,  a  good  day,  good  Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Here,  John,  take  care  of  your 
miftrefs. — [^Exit  Mrs.  Loveit."]— -A  good  morning 
to  you,  ma'am.  Jenny,  bid  Simon  come  up.---A 
hufband  !  there  now  is  a  proof  of  the  prudence  of 
age ;  I  wonder  they  don't  add  a  claufe  to  the  a6l 
to  prevent  the  old  from  marrying  clandeftinely  as 
well  as  the  young.  I  am  fure  there  are  as  many 
unfuitable  matches  at  this  time  of  life  as  the  other. 

Enter  Simon. 
Shut  the  door,  Simon.     Are  there  any  of  Mr. 
Fungus's  fervants  below  ? 

Sim.  Three  or  four  llrange  faces. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  ay,  fome  of  that  troop,  I  fup- 
pofe;  come,  Simon,  be  feated. — Well,  Simon, 
as  I  was  telling  you  ;  this  Mr.  Fungus,  my  lodger 
above,  that  has  brought  home  from  the  wars  a 
whole  cart  load  of  money,  and -who,  (between  you 

and 


THE    COMMISSARY.  15 

and  I)  went  there  from  very  little  better  tliati  a 
driver  of  carts — 

Sim.  I  formerly  knew  him,  ma'am. 

Mrs,  MecL  But  he  does  not  know  you  ? 

iSm.  No,  no. 

Mrs.  MecL  I  am  glad  of  that — this  fpark,  I  fay^ 
hot  content  with  being  realty  as  rich  as  a  lord,  is 
determined  to  rival  them  too  in  every  other  ac- 
complifliment. 

Sim.  Will  that  be  fo  eafy  ?  why  he  muft  be 
tipwards  of — 

Mrs.  MecL  Fifty,   I  warrant. 

Sim,  Rather  late  in  life  to  fet  tip  for  a  gentle- 
iiian. 

Mrs.  Mcch.  'But  fine  talents  you  know,  and  a 
ftrong  inclination. 

Sim.  That,  indeed. — 

Mrs,  Mech,.  1  hen  1  promife  you  he  fpares  for 
no  pains. 

Sim,  Diligent  ? 

Mrs,  Mech,  Oh,  always  at  it.  Learning  fome- 
thing  or  other  from  morning  tonight;  my  houfe 
is  a  perfeft  academy,  fuch  a  throng  of  fencers, 
dancers,  riders,  muficians — but,  however,  to 
fweeten  the  pill,  I  have  a  fellow  feeling  for  re- 
commending the  teachers. 

Sim,  No  douht,  ma'am;   that*s  always  the  rule. 

Mrs,  Mech.  But  one  of  his  ftudies  is  really 
diverting,  I  own  I  can't  help  laughing  at  that. 

Sim.  What  may  that  be  ? 

Mrs.  Mech,  Oratory. — You  muft  know  his  firlt 
ambition  is  to  have  a  feat  in  a  certain  affembly; 
and  in  order  to  appear  there  with  credit,  Mr* 
What  d'ye  Cairem,  the  man  from  the  city,  attends 
every  morning  to  givehim  a  ledure  upon  fpeak- 
ing,  and  there  is  fuch  harranguiog  and  bel- 
lowing 
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lowing  bet\\'een  them — Lord  have  mercy  upon— ^ 
but  you'll  fee  enough  on't  yourfelf;  for  do  you 
kno.v,  Simon,  you  are  to  be  his  valet  de 
chambre? 

Sim.  Me,  madam ! 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  his  privy  counfellor,  his  confi- 
dant, his  dire6lor  in  chief. 

Sim.  To  what  end  will  that  anfwer  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  There  I  am  coming — You  are  to 
know,  that  our  'Squire  Would-be  is  violently 
bent  upon  matrimony  ;  and  nothing  forfooth 
will  go  down  but  a  perfon  of  rank  and  condition. 

Sim.  Ay,  ay,  for  that  piece  of  pride  he's  in- 
debted to  Germany. 

Mrs,  Mech.  The  article  of  fortune  he  holds  in 
utter  contempt,  a  grand  alliance  is  all  that  he 
vants;  fo  that  the  lady  has  but  her  veins  full  of 
high  blood,  he  does  not  care  two-pence  how  low 
and  empty  her  purfe  is. 

Sim,  But,  ma'am,  won't  it  be  difficult  to  meet 
with  a  fuitable  fubjed  ?  I  believe  there  are  few 
ladies  of  quality  that— — . 

Mrs,  Mech,  Oh,  as  to  that,  I  am  already  pro- 
vided. 

Sim.  Indeed? 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  know  my  niece  Dolly  ? 

Sim.   Very  well. 

Mrs.  Mech.  What  think  you  of  her? 

Sim.  Of  Mifs  Dolly,  for  what  ? 

Mrs.  Mech»  For  what  ?  you  are  plaguily  dull  ; 
vhy,  a  woman  of  fafhion,  you  dunce. 

Sim.  To  be  fure  Mifs  Dolly  is  very  deferving, 
and  few  ladies  have  a  better  appearance  ;  but, 
blefs  me,  madam,  here  people  of  rank  are  ^o 
generally  known,  that  the  (lighteft  enquiry  would 
poifon  your  projeQ, 
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Mrs,  Mech.  Oh,   Simon,   I  have  no  fears  from 
that   quarter :  there  I  think,   I  am    pretty  fecure. 
Sim.  IF  that,  indeed,  be  the  cafe. — 
Mrs.  Mech.  In  the  firft  place,   Mr.  Fungus  has 
an  intire  reliance  on  me. 
Sim.    I  hat's  fomething. 

Mrs.  Mech.  I  hen  to  baffle  any  idle  curiofity, 
we  are  not  derived  from  any  of  your  new-fangled 
gentry,  who  owe  their  upftart  nobility  to  your 
Harrys  and  Edwards.  No,  no,  we  are  fcions 
from  an  older  ftock;  we  are  the  hundred  and  for- 
tieth lineal  defcendant  from  Hercules  Alexander, 
earl  of  Glendowery,  prime  minifter  to  king  Mal- 
colm the  Firft. 

Sim.  Odfo  ;  a  qualification  for  a  Canon  of 
Strafbourg.  So  then  it  feems  you  are  tranfplant- 
ed  from  the  banks  of  the  Tweed  ;  Cry  you  mercy! 
But  how  will  Mifs  Dolly  be  able  to  manage  the 
accent  ! 

Mrs.  Mech.  Very  well ;  fhe  was  two  years  an 
aftrefs  in  Edenborough. 

Sim.  That's  true ;  is  the  overture  made,  has 
there  been  any  interview  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Several ;  we  have  no  diflike  to  his 
perfon ;  can't  but  own  he  is  rather  agreeable; 
and  as  to  his  propofals,  they  are  greater  than  we 
could  defire ;  but  we  are  prudent  and  careful,  fay 
nothing  without  the  Earl's  approbation. 
Sim.  Oh,  that  will  be  eafily  had. 
Mrs.  Mech.  Not  fo  eafily ;  and  now  comes  your 
part :  but  firft,  how  goes  the  world  with  you, 
Simon  ? 

Sim.  Never  worfe !  '!  he  ten  bags  of  tea,  and 
the  cargo  of  brandy,  them  peering  rafcals  took 
from  me  in  Sulfex,  has  quite  broken  my  back. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mail.  Poor  Simon  !  why  then  I  am  afraid 
there's  an  end  of  your  tralRck. 

Si?!i.  Totally  :  for  now  thofc  fellows  have  got 
the  lilc  of  Man  in  their  hands,  I  have  no  chance 
to  ._ct  home.    Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mcch.   Then  you  are  intirely  atleifure? 

Sun.     \s  a  Bath  turnfpit  in  the  month  of  July. 

Airs,  Meek,  You  are  then,  Simon,  an  old  fa- 
mily fervant  in  waiting  here  an  the  lady;  but  dif- 
patched  to  the  North  with  a  view  to  itegotiate  the 
trea'y,  you  ire  juft  returned  /.ith  the  noble  Peer's 
refolution.  Prepare  you  a  fuitable  equipage,  I 
will  provide  you  with  a  couple  of  letters,  one  for 
the  lover  and  one  for  the  lady  — 

Sim.   The  contents 

Mrs.  Mech.  Oh,  you  may  read  them  v/ithin  : 
now  with  regard  to  any  queftions,  I  will  furnifh 
you  with  fuitable  anfwers;  but  you  have  a  bun- 
gler to  deal  with,  fo  your  cards  will  be  eafily 
played. 

Enter  Jenny. 

Je7i.  Mifs  Dolly,  ma'am,  in  a  hackney  coach 
at  the  corner;   may  fhe  come  in  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.   Are  the  fervants  out  of  the  way  ? 

Jen  Oh,  file  is  fo  mufHed  up  and  difguifed, 
that  (he'll  run  no  danger  from  them. 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Be  fure  keep  good  watch  at  the 
door,    jenny. 

jen.   Oh,   never  fear,  ma'am.  [^Fxit  Jenny, 

AT5.  Mcui.  Simon,  ta'^e  thofe  two  letters  that 
are  u:ider  the  furthermoft  cufhion  in  the  windov/, 
rim  home,  get  a  dirty  pair  of  boots  on,  a  great  coat, 
7{m\  a  v;hip,  and  be  here  with  them  in  half  an  houF 
at  fartheft. 

Simo 


THE    COxMMISS  AR  Y.  19 

Sim.  I  will  not  fail.  Bat  have  you  no  farther 
directions  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Time  enough.  I  fliall  be  in  the 
way  ;  for  it  is  me  that  mull  introduce  you  above. 
— \^Exit  Simnn.  \ — So,  things  feem  no.v  in  a  pretty 
good  train  ;  a  few  hours,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will 
make  me  eafy  for  life.  To  fay  truth,  I  begin  to 
be  tired  of  my  trade.  To  be  fare  the  profits  are 
great ;  but  then,  fo  are  the  rifls^s  that  I  run  :  befides, 
my  private  pra6tice  begins  to  be  fmoaked.  Ladies 
are  fuppofed  to  come  here  with  different  dcli^ns 
than  merely  to  look  at  my  goods  :  fome  of  my  bed 
cuftomers  too,  are  got  out  of  my  channel,  and 
manage  their  matters  at  home  by  their  maids. 
1  hofe  afylums,  they  gave  a  dreadful  blow  to  my 
bufinefs.  Time  has  been,  when  a  gentleman 
wanted  a  friend,  1  could  fupply  him  with  choice 
in  an  hour ;  but  the  market  io  fpoiled,  and  a 
body  might  as  foon  produce  a  hare  or  a  partridge 

as  a   pretty \_Enter  Dolly.] So  Niece,  are 

all  things  prepared  ;  have  you  got  the  papers  from 
Harpy  ? 

Dolly,  Here  they  are,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Let  me  fee — Oh  the  marriage  arti- 
cles for  Fungus  to  fign.  Have  you  got  the  contra^!:t 
about  you  ? 

Dolly.  You  know,  aunt,   I  left  it  with  you. 

Mrs:  Mech.     '  rue,     I    had    forgot:    but   where 

is  the  bond  that   L- — -Here  it  is;  this,  Dolly, 

you  mufl  lign  and  feal  before  witnefs. 

Dolly.   To  what  end,   aunt  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Only,  child,  a  trifling  acknowledg- 
ment for  all  the  trouble  I  have  taken  ;  a  little  hiiit 
to  your  hulband,  that  he  may  reimburfe  )  our 
poor  aunt,  for  your  cloaths,  board,  lodging  and 
breeding. 

Dolly. 
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Dolly.  I  hope  my  aunt  does  not  fufpcft  that  I 
can  ever  be  wanting 

Mrs.  Mcch.  No,  my  dear,  not  in  the  lead  : 
but  it  is  bed,  Dolly,  in  order  to  prevent  all  retro- 
fpeftion,  that  we  fettle  accounts  before  you  change 
your  condition. 

Dolly,  But,  ma'am,  may  not  I  fee  the  contents  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  The  contents,  love,  of  what  ufe 
will  that  be  to  you  ?    Sign  and  feal,  that's  enough. 

Dolly.  But,  aunt,   I  choofe  to  fee  what  I  fign. 

Mrs.  Mech.  To  fee,  what  then  you  fufpe6l  me  ? 

Dolly.  No,  ma'am ;   but  a  little  caution  ■■ 

Mrs,  Mech,  Caution  !  Here's  an  impudent  bag- 
gage !  how  dare  you  difpute  my  commands ;  have 
not  I  made  you,  raifed  you  from  nothing,  and 
won't  a  word  from  my  mouth  reduce  you  again  ? 

Dolly,   Madam,    I 

Mrs,  Mech.  Anfwer  me,  huffy,  was  not  you 
a  beggar's  brat  at  my  door:  did  not  I,  out  of 
compaffion,  take  you  into  my  houfe,  call  you  my 
niece,  and  give  you  fuitable  breeding  ? 

Dolly,  True,  madam. 

Mrs.  Mech.  And  what  return  did  you  make  me  ? 
You  was  fcarce  got  into  your  teens,  you  forward 
flut,  but  you  brought  me  a  child  almoft  as  big  as 
yourfelf ;  and  a  delightful  father  you  chofe  for  it  ! 
Doftor  Catgut,  the  meagre  mufician  ;  that  fick 
monkey-face  maker  of  crotchets ;  that  eternal  trot- 
ter after  all  the  little  draggle-tailed  girls  of  the 
town.  Oh,  you  low  Out,  had  it  been  by  a  gentle- 
man, it  would  not  have  vexed  me  ;  but  a  fiddler  ! 

Dolly.  For  heaven's  fake, 

Mrs.  Mech.  After  that  you  eloped,  commenced 
ftroller,  and  in  a  couple  of  years,  returned  to 
town  in  your  original  trim,  with  fcarce  a  lag  to 
your  back. 

Dolly. 
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Dolly,  Pray,    ma'am 

Mrs.  Mech.  Did  not  I,  notwithftanding,  receive 
you  again  ?  have  not  I  tortured  my  brains  for  your 
good  ?  found  you  a  hufband  as  rich  as  a  Jew,  juft 
brought  all  my  matters  to  bear,  and  now  you  re- 
fufe  to  fign  a  paltry  paper? 

Dolly.  Pray,  madam,  give  it  me,  I  will  fign, 
execute,  do  all  that  you  bid  me. 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  will ;  yes,  fo  you  had  beft. 
And  what's  become  of  the  child,  have  you  done 
as  I  ordered  ? 

Dolly.  The  do8;or  was  not  at  home  ;  but  th.e 
nurfe  left  the  child  in  the  kitchen. 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  heard  nothing  from  him  ? 

Dolly.  No|:  a  word. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Then  he  is  meditating  fome  mif- 
chief,  I  warrant.  However,  let  our  good  ftars 
fecure  us  to-day,  and  a  fig  for  what  may  happen 
to-morrow.  It  is  a  little  unlucky  tho',  that  Mr. 
Fungus  has  chofen  the  do8:or  for  his  mafter  of 
mufic  ?  but  as  yet  he  has  not  been  here,  and,  if 
poflible,  we  mult  prevent  him. 

Enter   Jenny,  haftily. 

Jen.  Mr.  Fungus,  the  tallow  chandler,  ma'am, 
is  eroding  the  way,  fhall  I  fay  you  are  at  home  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  His  brother  has  fervants  enough, 
let  fome  of  them  anfwer.    Hide,  Dolly. —  \ Exeunt 

Dolly  and  Jenny.'] \jOne  knock  at  the  door.] — 

Ay,  that's  the  true  tap  of  the  trader;  this  old 
brother  of  ours  tho'  is  fmoaky  and  fhrewd,  and  tho' 
an  odd,  a  fenfible  fellow  ;  we  muft  guard  againft 
him:  if  he  gets  but  an  inkling,  but  the  (lighted 
fufpicion,  our  projeft  is  marr'd. — [_A  noife  without.^ 
—  What  the  deuce  is  the  matter  !  As  I  live,  a 
fquabble  between  him  and  La  Fleur,  the   French 

footman 
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footman  \vc  hired  this  morning.      This  may  make 
mirth,  I'll  lillcn  a  little.  [Retires. 

Enter  Mr,  Isaac  Fungus,  driving  in  La  Fleur. 

/.  Fun.  What,  is  there  no  body  in  the  houfe 
that  can  give  me  an  anlwer;  wliere's  my  brother, 
you  rafcal  ? 

La  Flcur,  Je  n'entend  pas. 

I.  Fun.  Pas,  what  the  devil  is  that;  anfwcr 
yes  or  no,  is  my  brother  at  home  ?  don't  fhrug  up 

your  fhoiildcrs  at  me,  you Oh,  here  comes  a 

rational  being. 

Enter  Mrs.  Mechlin. 
Madam  Mechlin,  how  fares  it  ?  this  here  lanthorn- 
jaw  J  rafcal  won't  give  me  an  anfwer,  and  indeed 
would  Icarce  let  me  into  the  houfe. 

La  Fleur,  Cell  gros  Bourgeois  a  fait  une  tapage 
de  diable, 

Mrs.  Mech.  Yy  done,  c'eft  le  frere  de  monfieur. 

La  Fleur.   Le  frere  !    Mon  Dieu  ! 

/-  Fun.  What  is  all  this  ?  what  the  devil  linguo 
is  the  fellow  a-talking  ? 

M7's.  Mech.  This  is  a  footman  from  France  that 
your  brother  has  taken. 

I.' Fun.  From  France  !  and  is  that  the  beft  of 
his  breeding  ?  I  thought  we  had  taught  them  better 
manners  abroad,  than  to  come  here  and  infult  us  at 
home.  People  make  fuch  a  rout  about  fmuggling 
their  frenchified  goods,  their  men  do  us  more  mif- 
chief  If  we  could  but  hinder  the  importing  of 
them 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  you  are  a  true  Briton,  I  fee 
that,   Mr.  Ifaac. 

/.  Fun,  I  warrant  me  :  is  brother  Zachary  at 
home  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  Mech.  Above  flairs,  fir. 

/.  Fun.  Any  company  with  him  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Not  any  to  hinder  your  vifit.  I.a 
Fleur,  ouvrez  la  porte. 

7.  Fun.  Get  along  you — Mrs.  Mechlin,  your 
lervant. — I  can't  think  what  the  devil  makes  your 
quality  fo  fond  of  the  monfieurs ;   for  my   part    1 

don't  fee -VJarch  and  be  hanged  to  you — you 

footy -faced — 

\_Exeunt  L  Fungus  and  La  Fleu?, 

Mrs  Mech,  Come  Dolly,  you  now  may  appear. 

Enter  Jenny. 

Jen.  Mr.  Paduafoy,  ma'am,  the  Spitalfields 
weaver  ;  he  has  been  waiting  this  hour,  and  fays 
he  has  fome  people  at  home 

Mrs.  Mech.  Let  him  enter ;  in  a  couple  oF 
minutes  I'll  follow  you,  Dolly.  [^Exit  Jenny . 

Enter  Paduasoy. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Mr.  Paduafoy,  you  may  load  your- 
felf  home  with  thofe  filks,  they  wont  do  for  my 
market. 

Pad.  Why,  what's    the    matter^    madam  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Matter!  you  are  a  pretty  fellow 
indeed  ;  you  a  tradefman  :  but  it's  lucky  I  know 
you,  things  might  have  been  worte  ;  let  us  fettle 
accounts,  Mr.  Paduafoy  ;  you'll  fee  no  more  of 
my  money. 

Pad.  I  (hall  be  forry  for  that,   Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Sorry  !  anfwer  me  one  queftion  ; 
am  not  I  the  beft  cuftomer  thai  ever  you  had  ? 

Pad.   I  confefs  it. 

Mrs.  Mech.   Ha-.e  not  I  mortgaged  my  precious 

foul,    by   fwearing  to   my  quality- cuRomers  that 

B  4    '        '  the 
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the    ftuff  from    your    looms   was   the  produce  of 
Lyons  ? 

Pad.  Granted. 

Mrs.  Mec/i.   And  unlcfsthat  had  been  believed, 
could  you  have  fold  them  a  yard,  nay  a  nail  ? 
Fad.  I  believe  not. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Very  well.    Did  not,   fir,  I  procure 
you  more  money  for  your  curfed  goods,  when  fold 
as  the  manufacture  of  France,  than  as  mere  Eng- 
lifh  they  could  have  ever  produced  you  ? 
Fad.  I  never  denied  it. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Then  are  not  you  a  pretty  fellow, 
to  blow  up  and  ruin  my  reputation  at  once? 
Pad.  Me,  madam  ! 
Mrs,  Mech.  Yes,   you. 
Pad.   As  how  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Did  not  you  tell  me  thefe  pieces  of 
filk  were  entire,   and  the  only  ones  you  had  made 
of  that  pattern  ? 
Pad.   I  did. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Now  mind.  Lafl  Monday  I  left 
them  as  juft  landed,  upon  a  pretence  to  fecure 
them  from  feizure,  at  the  old  countefs  of  Fur- 
below's, by  whofe  means,  I  was  fure,  at  my  own 
price,  to  get  rid  of  them  both;  and  who  Ihould 
come  in  lait  night  at  the  ball  at  the  Manfion- 
Houfe,  where  my  lady  unluckily  happened  to  be, 
with  a  full  fuit  of  the  blue  pattern  upon  her  back, 
but  Mrs.  Deputy  Dowlals,  dizened  out  like  a 
duchefs. 

Pad.  Mrs.  Deputy  Dowlafs !  Is  it  pofTible  ? 
Mrs.  Mech.  There  is  no  denying  the  faft : 
but  that  was  not  all  ;  if  indeed  Mrs.  Deputy  had 
behaved  like  a  gentlewoman,  and  fwore  they  had 
been  fent  her  from  Paris,  w^hy  there  the  thing 
vould  have  died ;  but  fee  what    it  is   to  have  to 

do 
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do  with  mecbanicks,  the  fool  owned  (he  had 
them  from  you.  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee  any  of 
niy  cuftomers  at  a  lofs  for  a  lye.  But  thofe  trum- 
pery traders,  Mr.  Paduafoy,  you'll  never  gain  any 
credit  by  them. 

Pad.  This  muft  be  a  trick  of  my  wife's ;  I  know 
the  women  are  intimate,  but  this  piece  of  intelli- 
gence will  make  a  hot  houfe.  None  of  my  fault 
indeed,  Mrs.  Mechlin  ;  I  hope,  ma'am  this  won't 
make  any  difference  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Difference!  I  don't  believe  I  fhall 
be  able  to  fmuggle  a  gown  for  you  thefe  fix  months. 
What  is  in  that  bundle  ? 

Pad,  Some  India  handkerchiefs,  that  you  pro- 
mifed  to  procure  of  a  fupercargo  at  Woolwich, 
for  Sir  Thomas  Caliico's  lady. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Are  you  pretty  forward  with  the 
light  fprigged  waiilcoats  from  Italy  ? 

Pad,  They  will  be  out  of  the  loom  in  a  week. 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  need  not  put  any  Genoa  vel- 
vets in  hand  till  the  end  of  the  autumn  ;  but  you 
may  make  me  immediately  a  frefh  fortment  of  fo- 
reign ribbons  for  fummer 

Pad.  Any  other  commands,  Mrs.  Mechlin  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.   Not  at  pfefent,  1  think. 

Pad.  I  wifh  you,  madam,  a  very  good  morn- 
ing. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Mr  Paduafoy,  Lord !  I  had  liked 
to  have  forgot.  You  muft  write  an  anonymous 
letter  to  the  Cuftom-houfe,  and  fend  me  fome  old 
filks  to  be  feized  ;  I  muft  treat  the  town  with  a 
bonfire  :  it  will  make  a  fine  paragraph  for  the  pa- 
pers ;  and  at  the  fame  time  advertife  the  public 
vhere  fuch  things  may  be  had. 

fad.  I  fhan't  fail,  madam.         [Exit  Paduafoy, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mech.  Who  fays  now  that  I  am  not  a 
friend  to  my  country  !  I  think  the  Society  for 
the  Encouragement  of  Arts,  fhould  vote  me  a 
premium.  I  am  fure  I  am  one  of  the  greatefh 
encouragers  of  our  own  manufactures. 

[_Exit  Mrs,  Mechlin. 

End  of  the  Firjl  AB, 


ACT       II. 

SCENE     Conthues. 

Enter  Zachapiah    FuxctTs,    Isaac   Fungus^ 
and  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Zac.   Fungus, 

ROTHER  Ifaac,  you  are  a   blockhead  I  tell 
you.     But  fird  anlwer  me  this;    can  know- 
ledge do  a  man  any  harm  ? 

I.  Fun.  No,  lartingly,  what  is  befitting  a  man 
for  to  learn. 

Z.  Fun.  To  learn  !  and  how  fliould  you  know 
what  is  befitting  a  gentleman  to  learn  !  Stick  to  your 
trade,  mailer  tallow-chandler. 

/.  Fun.  Now,  brother  Zachary,  can  you  fay  in 
your  confcience,  as  how,  it  is  defcent  to  be  learn- 
ing to  dance,  when  you  ha'  almofl  loll  the  ufe  of 
your  legs  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Toll  the  ufe  of  my  legs?  to  fee  but 
the  malice  of  men!  Do  but  ax  Mrs.  Mechlin; 
now,  ma'am,  does  not  Mrs.  Dukes  lay,  that,  con- 
fidering  my  time,  I  have  made  a  wonderful  pro- 
grefs  ? 

/.  Fun.   Your  time,  brother  Zac  ! 

Z,  Fun. 
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Z.  Fvn.  Ay,  my  time,  brother  Ifaac.  Why, 
I  han't  been  at  it  paffing  a  couple  of  months,  and 
we  have  at  our  fchool  two  aldermen  and  a  ferjeant 
at  law,  that  were  full  half  a  year  before  they  could 
get  out  of  hand. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Very  true,  fir. 

Z.  Fun.  There  now,  Mrs.  Mechlin  can  vouch 
it.  And  pray,  ma'am,  does  not  mafter  allow,  that 
of  my  age,   I  am  the  mofl  hopeful  fcholar  he  has  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  I  can't  but  fay,  Mr.  Ifaac,  that  the 
Tquire  has  made  a  moft  prodigious  improvement. 

Z.  Fun.  Do  you  hear  that  ?  I  wifli  we  had  but 
a  kit,  I  would  fhow  you  what  I  could  do :  one, 
two,  three,  ha.  One,  two,  three,  ha.  There  are 
yifings  and  hnkings. 

Mrs.  Mech.   Ay,  marry,  as  light  as  a  cork. 

Z.  I'un.  A'n't  it !  Why,  before  next  winter  is 
over,  he  fays,  he'll  fit  me  for  dancing  in  public ; 
and  who  knows  but  in  Lent,  you  may  fee  me  am- 
ble at  a  Ridotto  with  an  opera  finger. 

Mrs.  Mech,  And  I  warrant  he  acquits  himfelfas 
well  as  the  beft. 

/.  Fun.  Mercy  on  me  ;  and  pray  brother,  that 
thing  like  a  fword  in  your  hand,  what  may  the  ufe 
of  that  implement  be  ? 

Z.  Fun.  This !  oh,  this  is  a  foil. 

/.  Fun.  A  foil. 

Z.  F\m,  Ay,  a  little  inftrument,  by  which,  we 
who  are  gentlemen,  are  initruQed  to  kill  one 
another. 

/.  Fun.  To  kill !  Marry,  heaven  forbid :  I 
hope  you  have  no  fuch  bloody  intentions.  Why, 
brother  Zac.  you  was  ufed  to  be  a  peaceable  man. 

Z.  Fun.  Ay,  that  was  when  I  was  a  paltry  me- 
chanick,  and  afraid  of  the  law,  but  now  I  am  ano- 
ther guefs  perfon ;  I  have  been  in  camps,  can- 


toons^ 
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toons,  and  intrenchments :  have  marched  over 
bridges  and  breaches;  I  have  feen  the  Ezel  and 
Wezcll ;  I'm  got  as  rich  as  a  Jew,  and  if  any  man 
dares  to  affront  me,  I'll  let  him  know  that  my  trade 
has  been  fighting. 

/.  Fun.  Rich  as  a  Jew !  Ah,  Zac.  Zac.  but 
if  you  had  not  had  another  guefs  trade  than  fight- 
ing, I  doubt  whether  you  would  have  returned 
altogether  fo  rich  :  but  now  you  have  got  all  this 
wealth,  why  not  fit  down  and  enjoy  it  in  quiet  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Hark  ye,  Ifaac,  do  you  purtend  to 
know  life  ?  arc  you  acquainted  with  the  Beaux 
Efprits  of  the  age  ? 

7.  Fun.   I  don't  underftand  you. 

Z.  Fun.  No,  I  believe  not ;  then  how  fhould 
you  know  what  belongs  to  gentility  ? 

I.  Fun.  And  why  not  as  well  as  you,  brother 
Zac.  I  hope  I  am  every  whit  as  well  born  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Ay,  Ifaac,  but  the  breeding  is  all; 
confider  I  have  been  a  gendeman  above  five  years 
and  three  quarters,  and  I  think  fhould  know  a 
little  what  belongs  to  the  bufinefs;  hey,  Mrs, 
Mechlin  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Very  true,  Sir. 

Z.  Fun.  And  as  to  this  foil,  do  you  know,  Ifaac, 
in  what  the  art  of  fencing  confifls  ? 

J.  Fun.  How  fhould  I  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Why  it  is  fhort ;  there  are  but  two 
rules  ;  the  firft  is,  to  give  your  antagonifl  as  many 
thrufts  as  you  can  ;  the  fecond,  to  be  careful  and 
receive  none  yourfelf. 

/.  hun.  But  how  this  is  to  be  done  ? 

Z,  Fun.  Oh,  eafy  enough  :  for  do  you  fee,  jf 
you  can  but  divert  your  adverfary's  point  from  the 
line  of  your  body,  it  is  impofTible  he  ever  fhould 
hit  you  ;  and  all  this  is  done  by  a  little  turn-of  the 

wrift. 
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wrift,  either  this  way,  or  that  way.  But  I'll  fliow 
you:  John,  bring  me  a  foil.  Mrs.  Mechlin,  it  will 
be  worth  your  obferving.     Here,  brother  Ifaac. 

[Offers  him  afoiL 

I,  Fun,  Not  T. 

Z.  Fun,  Thefe  bourgeois  are  fo  frightful.  Mrs. 
Mechlin,  will  you,  ma'am,  do  me  the  favour  to 
pufli  at  me  a  little  ?  Mind,  brother,  when  (he 
thrufts  at  me  in  carte,  I  do  fo ;  and  when  fhe 
pufhes  in  tierce,  I  do  fo ;  and  by  this  means  a 
man  is  fure  to  avoid  being  killed.  But  it  may  not 
be  amifs,  brother  Ifaac,  to  give  you  the  progrefs 
of  a  regular  quarrel;  and  then  you  will  fee  what 
fort  of  a  thing  a  gentleman  is.  Now  I  have  been 
told,  do  you  fee,  brother  Ifaac,  by  a  friend  who  has 
a  regard  for  my  honour,  that  Captain  Jenkins,  or 
Hopkins,  or  Wilkins,  or  what  captain  you  pleafe, 
has  in  public  company  called  me  a  cuckold 

/.  Fun.  A  cuckold  ?  But  how  can  that  be  ? 
becaufe  why,  brother  Zac.  you  ben't  married. 

Z.  Fun,  But  as  I  am  jufl  going  to  be  married^ 
that  may  very  well  happen  you  know. 

Mrs.  Mech,  True. 

Z.  Fun.  Yes,  yes,  the  thing  is  natural  enough. 
Well,  the  captain  has  faid  I  am  a  cuckold.  Upon 
which,  the  firfl  time  I  fet  eyes  on  captain  Wil- 
kins, either  at  Vaux-hall,  or  at  Ranelagh,  I  ac- 
coft  him,  in  a  courteous,  genteel-like  manner. 

/.  Fun,  And  that's  more  than  he  merits. 

Z.  Fun.  Your   patience,    dear   Ifaac in   a 

courteous,  gentleman-like  manner  ;  captain  Hop- 
kins, your  fervant. 

/.  Fun,  Why,  you  call'd  him  but  now  captain 
Wilkins. 

Z.  Fun.  'Pfhaw  I    you  blockhead,  I  tell  you  the 

name  does  not  fignify  nothing Your  fervant ; 

ilrall 
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fhall  I  crave  your  car  for  a  moment  ?  The 
captain  politely  replies,  Your  commands,  good 
Mr.  Fungus  ?  then  vvc  walk  fide  by  lide — Come 
here,  Mrs,  Mechlin. — [^fhey  walk  up  and  6101011] — 
for  fome  time  as  civil  as  can  be.  Mind  brother 
Ifaac. 

/.  Fun.   I  do,   T  do. 

Z.  Fun.  Hey no,  t'other  fide,  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin.  that's  right 1  hear,  captain  Wilkins — 

/.  Fun.   I  knew  it  was  Wilkins. 

Z.  Fun.  Zounds  !  Ifaac,  be  quiet — Wilkins, 
that  you  have  taken  fome  liberties  about  and  con- 
cerning of  me,  which  damme,  I  don't  under- 
Itand— 

7.  Fun,  Don't  fwear,  brother  Zachary. 

Z.  Fun.  Did  ever  mortal  hear  the  like  of  this 
fellow  ! 

/.  Fun.  But  you  are  grown  fuch  a  reprobate 
lince  you  went  to  the  wars — 

Z,  Fun.  Mrs.  Mechlin,  flop  the  tongue  of  that 
blockhead  ;  why,  dunce,  I  am  fpeaking  by  rule, 
and  Mrs.  Mechlin  can  tell  you  that  duels  and 
damme's  go  always  together. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Oh,   always. 

Z.  Fun.  Which,  damme,  1  don't  underftand. 
Liberties  with  you,  cries  the  captain,  where,  when, 
and  in  what  manner?  Laft  Friday  night  in  com- 
pany at  the  St.  Alban's,  you  called  me  a  buck, 
and  moreover  faid  that  my  horns  were  exalted. 
Now,  fir,  I  know  very  well  what  was  your  mean- 
ing by  that,  and  therefore  demand  fatisfaQion. 
That,  fir,  is  what  I  never  deny  to  a  gentleman  ; 
but  as  to  you,  Mr.  Fungus,  1  can't  confent  to  give 
you  that  rank.  How,  fir,  do  you  deny  my  genti- 
lity !  Oh,  that  affront  muft  be  anfwered  this  in- 

ftant Draw,  fir.    Now  pufh,  Mrs.  Mechlin. — 

[They 
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l^TheyJence,'\ — There  I  parry  tierce,  there  I  parry- 
carte,  there  I  parry Hold,  hold,  have  a  care, 

zooks,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

/.  Fu7i.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  think  you  have  met 
with  your  match  ;  well  pufned,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Z.  Fun.  Ay,  but  inftead  of  pufhing  in  tierce, 
fhe  pufhed  me  in  carte,  and  came  fo  thick  with 
her  thrufts,  that  it  was  not  in  nature  to  parry 
them. 

J.  Fun.  Well,  well,  I  am  fully  convinced  of 
your  (Ivill ;  but  I  think,  brother  Zac.  you  hint- 
ed an  intention  of  marrying,    is  that  your  defign? 

Z,  Fun.  Undoubtedly. 

/.  Fun.  And  when  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Why  this  evening. 

/.  Fun.  So  fudden  ?  and  pray  is  it  a  fecret  to 
whom  ? 

Z.  Fun.  A  fecret,  no,  I  am  proud  of  the 
match  ;  fhe  brings  me  all  that  I  want,  her  veins 
full  of  good  blood;  fuch  a  family  !  fuch  an  al- 
liance !  zooks,  fhe  has  a  pedigree  as  long  as  the 
Mall,  brother  Ifaac,  with  large  trees  on  each  fide, 
and  all  the  boughs  loaded  with  lords. 

/.  Fun.  But  has  the  lady  no  name  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Name!  ay,  fuch  a  name,  lord,  we  have 
nothing  like  it  in  London  :  none  of  your  flunted 
little  dwarfifh  words  of  one  fyllable  ;  your  Watts, 
and  your  Potts,  and  your  Trotts  :  this  rumbles 
through  the  'throat  like  a  cart  with  broad  wheels. 
Mrs.  Mechlin,  you  can  pronounce  it  better  than 
me. 

Mrs.  MecL   I  ady  Sachariffa  Mackirkincroft. 

Z.  Fun.  Kirkincroft  !  there  are  a  mouthful  of 
fyllables  for  you.  Lineally  defcended  from  Her- 
cules Alexander  Charlemagne  Hannibal,   Earl  of 

Giendowery, 


32  THE    COMMISSARY. 

Glendowery,  prime  minifter  to  king  Malcolm  the 
firfl. 

/.  Fnn.  And  are  all  the  parties  agreed  ? 
Z.  Fun.  I  can't  fay  quite  all ;  for  the  right 
honourable  peer  that  is  to  be  my  papa,  (who  by 
the  bye)  is  as  proud  as  the  devil,  has  flatly  re- 
nounced the  alliance,  calls  me  here  in  his  letter 
Plebeian,  and  fays  if  ,ve  have  any  children,  they 
will  turn  out  very  little  better  than  pye  balls. 

/.  Fun.  And  what  does  the  gentlewoman  fay  ? 

Z,  Fun,  The  gentlewoman !  Oh,  the  gentle- 
woman, who  (between  ourfelves)  is  pretty  near  as 
high  as  her  father  ;  but,  however,  my  perfon  has 
proved  too  hard  for  her  pride,  and  I  take  the  af- 
fair to  be  as  good  as  concluded. 

/.  Fun.  It  is  refolved  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Fixed. 

/.  Fun.  I  am  forry  for  it. 

Z.  Fun.  Why  fo  ?  come,  come,  brother  Ifaac, 
don't  be  uneafy,  I  have  a  fhrewd  guefs  at  your 
grievance ;  but  though  you  may  not  be  fuffered 
to  fee  lady  Sachariffa  at  firft,  yet  who  knows  be- 
fore long  I  may  have  intereft  enough  with  her  ta 
bring  it  about ;  and  in  the  mean  time  you  may 
dine  when  you  will  with  the  fteward. 

/.  Fun.  You  are  exceedingly  kind. 

Z.  Fun.  Mrs.  Mechlin,  you  don't  think  my  lady 
will  gainfay  it  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  By  no  means  ;  it  is  wonderful  con- 
fidering  her  rank,  how  mild  and  condefcending 
fhe  is :  why,  but  yefterday,  fays  her  ladyfhip  to 
me,  Though,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  it  can't  be  fuppofed 
that  I  (hould  admit  any  of  the  Fungus  family  into 
my  prefence 

Z,  Fun.  No,  no,  to  be  fure;  not  at  firft;  as  I  faid. 

Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Mcch.  Yet  his  brother  or  any  other  rela^ 
tion,  may  dine  with  the  fervants  every  day. 

Z.  Fun.  Do  you  hear,  Ifaac,  there's  your  true, 
inherent  nobility,  fo  humble  and  affable;  but 
people  of  real  rank  never  have  any  pride ;  that  is 
only  for  upftarts. 

/.  Fun.  Wonderfully  gracious;  but  here,  bro- 
ther Zac.  you  miftake  me,  it  is  not  for  myfelf  1 
am  forry. 

Z.  Fun.   Whom  then  ? 

/.  Fwi.  For  you.  Don't  you  think  that  your 
wife  will  defpife  you  ? 

Z.  Fun.  No, 

I.  Fun.  Can  you  fuppofe  that  you  will  live  to- 
gether a  month  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Yes. 

/.  Fun.  Why,  can  you  bear  to  walk  about  your 
own  houfc  like  a  paltry  dependant  j* 

Z.  Fun.  No. 

/.  Fun.  To  have  yourfelf  and  your  orders  con- 
temned by  your  fervants  ? 

Z.  Fun.  No. 

/.  Fu7i.  To  fee  your  property  devoured  by  your 
lady's  beggarly  coufins,  who,  notwithllanding, 
won't  vouch fafc  you  a  nod  ? 

Z.  Fun.  No. 

7.  Fun.  Can  you  be  blind  at  her  bidding,  run 
at  her  fending,  come  at  her  calling,  dine  by  your- 
felf when  fhe  has  bettermoft  company,  and  fleep 
fix  nights  a  week  in  the  garret  ? 

Z.  Fun.  No. 

/.  Fun.  Why,  will  you  dare  to  difobey,  have 
the  impudence  to  difpute  the  fovereign  will  and 
pleafure  of  a  lady  like  her  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Ay,  marry  will  I. 

/.  Fun.  And  don't  ygu  expeft  a  whole  dan  of 

Andrew 
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Andrew  Ferraros,  with  their  naked  points  at  your 
throat? 

Z.  Fun.  No. 

7.  Fun.  Then  you  don't  know  half  you  will 
have  to  go  through. 

Z.  Fun.  Look  you,  brother,  I  know  what  you 
would  be  at ;  you  don't  mean  I  fhould  marry  at 
all. 

/.  Fun.  Indeed,  brother  Zachary,  you  wrong 
me ;  I  fhould  with  pleafure  fee  you  equally 
matched,  that  is,  to  one  of  your  own  rank  and 
condition. 

Z.  Fun.  You  would  ?  I  don't  doubt  it,  but  that 
is  a  pleafure  you  never  will  have.  Look  you, 
Ifaac,  1  have  made  up  my  mind;  it  is  a  lady  I 
like,  and  a  lady  I  will  have  ;  and  if  you  fay  any 
more,  I'll  not  be  contented  with  that,  for  damme, 
ril  marry  a  duchefs. 

Enter  La  Fleur. 

La  Flacr.   Le  Maitre  pour  donner  d'eloquence. 

Z.  Fun,  What  does  the  puppy  fay,  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin ?  for  you  know  I  can't  parler  vous. 

Airs.  Mech.  The  gentleman  from  the  city,  that 
is  to  make  you  a  fpeaker. 

Z.  Fun.  Odzooks !  a  fpecial  fine  fellow,  let's 
have  him. 

Mrs.  Mech.    Faites  I'entrer.         \Exit  La  Fleur, 

I.  Fun.  Brother,  as  you  are  bufy,  I  wall  take 
another 

Z.  Fun.  No,  no,  this  is  the  fined  fellow  of  all, 
it  is  he  tliat  is  to  make  me  a  man  ;  and  hark  ye, 
brother,  if  I  (liould  chance  to  rife  in  the  (tate,  no 
more  words,   your  bufincfs  is  done. 

/.  Fun.  What,  I  reckon  fome  member  of  par- 
liament. 

Z.  Fun^ 
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Z.  Fun.  A  member!  Lord  help  you,  brother 
Ifaac,  this  man  is  a  whole  fenate  himfelf.  Why 
it  is  the  famous  orationer  that  has  publifhed  the 
book. 

/.  Fun.   What,   Mr.  Gruel. 

Z.  Fun.   The  fame. 

/.  Fun.  Yes,  1  have  ^ttn.  his  name  in  the 
News. 

Z.  Fun.  His  knowledge  is  wonderful  ;   he   has 
told  me  fuch   fecrcts :   why  do  you  know,   Ifaac, 
by  what  means  'tis  we  fpeak  ? 
'  7.  Fun,  Speak  !   why  we  fpeak  with  our  mouths. 

Z.  Fun.   No,  we  don't. 

I.  Fun,  No  ! 

Z.  Fun.  No.  He  fays  we  fpeak  by  means  of 
the  tongue,  the  teeth,  and  the  throat  j  and  with- 
out them  we  only  fhould  bellow. 

I.  Fun.  But  furely  the  mouth — 

Z.  Fun.  'he  mouth,  I  tell  you,  is  little  or 
nothing,  only  jull  a  cavity  for  the  air  to  pafs 
through. 

/.  Fun,   Indeed ! 

Z.  Fun.  That's  all  ;  and  when  the  cavity's 
fmall,  little  founds  will  come  out;  when  larcre.  (he 
great  ones  proceed  ;  oblerve  now  in  whiflHng  and 
bawling. — [whijlles  and  bawls. j — Do  you  fee.  Oh 
he  is  a  miraculous  man. 

/.  Fun.  But  of  what  ufe  is  all  this  ? 

Z.  Fun.  But  it's  knowledge,  a'n't  it ;  and  of 
what  fignification  is  that,  you  fool  1  and  then  as  to 
ufe,  why  he  can  make  me  fpeak  in  any  manner  he 
pleafes;  as  a  lawyer,  a  merchant,  a  country  gca^ 
tleman  ;  whatever  the  fubj eel  requires. — But  here 
he  is. 

£nUr 
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Enter  Mr,  Gruel. 

Mr.  Gruel,  your  fervant ;   I  have   been  holding 
forth  in  your  praifc. 

Gruel.  I  make  no  doubt,  Mr.  Fungus,  but  to 
your  declamation,  or  recitation,  (as  Quintilian 
more  properly  terms  it)  I  fhall  be  indebted  for 
much  future  praife,  in  as  much  as  the  reputation 
of  the  fcholar  does  (as  I  may  fay)  confer  or  rather 
as  it  were  reflect,  a  marvellous  kind  of  luftrc  on 
the  fame  of  the  mailer  himfelf. 

Z.  Fun.  There,  Jfaac !  didft  ever  hear  the 
like  ?  he  talks  juft  as  if  it  were  all  out  of  a  book; 
what  would  you  give  to  be  able  to  utter  fuch 
words  ? 

/.  Fun,  And  what  fhould  I  do  with  them  ?  them 
holiday  terms  would  not  pafs  in  my  fliop  ;  there's 
no  buying  and  felling  with  them. 

Gruel.  Your  obfervation  is  pithy  and  pertinent ; 
different  Rations  different  idioms  demand,  polifhed 
periods  accord  ill  with  the  mouths  of  mechanics; 
but  as  that  tribe  is  permitted  to  circulate  a 
bafer  kind  of  coin,  for  the  eafe  and  conveni- 
ence of  inferior  traffic,  fo  it  is  indulged  with  a 
vernacular  or  vicious  vulgar  phrafeology,  to  car- 
ry on  their  interlocutory  commerce;  but  I  doubt, 
fir,  I  foar  above  the  region  of  your  comprehen- 
fion  ? 

L  Fun.  Why  if  you  would  come  down  a  ftep  or 
two,  I  can't  fay  but  I  fhould  underfland  you  the 
better. 

Z.  Fun.  And  I  too. 

Gruel.  Then  to  the  familiar  I  fall  :  if  the  gen- 
tleman has  any  ambition  to  fhine  at  a  veftry,  a 
common-hall,  or  even  a  convivial  club,  I  can  fup- 
ply  him  with  ample  materials. 

/.  Fun» 
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/.  Fun.  No,  I  have  no  fuch  defire. 

Gruel.  Not  to  lofe  time ;  your  brother  here, 
(for  fuch  I  find  the  gentleman  is)  in  other  refpeds 
a  common  man  like  yourfelf 

Z.  Fun.   No  better. 

Gruel.  Obfcrve  how  altered  by  means  of  my 
art :  are  you  prepared  in  the  fpeech  on  the  great 
importance  of  trade  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Pretty  well,  I  believe. 

Gruel.  Let  your  gefticulations  be  chafte,  and 
your  mufcular  movements  confident. 

Z.  Fun.   Never    fear  — • —  |  Enter    Jenny,    and 

whijpcrs  Mrs*  Mec/ilm.'] Mrs.  Mechlin,  you'll 

ftay? 

Mrs.  Mech.  A  little  bufinefs,  Til  return  in  an 
inftant.  [Exit  Mrs.  Me. him. 

Gruel.  A  little  here  to  the  left,  if  you  pleafe, 
fir,  there  you  will  only  catch  his  profile-^that's 
right — now  you  will  have  the  full  force  of  his  face  ; 
one,  two,  three  ;  now  oW  you  go. 

Z.  Fun.  When  I  confider  the  vaft  importance 
of  this  day's  debate  ;  when  I  revolve  the  vari- 
ous viciflitudes  that  this  foil  has  fuftained  ;  when 
I  ponder  what  our  painted  progenitors  were; 
and  what  we,  their  civilized  fucceffors,  are ; 
when  I  refleQ,  that  they  fed  on  crab-apples  and 
chefnuts 

Gruel.  Pignuts,  good  fir,  if  you  pleafe. 

Z.  Fun.  You  are  right ;  crab-apples  and  pig- 
nuts ;  and  that  we  feaft  on  green-peas,  and  on 
cuftards  :  when  I  trace  in  the  recording  hiftorical 
page,  that  their  floods  gave  them  nothing  but  frogs, 
and  now  know  we  have  fifli  by  land  carriage,  I  am 
loft  in  amazement  at  the  prodigious  power  of  com- 
merce. Hail  commerce  !  daughter  of  induftry, 
ggnfort  to  credit,  parent  of  opulence,  full  fifter  to 

liberty, 
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liberty,  and  great  grandmother  to  the  art  of  navi- 
gation— 

/.  Fun.  Why  this  gentlewoman  has  a  pedigree 
as    long  as  your  wife's,   brother  Zac. 

Z.  Fun.  Prithee  Ifaac  be  quiet — art  of  naviga- 
tion— a — a — 'vigation. — Zooks,  that  fellow  has 
put  me  quite  out. 

Gruel.  It  matters  not ;  this  day's  performance 
has  largely  fulfilled  your  yellerday's  promife. 

Z.  Fun.  But  I  han't  half  done,  the  beft  is  to 
come;  let  me  juft  give  iiim  that  part  about  turn- 
pegs — for  the  (loughs,  the  mires,  the  ruts,  the 
impaffable  bogs,  that  the  languid,  but  generous, 
Iteed  travelled  through  ;  he  now  pricks  up  his  ears, 
he  neighs,  he  canters,  he  capers  through  a  whole 
region  of  turnpegs. 

Enter  Mrs.   Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Your  riding-mafter  is  below. 

Z.  Fun.  Gadfo!  then  here  we  muft  end.  You'll 
pardon  me,  good  iVIr.  Gruel ;  for  as  I  want  to  be 
a  finiined  gentleman  as  foon  as  I  can,  it  is  impof- 
fible  for  me  to  Hick  long  to  anyone  thing. 

Gruel,  Sir,  1  hough  )our  exit  is  rather  abrupt, 
yet  the  multiplicity  of  your  avocations  do,  (as  I 
may  fay)  in  fome  meafure,  cicatrife  the  otherwife 
mortal  wound  on  this  occafion  fuflained  by  deco- 
rum. 

Z.  Fun.  Cicatrife  !  I  could  hear  him  all  day.^ 
He  is  a  wonderful  man.  Well,  Mr.  Gruel,  to 
morrow  we  will  at  it  again. 

Gruel,  You  will  find  me  prompt  at  your  flighteft 
volition. 

Z.  Fun.  I  wifh,  brother  Ifaac,  I  could  have 
(laid,  you  fhould  have  heard  me  oration  away  like 

a  lawyer. 
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a  lawyer,   about  pleadings  and  prefidents,  but  ail 
in  good  time. —  [_£x:t  Fungus, 

Mrs.  Mec/i.  This  gentleman,  fir,  will  gain  you 
vaft  credit. 

GrucL  Yes,  ma'am,  the  capabilities  of  the  gen- 
tleman, I  confefs.  are  enormous;  and  as  to  you  I 
am  indebted  for  this  promifing  pupil,  you  will  per- 
mit me  to  expunge  the  obligation  by  an  inftanta^ 
neous  and  gratis  le6lureon  that  fpecies  of  eloquence 
peculiar  to  ladies. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Oh,  fir,  I  have  no  fort  of  occa- 
fion — 

GnicL  As  to  that  biped,  man,  (for  fuch  I  de- 
fine him  to  be)  a  male  or  mafculine  manner  be- 
longs— 

Mrs.  Mech,   Any   other  time,  good  Mr.  Gruel. 

Gruel.  So  to  that  biped,  woman,  flie  partici- 
pating of  his  general  nature,  the  word  homo,  in 
Latin,  being  ^romifcuoufly  ufed  as  womaa  or 
flian — r 

Mrs,  Mech.   For  Heaven's  fake — 

Gruel.  But  being  cad  in  a  more  tender  and 
delicate  mould — 

Airs,  Mech,  Sir,  I  have  twenty  people  in  wait- 
ing— 

Gruel.  The  foft,  fupple,  infinuating  graces — 

Mrs.  Mech.   I  muft  in  hit 

GrucL  Do  appertain,  (as  I  may  fay)  in  a  more 
peculiar,  or  particular  manner ; 

Mrs.  Mech.   Nay,  then 

Gruel.  Jrltx  X3ink,  in  the  order,  of  entities. — 

Mrs,  Mech.   I  muft  thruft  you  out  of  my  houfe. 

Gruel.   Not  calling  her  forth 

Mrs,  Mech.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a 


\_pujhing  him  ait. 
Re- 
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Re-enter  Gruel. 

Gruel.  To  thofe  eminent,  hazardous,  and  (as  I 
may  fay)  perilous  conflicts,  uhich  fo  often 

Mrs.  Mech.  Get  down  flairs,  and  be  hartged  to 
you. — \_Pupies  him  out.'] — Inhere  he  goes,  as  I  live, 
from  the  top  to  the  bottom  ;  1  hope.  J  han't  done 
him  a  mifchief .-  You  ar'n't  hurt,  Mr.  Gruel  ?  — 
No,  alTs  fafe ;  I  hear  him  going  on  with  his  fpeech ; 
an  impertinent  puppy  ! 

J.  Fun.  Impertinent,  indeed,  I  wonder  all  thofe 
people  don't  turn  your  head,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Oh,  I  am  pretty  weH  ufed  to  *em 
But  who  comes  here  !  Mr.  Ifaac,  if  you  will  flep 
into  the  next  room,  I  have  fomeihing  to  commu^ 
nicate  that  well  defervesyour  attention. 

\_Exit  Ifaac  Fungus, 

Enter  Simon. 

Sim.  Do61or  Catgut  at  the  foot  of  the  flairs. 

Mrs.  Mech.  The  devil  he  is  !  What  can  have 
brought  him  at  this  time  of  day  ?  Watch,  Simon, 
that  nobody  comes  up  whilft  he  is  here. — \_Exit. 
Simon.'] — I  hope  he  has  not  heard  of  the  pretty 
prefent  we  fent  him  to  day. 

Enter  Dr.  Catgut. 

Dr,  Cat.  Madam  Mechlin,  your  humble.  I 
have,  ma'am,  received  a  couple  of  compliments 
from  yourmanfion  this  morning;  one  1  find  from 
a  lodger  of  your's,  the  other  I  prefume  from  your 
niece  ;  but  for  the  lad,  1  rather  fuppofe  I  am  in- 
debted to  you. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Me '!  indeed,  DoQor,  you  are 
widely  miftaken ;  I  affure  you,  fir,  fince  your 
bufinefs  broke  out,  I  have  never  fet  eyes  of  her 
once. 

Dr.  Cat. 
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Dr.  Cat.  Then  I  am  falfely  informed. 

Mrs,  Mech,  But  after  all  you  muft  own  it  is  but 
what  you  deferve.  I  wonder,  Do6lor  you  don't 
leave  ofFthefe  tricks. 

Dr.  Cat,  Why  what  can  I  do,  Mrs.  Mechlin  ? 
my  conftitution  requires  it. 

Mrs,  Mcch,  Indeed,  I  ihould  not  have  thought 
it. 

Dr.  Cat.  Then  the  dear  little  devils  are  fo  def- 
perately  fond. 

Mrs.  Mech.   Without  doubt. 

Dr.  Cat.  And  for  frolick,  flirtation,  diligence, 
drefs  and  add  re  fs 

Mrs.  Mech.  To  be  fure. 

Dr.  Cat,  For  what  you  call  genuine  gallantry, 
few  men,  I  flatter  myfelf,  will  be  found  that  can 
match  me. 

Mrs.  Mech,  Oh,  that's  a  point  given  up. 

Dr,  Cat,  Hark  ye,  Molly  IVIechlin ;  let  me  pe- 
rifh,  child,  you  look  divinely  to-day. 

Mrs.  Mech,  Indeed  ! 

Dr.  Cat,  But  that  I  have  two  or  three  affairs  on 
my  hands,  I  fhould  be  pofitively  tempted  to  trifle 
with  thee  a  little. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  but  Do61or,  confider  I  am 
not  of  a  trifling  age,  it  would  be  only  lofing  your 
time. 

Dr.  Cat,  Ha,  fo  coy  !  But  a  propos,  Molly, 
this  lodger  of  your's;  who  is  he,  and  what  does 
he  want  ? 

Mrs.  Mech,  You  have  heard  of  the  great  Mr. 
Fungus ! 

Dr.  Cat.  Well! 

Mrs.  Mech.  Being  informed  of  your  fkill  and 
abilities,  he  has  fentfor  you  to  teach  him  to  fing. 

Dr,  Cat. 
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Dr.  Cat.  Me  teach  him  to  (ing  !  What  does 
the  fcoundrel  mean  to  affront  me  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Affront  you  ! 

Dr.  Cat.  Why  don't  you  know,  child,  that  I 
quitted  that  pahry  prof'effion  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.   Not  I. 

Dr.  Cat.   Oh,  intirely  renounced  it. 

Mrs.  Mech,  Then  what  may  you  follow  at  pre- 
fent  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Me ! — nothing.  I  am  a  poet,  my 
dear. 

Mrs.  Mech.   A  poet ! 

Dr.  Cat.  A  poet.  The  Mufes ;  you  know  I  was 
always  fond  of  the  ladies:  I  fuppofe  you  have 
heard  of  Shakfpeare,  and  Shadwell,  of  Toin 
Brown,  and  of  Milton,  and  Hudibras  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  I  have. 

Dr.  Cat.  I  ffiall  blaft  all  their  laurels,  by  gad ; 
I  havejnft  given  the  public  a  talle,  but  there's  a 
belly-full  for  them  in  my  larder  at  home. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Upon  my  word,  you  furprife  me; 
but  pray,  is  poetry  a  trade  to  be  learned  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Doubtlefs.  Capital  as  I  am,  I  have 
not  acquired  it  above  a  couple  of  years. 

Mrs.  Mech.  And  could  you  communicate  your 
art  to  another  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  To  be  fure.  W^hy  I  have  here  in  my 
pocket,  my  dear,  a  v^hole  folio  of  rhymes,  from  Z 
quite  to  great  A.  Let  us  fee,  A.  Ay,  here  it  be- 
gins, A,  afs,  pafs,  grafs,  mafs,  lafs,  and  fo  quite 
thro'  the  alphabet  down  to  Z.  Zounds,  grounds, 
mounds,  pounds,  hounds. 

Mrs.  Mech.  And  what  do  you  do  with  thofe 
rhymes  ? 

Dr.  Cat.   Oh,  we  fupply  them. 

Mrs,  Mech.   Supply  them  ^ 

Dr.  Cat. 
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Dr.  Cat.  Ay,  fill  them  up,  as  I  will  fhew  you. 
Laft  week,  in  a  ramble  to  Dulwich,  I  made  thefe 
rhimes  into  a  duet  for  a  new  comic  opera  I  have  on 
the  Hocks.  Mind,  for  I  look  upon  the  words  as  a 
model  for  that  fort  of  writing. 

Firft  fhe. — There  to  fee  the  fluggijh  afs. 

Thro'  the  meadows  as  we  pafsy 
Eating  up  the  farmer  s  grafs, 
Blyth  and  merry,  by  the  mafs, 
As  a  little  country  lafs, 

Mrs.  Mech.  Very  pretty. 

Dr.  Cat,  A'n't  it.     Then  he  replies, 

Hear  the  farmer  cry  out^  zounds  ! 
As  he  trudges  thro'  the  grounds. 
Yonder  heaft  has  broke  my  mounds ; 
Jf  the  parifJi  has  no  pounds, 
Kill,  and  givt  him  to  the  hounds. 

Then  Da  Capo,  both  join  in  repeating  the  laft 
ftanza  ;  and  this  tacked  to  a  tokrable  tune,  will 
run  you  for  a  couple-  of  months.      You  obferve  ? 

?Ars.  Mech.  Clearly.  vS  our  gentlem.an  is  de- 
firous  to  learn  all  kinds  of  things.  I  can't  help 
thinking  but  he  Vvil!  take  a  fancy    to  this. 

Dr.  Cat.  In  that  cafe,  he  u^ay  command  me, 
my  dear;  and  I  promife  \o:\.  in  a  couple  of 
months,  he  fhall  kuDw  as  much  of  the  matter  as  I 
do. 

Mrs,  Mech.  At  prefent  he  \s  a  little  engaged, 
but  as  foon  as  the  honey-moon  is  over 

Dr.  Cat.  Honey-moon  :  Why  is  he  going  to  be 
married  ? 

Mr^    Mech.   This  Evening,   I  fancy. 

Dr.  Cat.  The  finelt  opportunity  for  an  intro- 
duclion,  in  nature ;   I  have  by  me,  ma'am  IV^ech- 

lin, 
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lin,  of  my  own  compofition,  fuch  an  epithala* 
mi  urn. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Thalmium,   what's  tvat  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  A  kind  of  an  elegy,  that  we  poets 
compofe  at  the  folemnization  of  weddings. 

Mrs.  Mech.   Oh,  ho ! 

Dr.  Cat.  It  is  fee  to  mufick  already,  for  I  ftill 
compofe  for  myfelf. 

Mrs.  Mech.    You  do  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Yes.  What  think  von  now  of  provid- 
ing a  band,  and  ferenading  the  'fquire  to-night  ? 
It  will  be  a  pretty  extempore  compliment. 

Mrs.  Mech.  The  prettieft  thought  in  the  world. 
But  I  hear  Mr.  Fungus's  bell.  You'll  excufe  me, 
dear  Doftor,   you  may  fuppofe  we  are  bufy. 

Dr,  Cat.  No  apology  then,  I'll  about  it  this  in- 
ftant. 

Mrs.  Mech.  As  foon  as  you  pleafe  ;  any  thing 
to  get  you  out  of  the  way.  [_Afide  and  exit. 

Dr.  Cut.  Your  obfequious,  good  madam  Mech- 
lin. But  notwithflanding  all  your  fine  fpeeches, 
I  fhrewdly  fufpeB  my  bleffed  bargain  at  home  was 
a  prefent  from  you  ;  and  what  fhall  I  do  with  it  ? 
— Thefe  little  embarrafifes  we  men  of  intrigue 
are  eternally  fubje6t  to.  There  will  be  no  fend- 
ing it  back.  She  will  never  let  it  enter  the  houfe. 
• — Hey  !  gad,    a  lucky  thought  is  come  into  my 

head this  ferenade  is  finely   contrived 

Madam  Mechlin  (hall  have  her  coufin  again,  for 
I  will  return  her  bye-blow  in  the  body  of  a  double 
bafs-viol  ;  fo  the  bawd  fhall  have  a  concert  as  well 
as  the  Tquire. \_Exit. 


End  of  the  Second  AB, 
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ACT       III. 

SCENE     Continues, 
Enter  Harpy,  Young  Loveit  and  Jenny. 

Harpy, 

TELL  your    miftrefs  my   name  is    Harpy  ; 
fhe    knows    me,    and    bow    precious    my 
time  is. 

Jen,  Mr.  Harpy,  the  attorney  of  Furnival's 
Inn  ?  [_Exit  Jenny. 

Har,  The  fame.  Ay,  ay.  young  gentleman, 
this  is  your  woman  ;  I  warrant  your  bufinefs  is 
done.  You  knew  Kitty  Williams,  that  married 
Mr.  Abednego  Potiphar,   the  Jew  broker  ? 

Y,  Lov.  I  did. 

Har,  And  Robin  Rainbow,  the  happy  hufbanci 
of  the  widow  Champan fy,  from  the  ifle  of  St. 
Kitt's  ? 

Y,  Lov.   I  have  feen  him. 

Har,  All  owing  to  her.  Her  fuccefs  in  that 
branch  of  bufinefs  is  wonderful !  Why,  I  dare 
believe,  fince  lad  fummer,  fhe  has  not  fent  off  lefs 
than  forty  couple  to  Edinburgh. 

Y,  Lov,  Indeed!   She  mult  be  very  adroit. 

Har,  Adroit!  You  fhall  judge.  1  will  tell  you 
a  cafe  :  you  know  the  large  brick  houfe  at  Peck- 
ham,  with  a  turret  at  top  ? 

Y.  Lov,  Well. 

Har,  There  lived  Mifs  Cicely  Mite,  the  only 
daughter  of  old  Mite  the  cheefemonger,  at  the  cor- 
ner of  Newgate-fireet,  juft  turned  of  fourteen,  and 
under  the  wing  of  an  old  maiden  aunt,  as  watch- 

fui 
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fill  as  a  dragon — but  Inifii — I  hear  Mrs.  Mechlin, 
I'll  take  another  fcafon  to  finifli  my  tale. 

Y.  Lov.  But,  Mr.  Harpy,  as  thefe  kind  of  wo- 
men are  a  good  deal  given  to  goffiping,  1  would 
rather  my  real  name  was  a  fecret  till  there  is  a  fort 
of  neceflity. 

Har.  Goffiping!  She,  lord  help  you,  fhe  is  as 
clofe  as  a  Catholic  confefTor. 

T.  Lov.  That  may  be,  but  you  muft  give  me 
leave  to  infift. 

Bar.  Well,  well,  as  you  pleafe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Your  very  humble  fervant,  good  madam  Mech- 
lin ;  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  introduce  a  young 
gendeman,  a  friend  of  mine,  to  crave  your  affifl- 
ance. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Any  friend  of  yours,  Mr.  Harpy  ; 
won't  you  be  feated,   fir. 

T.  Lov.  Ma'am.  [They  fit  down. 

Mrs.  Mech.  And  pray,  fir,  how  can  I  ierve  you  ? 

Har.  Why,  ma'am,  the  gentleman's  fituation  is 
— but,  fir,  you  had  better  Itate  your  cafe  to  Mrs. 
Mechlin  yourfelf. 

Y.  Lov.  Why,  you  are  to  know,  ma'am,  that  I 
am  juftefcaped  from  the  univerfity,  where  (I  need 
not  tell  you)  you  are  greatly  efleemed. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Very  obliging.  I  muft  own,  fir, 
I  have  had  a  very  great  refpe6l  for  that  learned 
body,  ever  fince  they  made  a  near  and  dear  friend 
of  mine  a  do6lor  ofmufic. 

Y.  Lov.  Yes,  ma'am,  I  remember  the  gentleman. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Do  you  know  him,  fir  ?  1  expe6l 
him  here  every  minute  to  inftruft  a  lodger  of  mine. 

Y.  Lov.  Not  intimately.  Juil  arrived,  but  lad 
night :  upon  my  coming  to  town  I  found  my  father 

deceafed, 
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deceafed,  and  all  his  fortune  devifed  to  his  relict, 
my  mother. 

Mrs.  Mech,  What,   the  whole! 

Y.  Lov.   Every  (hilling.     That  is,  for  her  life. 

Mrs   Mech.  And  to  what  fum  may  it  amount  ? 

T,  Lov.  Why,  my  mother  is  eternally  telling 
me,  thit  after  her,  I  fhall  inherit  fifty  or  fixty 
thoufand  at  leaft, 

Mrs.  Mech.  Upon  my  w^ord,  a  capital  fum. 

T.  Lov.  But  of  what  ufe,  my  dear  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin, fince  fhe  refufes  to  advance  me  a  guinea  up- 
on the  credit  of  it,  and  while  the  grafs  grows ^ 

You  know  the  proverb. 

Mr.  Mech.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  want  fome- 
thing  for  prefent  fubfiftence  ? 

T.  Lov.  Juft  my  fituation. 

Mrs.  Mtch.  Have  you  thought  of  nothing  for 
yourfelf  ? 

Y.  Lov.  I  am  refolved  to  be  guided  by  you. 

Mrs.  Mech.   What  do  you  think  of  a  wife  ? 

T.  Lov.  A  wife  ! 

Mrs»  Mech.  Come,  come,  don't  defpife  my  ad- 
vice;  when  a  young  man's  finances  are  low,  a  wife 
is  a  much  better  refource  than  a  ufurer  ;  and  there 
are  in  this  town  a  number  of  kind-hearted  widows 
that  take  a  pleafure  in  repairing  the  injuries  done 
by  fortune  to  handfome  young  fellows. 

Har,  Mrs.  Mechlin  has  realon. 

Y.  Lov.  But,*  dear  ma'am,  what  can  I  do  with 
a  wife. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Do  !  why  like  other  young  fellows 
who  marry  ladies  a  little  firicken  in  years;  make 
her  your  banker  and  lleward.  If  you  fay  but  the 
word,  before  night  I'll  give  you  a  widow  with 
two  thoufand  a  year  in  her  pocket. 

Y.  Lov. 
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Y.  Lov.  Two  thoufand  a  year!  a  pretty  employ- 
ment, it  the  refidence  could  but  be  difpenfed  with. 

Mrs.  Mech.  What  do  you  mean  by  refidcnce  ? 
Do  you  think  a  gentleman,  like  a  pitiful  trader,  is 
to  be  eternally  tacked  to  his  wife's  petticoat  ?  when 
fhe  is  in  town,  be  you  in  the  country  ;  as  fhe  fhifts 
do  you  (hift.  Why,  you  need  not  be  with  her 
above  thirty  days  in  the  year ;  and  let  me  tell  you, 
you  won't  find  a  more  eafy  condition  ;  twelve 
months  fubfiftence  for  one  month's  labour  ! 

T»  Lov.  Two  thoufand  a  year,  you  are  fure  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  The  leafl  penny. 

Y.  Lov.  Well  madam,  you  Ihall  difpofe  of  me 
juft  as  you  pleafe. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Very  well,  if  you  will  call  in  half 
an  hour  at  fartheft,  I  believe  we  Ihall  finifh  the 
bufinefs. 

Y.  Lov*  In  half  an  hour  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Precifely.  Oh,  difpatch  is  the  very 
life  and  foul  of  my  trade.  Mr.  Harpy  will  tell 
you  my  terms,  you  will  find  them  reafonable 
enough. 

Har.  Oh,  I  am  fure  we  fhall  have  no  difputc 
about  thofe. 

Y.  Lov.  No,  no. \_Going, 

Mrs.  Mech.  Oh,  but  Mr.  Harpy,  it  may  be 
proper  to  mention  that  the  gendewoman,  the  par- 
ty, is  upwards  of  fixty. 

Y.  Lov.  With  all  my  heart;  it  is  the  purfe,  not 
the  perfon  I  want  !  Sixty  !  fhe  is  quite  a  girl ;  I 
wifti  with  all  my  foul  fhe  was  ninety. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Get  you  gone,  you  are  a  devil,  I  fee 
that. 

Y.  Lov.  Well,  for  half  an  hour,  fweet  Mrs. 
Mechlin,  adieu. 

[^Exeunt  Young  Loveit  and  Harpy, 

Mru- 
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Afr5.  Mech,  Sob!  I  have  provided  formydow- 
iager  from  Devonfhire-fquare,  and  now  to  cater 
for  my  commiffary.      Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Fungus  and  Bridoum. 

Fun.  So  in  fix  weeks — Oh,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  any 
news  from  the  lady  ? 

Mrs,  Mech.  I  expert  her  here  every  moment. 
She  is  confcioiis  that  in  this  (lep,  (he  defcends 
from  her  dignity  ;  bat  being  defirous  to  fcreen  you 
from  the  fury  of  her  noble  relations,  (he  is  deter- 
mined to  let  them  fee  that  the  a8:  and  deed  is  in- 
tirely  her  own. 

Fun,  Very  kind,  very  obliging  indeed.  But, 
Mrs.  Mechlin,  as  the  familv  is  fo  furious,  I  reckon 
we  fhall  never  be  reconciled. 

Mrs,  Mech,  I  don't  know  that.  When  you 
have  bought  commiffions  for  her  three  younger 
brothers,  difcharged  the  mortgage  on  the  paternal 
eftate,  and  portioned  off  eight  or  nine  of  her  fif- 
ters,  it  is  not  impoflible  but  my  lord  may  be  pre- 
vailed on  to  fuffer  your  name 

Fun,  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

Mrs,  Mech.  But  then  a  work  of  time,  Mr. 
Fungus. 

tun.  Ay,  ay,  I  know  very  well  things  of  that 
kind  are  not  brought  about  in  a  hurry. 

Mrs.  Mech.  But  1  mult  prepare  matters  for  the 
lady's  reception. 

Fun.  By  ali  means.  The  jewels  are  fent  to  her 
ladyfhip  ? 

Mrs,  Mech.  To  be  fure. 

Fun.  And  the  ring  for  her  ladyfhip,  and  her 
ladyfhip's  licence? 

Mrs,  Mech.  Ay,  ay,  and  her  ladyfhip's  par-, 
fpn  too  ;  all  are  prepared. 

Fun, 
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Fun,  Parfon  !  why  won't  her  ladyfliip  plcafc  io 
be  married  at  PowTs? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Lord,  Mr.  Fungus,  do  you  think 
a  lady  of  her  rank  and  condition  would  bear  to 
be  fecn  in  pubhc  at  once  with  a  peiTon  like  you  ? 

Fun.  That's  true,   1 

Mrs.  Mech.  No^  no  ;  I  have  fent  to  Dr.  Tickle- 
text,  and  the  bufinefs  will  be  done  in  the  parlour 
below. 

Fun.  As  you  and  her  ladyfliip  pleafes,  good 
Mrs.   Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  will  get  drefTed  as  foon  as  you 
can. 

Fun.  1  fhall  only  take  a  fhort  lefTon  from  Mr. 
Bridoun,  and  then  wait  her  ladyfliip's  pleafure. 
Mrs.  Mechlin,  may  my  brother  be  by  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  ay,  provided  his  being  fo  is 
kept  a  fecret  from  her. 

Fun.  Never  fear. \ Exit  Mrs.  Mechlin.''j 

Well,    Mr.  Bridoun,  and  you  think  1  am  mended 
a  little. 

Brid.   A  great  deal. 

fun.  And  that  in  a  month  or  fix  weeks  I  may 
be  able  to  prance  upon  a  long-tailed  horle  in 
Hyde-park,   without  any  danger  of  falling? 

Brid.    Without  doubt. 

lun.  It  will  be  vafl  pleafant,  in  the  heat  of  the 
day,  to  canter  along  the  King's-road.  fide  by  fide 
^vith  the  ladies,  in  the  thick  of  the  dull;  but  that 
I  mud  not  hope  for  this  fummer. 

Brid.   I  don't  know  iha:,   if  you  follow  it  clofe. 

Fun.   Ne\  er   fear,    I  flian't   be  iparing   of 

But  come,   come,  let  us  get  to  our  bulinefs 

John,   have  the  carpenters  brought  home  my  new 
hone  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  John. 

John,   It  is  here,  (ir,   upon  the  top  of  the  flairs. 

Fun.  Then  fetch  it  in,  in  an  inftant, — [^Exit 
y^A;z.l—- What  a  deal  of  lime  and  trouble  there 
goes,  Mr.  Bridoun,  to  the  making  a  gentleman. 
And  do  your  gentlemen  born  now  (for  I  reckon 
you  have  had  of  all  forts)  take  as  much  pains  as 
we  do  ? 

Brid,  To  be  fure  ;  but  they  begin  at  an  earlier 
age. 

Fun.  There  is  fomething  in  that ;  I  did  not 
know  but  they  might  be  apter,  more  cuterer  now 
in  catching  their  larning. 

End.  Difpofitions  do  certainly  differ. 

Fun.  Ay,  ay,  fomething  in  nater,  I  warrant, 
as  they  fay  the  children  of  blackamoors  will  fwim 

as  foon  as  they  come  into  the  world -^^Enter 

Servants  with  a  wooden  horfe.j Oh,  here  he  is, 

Ods  me !  it  is  a  flately  fine  beafl. 

Brid.  Here,  my  lads,  place  it  here*— very  v/ell^ 
Where's  your  fwitch,  Mr.  Fungus  ? 

Fun.  I  have  it. 

Brid.  Now  let  me  fee  you  vault  nimbly  into 
your  feat.  Zounds !  you  are  got  on  the  wrong 
Cide,  Mr.  Fungus ! 

Fun.  1  am  ih,  indeed,  but  we'll  ioon  re£lify 
that.  Now  we  are  right :  may  I  have  leave  to  lay 
hold  of  the  mane  ? 

Brid.  If  you  can't  mount  him  witbo'U. 

Fun.  I  will  try  ;  but  this  fieed  is  fo  devil ifh  tall 
— Mr.  Bridoun,    you  don't  think  he'll  throw  me  ? 

Brid.   Never  fear. 

Fim.  Well,  if  he  fhould  he  can't  kick,  that's 
one  comfort,  however, 

Brid,  Now  mind  your  pofition. 

Fun. 
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Fim,  Stay  till  I  recover  my  wind, 

Brid,  Let  your  heaS  be  ered. 

Fun.  There. 

Brid.  And  your  fhoulders  fall  cafily  back. 

Fun.   Ho there. 

Brid.  Your  fwitch  perpendicular  in  your  right 

hand -Your   right that  is  it,  your  left  to 

the  bridle. 
Fun.  There. 

Brid.  Your  knees  in,  and  your  toes  out. 
Fun.  There. 
Brid.  Are  you  ready  ? 
Fun.  When  you  will. 
Brid.  Off  you  go. 
Fun,  Don't  let  him  gallop  at  firft. 
Brid.  Very  well :  preferve  your  pofition. 
Fun.  I  warrant. 

Brid.  Does  he  carry  you  eafy  ? 
Fun.  All  the  world  like    a  cradle.     But,  Mr* 
Bridoun,  I  go  at  a  wonderful  rate. 
Brid.   Mind  your  knees. 

Fun.  Ay,  ay,  I  can't  think  but  this  here  horfe 
ftands  ftill  very  near  as  fad  as  another  can  gallop. 
Brid.   Mind  your  toes. 

Fun.   Ho,  Stop  the  horfe.  Zounds  !   Tm  out  of 
the  ftirrups,   I  can't  fit  him    no    longer;  there  I 

go . [  Fa  Us  off\ 

Brid.  I  hope  you  ar'n't  hurt  ? 
Fun.   My  left  hip  has  a  little  confufion. 
Brid.  A    trifle,    quite  an    accident ;    it  might 
happen  to  the  very  bed  rider  in  England. 
Fun.  Indeed! 

Brid.  We   have   fuch  things  happen  every  day 
al  the  manege ;  but  you  are  vaftly  improved. 
Fuus   Why,  I  am  grown  bolder  a  little;  and, 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Bridoun,  when  do  you  think  I  may  venture 
to  ride  a  live  horfe  ? 

Brid.  The  very  inflant  you  are  able  to  keep 
your  feat  on  a  dead  one.— — 

Enter  Mrs,  Mechlin. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Blefs  me,  Mr.  Fungus,  how  you  are 
trifling  your  time  !  I  expeft  lady  SacharifTa  every 
moment,   and  fee  what  a  trim  you  are  in  ! 

Fun.  I  beg  pardon,  good  madam  Mechlin.  Til 
be  equipped  in  a  couple  of  minutes;  where  will 
her  ladyfhip  pleafe  to  receive  me  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  In  this  room,  to  be  fure  ;  come, 
ftir,  ftir. 

Fu7i.  I  have  had  a  little  fall  from  my  horfe. — 
I'll  go  as  faft  as  I — Mr.  Bridoun,  will  you  lend 
me  a  lift  ?  [^Exeunt  Fungus  and  Bridoun, 

Mrs.  Mech,  There — Jenny,  fhow  Mrs.  Loveit 
in  here—Who's  there  ? — 

Enter  Servants. 

Pray  move  that  piece  of  lumber  out  of  the  way. 
Come,  come,  make  hafle.  Madam,  if  you'll  flep 
in  here  for  a  moment. 

EVfUr  Mrs,  Loveit. 

Mrs.  Lov,  So,  fo,  Mrs.  Mechlin ;  well,  you  fee 
I  am  true  to  my  time;  and  how  have  you  throve, 
my  good  woman  ? 

Mrs.  Mech,  Beyond  expectations. 

Mrs,  Lov,  IndeecJ !  And  have  you  provided  a 
party  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  and  fuch  a  party,  you  might 
fearch  the  town  round  before  you  could  meet 
with  his  fellow :  he'll  fuit  you  in  every  refpe8:. 

Mrs,  Lov.  As  how,  as  how,  my  dear  woman  ? 

Afrs,  Mech.  A  gentleman  by  birth  and  by  breed- 
ing, 
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ing,  none  of  your  little  whippcr  fnapper  Jacks, 
but  a  countenance  as  comely,  and  a  prtfcnce  as 
portly;  he  has  one  fault  indeed,  if  you  can  but 
overlook  that. 

Mrs,  Lov,  What  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.   His  age. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Age  !  how,  how  ? 

A'Ij'S.  Mcch.  Why  he  is  rather  under  your  mark^ 
I  am  afraid;   not  above  twenty  at  moft. 

Mrs.  Lev.  Well,  well,  fo  he  anfwers  in  every 
thing  elfe,  we  n^uft  overlook  that  ;  for,  Mrs. 
Mechlin,  there  is  no  expelling  perfedion  below. 

Mrs.  Mech.  True,  ma'am. 

Mrs»  Lov.  And  where  is  he  ? 

Mrs.  M^ch.  I  look  for  him  every  iTiinutc  ;  if 
you  will  but  ftep  into  the  drawing-room,  I  have 
given  him  fuch  a  piQure,  that  I  am  fure  he  is  full 
as  impatient  as  you. 

Mrs*  Lov.  My  dear  woman,  you  are  fo  kind 
and  obliging  :  but,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  how  do  I  look  ? 
don't  flatter  me,  do  you  think  my  figure  will 
firike  him  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Or  he  mud  be  blind. 

Mrs.  Lov.  You  may  juft  hint  black  don't  be- 
come me,  that  I  am  a  little  paler  of  late  ;  the  lofs 
of  a  hufband  one  loves  will  caufe  an  alteration, 
you  know. 

Mrs.  Mech.  True  ;  oh,  he  will  make  an  allow- 
ance for  that. 

Mrs.  Lov,  But  things  will  come  round  in  a  trice. 

^Exit  Mrs.  Lovcit, 

Enter  Simon. 
Sim.  Madam,  mifs  Doily  is   dizened  out,   and 
evejy  thing  ready. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mech,  Let  her  wait  for  the  CommifiTary 
here,  I  will  introduce  him  the  inftant  he  is  drefled. 

[_Exit  Mrs,  Mechlin. 

Sim.  Mifs  Dolly,  you  may  come  in,  your  aunt 
will  be  here  in  an  inftant. 

Enter  Ti 01.1. Y  and  Jenny. 

Dolly.  Hufli,  Simon,  hufh,    to  your  poft. 

Sim,  I  am  gone [_Exit  Simon, 

Dolly,  Well,  Jenny,  and  have  I  the  true  quality 
air  ? 

Jen,  As  perfeQly,  ma'am,  as  if  you  had  been 
bred  to  the  bufinefs ;  and  for  figure,  I  defy  the 
firft  of  them  all.  For  my  part,  1  think  Mr.  Fun- 
gus very  well  off;  when  the  fecret  comes  out,  I 
don't  fee  what  right  he  has  to  be  angry. 

Dolly,  Oh,  when  once  he  is  noofed,  let  him 
ftruggle  as  much  as  he  will,  the  cord  will  be  drawn 
only  the  tighter. 

Jen,  Ay,  ay,  we  may  truft  to  your  manage- 
ment. I  hope,  mifs,  I  fliall  have  the  honour  to 
follow  your  fortunes  ;  there  will  be  no  bearing 
this  houfe,  when  once  you  have  left  it. 

Dolly.  No,  Jenny,  it  would  be  barbarous  to  rob 
my  aunt  of  fo  ufeful  a  fecond  ;  befides,  for  mif- 
trefs  and  maid,  we  rather  know  one  another  a 
little  too  well. 

Jen.  Indeed !  but  here  comes  Mr.  Fungus ; 
remember  diftance  and  dignity. 

Dolly.   I  warrant  you,  wench. 

Jen.  So,  I  fee  what  I  have  to  hope.  Our 
young  filly  feems  to  be  fecure  of  her  match ;  but 
I  may  jolile  her  the  wrong  fide  the  poft  :  we  will 
have  a  trial,  however ;  but  I  muft  fee  and  find 
out  the  brother. 

Enter 
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Enter  Z.   Fungus  and  Mrs.  Mkchlin. 

Fun.  Yes,  Scarlet  is  vafily  becoming,  and  takes 
very  much  with  the  ladies ;  quite  proper  too,  as 
I  have  been  in  the  army. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Stay  where  you  are  till  you  are 
announced  to  the  lady.  Mr.  Fungus  begs  leave  to 
throw  himfelf  at  your  ladyfhip's  feet. 

Dolly.  The  men  may  dra  nigh. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Approach. 

Fun.  One,  two,  three,  ha  !   Will  that  do  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.   Pretty  well. 

Fun.   May  I  begin  to  make  love  ? 

Mrs,  Mech.  When  you  will. 

Fun.  Now  (land  my  friend,  Mr.  Gruel  But 
fhe  has  fuch  a  deal  of  dignity  that  fhe  dafhes  me 
quite. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Courage. 

Fun.  Here,  hold  the  paper  to  prompt  me  in 
cafe  I  fhould  ftumble — Madam,  or/May  itplcafe 
your  ladyfhip,  When  1  preponderate  the  gran- 
deur of  your  high  ginnyalogy,  and  the  mercantile 
meannels  of  my  dingy  defcent ;  when  I  confider 
that  your  anceftors,  like  admiral  Anfon,  failed  all 
round  the  world  in  the  ark  ;  and  that  it  is  a  mat- 
ter of  doubt,  whether  I  ever  had  any  forefathers 
or  no;  I  totter,  I  tremble,  at  the  thoughts  of  my 
towering  ambition  —  Ah  —  a,  is  not  Phaeton 
next  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Hey  ! — [Looking  at  the  paper. 1 — 
No,   Luna. 

Fun.  Right; — ambition — dignity  how  debafed, 
diftance  how  great ;  it  is  as  if  the  link  fhould  de- 
mand an  alliance  with  Luna  ;  or  the  bufhy-bramble 
court  the  boughs  of  the  flately  Scotch  fir;  it  is  as 

if What's  next  .^ 

Mrs. 
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^rs,  Mech.   Next hey  ;- 1  have  loft  the 

place  I  am  afraid — Come,  come,  enough  has  been 
faid  ;  you  have  (hewn  the  fenfe  you  entertain  of 
the  honour.  Upon  thefe  occafions,  a  third  per- 
fon  is  fitteft  to  cut  matters  fhort.  Your  ladyfhip 
hears  that 

Dolly.  Yes,  yes,  I  ken  weel  enough  what  the 
mon  would  be  at.  Mrs.  Mechlin  has  fpear'd  fike 
things  in  your  great  commendations,  Mr,  Fungus, 
that  I  cannot  but  fay  I  clik'd  a  fancy  to  you  from 
the  very  beginning. 

Fun.  Much  obliged  to  Mrs.  Mechlin,  indeed, 
pleafe  your  la'fhip. — 

Dolly,  You  ken  I  am  of  as  auncient  a  family  as 
any  North  Briton  can  boaft. 

Fun.   I  know  it  full  well,  pleafe  your  la'fhip. 

Dolly.  And  that  I  fhall  get  the  ill-wull  of  a'  my 
kin  by  this  match. 

Fun.   I  am  forry  for  that,  pleafe  your  la'fhip. 

Dolly.  But  after  the  ceremony  it  will  be  proper 
to  withdraw  from  town  for  a  fhort  fpace  o'  time. 

Fun.  Pleafe  your  la'fhip,  what  your  la  (hip 
pleafes. 

Dolly.  In  order  to  gi  that  goffip,  Scandal,  juft 
time  to  tire  her  tongue. 

Fun.   True,  your  la'fhip. 

Dolly.  I  mun  expe6l  that  the  folk  will  mak'  free 
wi'  my  chara61cr  in  choofing  (ike  a  confort  as  you. 

Fun.   And  with  me  too,  pleafe  your  la'fhip. 

Dolly,   Wi'  you,  mon  ! 

Mrs.  Mech.   Hold  your  tongue. 

Dolly.   Donna    you  think   the  honor   will  dra 
mickle  envy  upon  you  ? 

Fun.  Oh,  to  be  fure,  pleafe  your  la'fhip.  I  did 
not  mean  that. 

Dolly,  Weel,  I  fay  we'll  gang  into  the  country. 

Fun. 
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Fun.  As  fcoii  as  )()iir  la'fliip  plcafcs  ;  I  have  a 
fwcet  lioiilc  hard  by  Reading. 

Dolly.    \i)uhd;    that's  right. 

Fun.  One  o{  the  moll;  pleafanteft  places  that  can 
be  again. 

Dolly.    Ha'  you  a  good  profpeQ  ? 

Fun.  'Twenty  itage-coaches  drive  every  day  by 
the  door,  hcfides  carts  and  gentlemen's  carriages. 

Dolly,   Ah,   that  will 

Mrs.  Mech.  Oh,  your  ladyfliip  will  find  all 
things  prepared  :  in  the  next  room  the  attorney 
waits  with  the  writings. 

Fun,   The  honour  of  your  la'fhip's  hand — 

Dolly,  IVIaifter  Fungus,  you're  a  little  too  hafty. 

[Exit  Dolly, 

Mrs.  Mech.  Not  till  after  the  nuptials ;  you 
muft  not  expecl  to  be  too  familiar  at  firfl. 

Fun.  Pray,  when  do  you  think  we  fhall  bring 
the  bedding  about  ? 

Mrs.  Midi,  About  the  latter  end  of  the  year^ 
when  the  winter  fets  in. 

Fun.  Not  before! 

Enter  Young  Love  it,  ha/lily. 

Y.  Lev.  I  hope,  Madam  Mechlin,  I  have  not 
exceeded  my  hour ;  but  I  expelled  Mr.  Harpy 
would  call. 

Mrs.  Mech.  He  is  in  the  next  room  with  a  lady. 
Oh,  Mr.  Fungus,  this  gentleman  is  ambitious  of 
obtaining  the  nuptial  benediftion  from  the  fame 
hands  after  you. 

Fun.  He's  heartily  welcome  :  What,  and  is  his 
wife  a  woman  of  quality  too  ? 

Airs.  Mech.   No,  no,    a    cit ;     but   monflroufly 

rich  j    but  your  lady  will  wonder « 

Fun. 
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Ftm.  Ay,  ay,  but  you'll  follow  ;  for  I  llian't 
Lnov/  what  to  fay  to  her  when  we  are  alone. — 

\^Exit  Fungus. 

Mrs,  Mc'Ji.  I  will  fend  you,  fir,  your  fpoufe  in 
an  inftant :  the  gentlewoman  is  a  widow,  fo  you 
may  throw  in  what  raptures   you  pleafe, 

Y.  Lov,  Never  fear. — •  Exil  Mrs.  Mechlin.'] — 
And  yet  this  fceiS  is  fo  new,  how  to  acquit 
myfelf — let  me  recolle8: — fome   piece    of  a  play 

now.-— — '•'  Vouchfafe  divine  perfection"— No, 

that    won't  do  for  a    dowager ;   it  is   too   humble 
and  whining.      But  fee,  the  door  opens,   fo  1  have 

FiO  time  for  rehearfal — ^—l   have  it- "  Clafp'd 

"  in  the  folds  of  love  I'll  meet  my  doom,  and  a6t 
my" — 

Enter  Mrs.   Love  it. 

Mrs.  Lov    Hah  ! 

Y.  Lov.   By  all  that's  monilrous,  my  mother! 

Mrs.  Lov.   That  rebel  my  fon,  as  I  live  ! 

Y.  I^ov.  The  quotation  was  quite  a-propos  :  had 
it  been  a  little  darker,  I  miaht  have  revived  the 
flory  of  CTdipus. 

Mrs.  Lov.  So,  iirrah,  what  makes  you  from 
your  ftudies  ? 

Y.  Lov.  A  fmall  hint  I  received  of  your  inclina- 
tions brought  me  here,  ma'am,  in  order  to  prevent, 
if  poffible,  my  father's  fortune  from  going  out  of 
the  family. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Your  father  !  how  dare  you  difturb 
his  dear  allies ;  you  know  well  enough  how  his  dear 
memory  melts  me  ;  and  that  at  his  very  name  my 
heart  is  readv  to  break. 

Y.  Lov.    Well  laid,  my  old  matron  of  Ephefus. 

Mrs.  Lov.  That  is  what  you  want,  you  difobe- 
dient  unnatiiral  moniler ;  but  compleat,  accomplifh 

your 
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your  cruelty  :  fend  me  the  fame  road  your  villanici 
forced  your  fatlier  to  take. 

Enter  Mrs.   Mechlin. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Hey-day  !  What  the  deuce  have  we 
here  ;   our  old  lady  in  tears ! 

Mrs.  Lov:   Difappointed  a  little  ;  that's  all. 

Mrs.  MecL  Pray,  ma'ar.  what  can  occa- 
fion 

Mrs.  Lov.  Lord  blefs  me,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  what  a 
blunder  you  have  made. 

Mrs.  Mech.   A  blunder  !  as  how  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Do  you  know  who  you  have  brought 
me  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.   Not  perfeftly. 

-M?'j.  Lov.    My  own  fon  !  that's  all. 

Mrs.  Mech.   Your  ion  ! 

Mrs.  Lov.  Ay,  that  rebellious,  unnatural- 
Mrs.  Mech.  Blunder  indeed  !  But  who  could 
have  thought  it :  why  by  your  account,  ma'am,  I 
imagined -your  (on  was  a  child  fcarce  out  of  his 
frocks. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Here's  company  coming,  fo  my  re- 
putation will  be  blafted  for  ever. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Never  fear,  leave  the  care  on't  to 
me. 

Enter  Fungus  and  Dolly. 

Fun,  What  is  the  matter  :  you  make  fuch  a 
noife,  there  is  no  fuch  thing  as  minding  the  writ- 
ings. 

Mrs.  Mech.  This  worthy  lady  an  old  friend  of 
mine,  not  having  fet  eyes  on  her  fon  fmce  the 
death  of  his  father ;  and  bein^^  apprifed  by  me, 
that  here  fhe  might  meet   with  him,  came  with  a 

true 
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true  maternal  afFe6lion  to  give  him  a  little  whol- 
fome  advice. 

Mrs,  Lov.  Well  faid,   Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs,  Mech,  Which  the  young  man  returned  ia 
a  way  fo  brutal  and  barbarous,  that  his  poor  mo-» 
ther — be  comforted,  ma'am ;  you  had  better  re- 
pofe  on  my  bed. 

Mrs.  Lov,  Any  where  to  get  out  of  his   fight. 

Mrs,  Meek,  Here,  Jenny. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Do  you  think  you  can  procure  mc 
another  party. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Never  doubt  it. 

Mrs,  Lov.  Ugh,  ugh \_Exit  coughing, 

Mrs.  Mech.  Bear  up  a  little,  ma'am.  \_ExiL 

Fun.  Fye  upon  you,  you  have  thrown  the  old 
gentlewoman  into  the  ftericks. 

r.  Lov.  Sir ! 

Fun.  You  a  man  !  you  are  a  fcandal,  a  fhamc 
to  your  feft. 

Enter  Dr.  Catgut. 

Dr.  Cat.  Come,  come,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  are  the 
couple  prepared ;  the  fiddles  are  tuned,  the  bows 
ready  rofined,  and  the  whole  band — Oh,  you,  fir, 
are  one  party  I  reckon,  but  where  is  the — Ah^ 
Dolly,  what  are  you  here,  my  dear. 

Dolly.  Soh! 

Fun.  Dolly  !  Who  the  aevil  can  this  be  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  As  nice  and  as  fpruce  too,  the  bride- 
maid  I  warrant :  why  you  look  as  blooming,  you 
flut. 

Fun.  What  can  this  be  ?  hark  ye,  fir  ! 

Dr.  Cat.   Well,  fir. 

Fun.  Don't  you  think  you  are  rather  too  fami- 
liar with  a  lady  of  her  rank  and  condition  ? 

Dr,  Cat.  Rank  and  condition :  what,  Dolly  ? 

Fun» 
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Fun.  Dolly  ;  what  a  plague  poIFcfTcs  the  man  ; 
this  is  no  Dolly,  I  tell  you. 

Dr    Cat.    No! 

Fun.  No  this  is  lady  ScacharifTa  Mackirkin- 
croft. 

Dr.  Cot.   Who  ? 

Fun.  Defcended  from  the  old,  old,  old  earl  of 
Glendowery. 

Dr.  Cat.   What  fhe,   Dolly  Mechlin  ? 

Fun.  Dolly  Devil,  the  man's  out  of  his  wits,  I 
believe. 

Enter  Mrs,  Mechlin. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  will  you  fet  this  matter  to 
rights  ? 

Mrs.  Meek.   How,  Dr.  Catgut ! 

Fun.  The  ftrangeft  fellow  here  has  danced  up 
ftairs,  and  has  Dolly,  Dolly,  Dolly'd  my  lady  ;  who 
the  plague  can  he  be  ? 

Dr,  Cat.  Oh,  a-propos,  Molly  Mechlin,  what 
is  this  the  man  that  is  to  be  married  ?  the  mar- 
riage will  never  hold  good;  why  he  is  more  fran- 
tic and  madder 

Fun.  Mad  !  John,  fetch  me  the  foils ;  Til  carte 
and  tierce  you,  you  fcoundrel. 

Enter  Isaac  Fungus  iJTz^  Jenny. 

7.  Fun.  Where's  brother,  it  an'tover;  you  be'n't 
married,   I  hope. 

Z.  tun.  No,  I  believe  not ;  why,  w^hat  is 
the 

L  Fun.  Pretty  hands  you  are  got  into  !  Your 
fervant,  good  madam  ;  what  this  is  the  perfon,  I 
warrant;  ay  how  pretty  the  puppet  is  painted ;  do 
you  know  who  file  is  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Who  fhe  is  ?  without  doubt. 

/.  Fun. 


THE     COMMISSARY.  63 

/  Fun,  No,  you  don't,  brother  Zac.  only  the 
fpawn  of  that  devil  incarnate,  drefTed  out  as — 

Z,  Fun.  But  hark  ye,  Ifaac,  are — don't  be  in  a 
hurry — are  you  fure  — 

/.  Fun.  Sure — the  girl  of  the  houfe,  abhorring 
their  fcandalous  project,  has  freely  confeffed  the 
whole  fcheme.  Jenny,  Hand  forth,  and  anfwer 
boldly  to  what  I  ihall  aflc  :  Is  not  this  wench  the 
woman's  niece  of  the  houfe  ? 

Jen.  I  fancy  fhe  will  hardly  deny  it. 

/.  Fun-  And  is  not  this  miltrefs  of  yours  a  moll 
profligate — 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Come,  come,  Mafler  Ifaac,  I  will 
fave  you  the  trouble,  and  cut  this  matter  fhort  in 
an  inftant : — well  then,  this  girl,  this  Dolly,  is  my 
niece  ;  and  what  then  ? 

Z.  Fun.  And  ar'n't  you  afhamed  ? 

T.  Lov.  She  afliamed !  I  would  have  told  you, 
but  I  could  not  get  you  to  liften  ;  why  file  brought 
me  here  to  marry  my  mother. 

Z.  Fun.  Marry  your  mother  !  Lord  have  mer- 
cy on  us,  what  a  monfter  !  to  draw  a  young  man 
in  to  be  guilty  of  incenfe.  But  hark  ye,  brother 
Ifaac.  [Fhey  retire. 

Dr.  Cat.  Gads  my  life,  what  a  fwcet  prcje8;  I 
have  helped  to  deflroy  ;  but  come,  Dolly,  I'll 
piece  thy  broken  fortunes  ag  un  ;  thou  haft  a  good 
pretty  voice,  I  11  teach  thee  a  thrill  and  a  fhake, 
perch  thee  amongft  the  boughs  at  one  of  the  gar- 
dens:  and  then  as  a  miftrcfs,  which,  as  the  world 
goes,  is  a  much  better  Ration  than  that  of  a  wife, 
not  the  proudeft  of  them  a^l— 

Mrs.  Mech.  Miltrefs  !  No,  no,  we  have  not 
managed  our  matters  fo  badly.  Hark  ye,  Mr. 
Comniiffary. 

Z.  Fun.  Well,  what  do  you  want  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  Mech,  Do  you  propofe  to  confummate 
your  nuptials  ? 

Z.  Fun.  That's  a  pretty  queftion,  indeed. 

Mrs,  Mech,  You  have  no  objeftion  then  to  pay- 
ing the  penalty,  the  contra6l  here  that  Mr.  Harpy 
has  drawn. 

Z.  Fun,  The  contra6l,  hey,  brother  Ifaac; 

/.  Fun.   Let  me  fee  it. 

Mrs,  Mech.  Soft  you  there,  my  maker  of  can- 
dles, it  is  as  well  where  it  is;  but  you  need  not  doubt 
of  its  goodnefs :  I  promife  you  the  befl:  advice  has 
been  taken. 

Z.  Fun.  What  a  damned  fiend,  what  a  harpy  ? 

Mrs,  Mech,  And  why  fo,  my  good  mafler  Fun- 
gus ;  is  it  becaufe  I  have  pra6lifed  that  trade  by 
retail  which  you  have  carried  on  in  the  grofs  ? 
What  injury  do  I  do  the  world  ?  I  feed  on  their 
follies,  'tis  true;  and  the  game,  the  plunder,  is 
fair ;  but  the  fangs  of  you  and  your  tribe, 

A  whole  people  have  felt,  and  for  ages  will  feel: 
To  their  candour  and  jujlice  I  make  my  appeal; 
Tho'  a  poor  humble  fcourge  in  a  national  caufe^ 
As  I  truji  I  defervCy  I  demand  your  applaufe, 

[Exeunt  omnei^. 
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PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN    AND    SPOKEN    BY 
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Jl  ROLOGUES,  like  cards  of  compliment,  we  find. 
Most  as  unmeaning  as  politely  kind  ; 
To  beg  a  favour,  or  to  plead  excuse, 
Of  both  appears  to  be  the  gen'ral  use. 

Shall  my  words,  tipt  with  flattery,  prepare 
A  kind  exertion  of  your  tend'rest  care  ? 
Shall  1  present  our  author  to  your  sight, 
All  pale  and  trembling  for  his  fate  this  night? 
Shall  I  solicit  the  most  pow'rful  arms 
To  aid  his  cause—  the  force  of  beauty's  charms  ? 
Or  tell  each  critic,  his  approving  taste 
Must  give  the  sterling  stamp,  wherever  plac'd  ? 
This  might  be  done — but  so  to  seek  applause 
Argues  a  conscious  weakness  in  the  cause. 
No — let  the  Muse  in  simple  truth  appear, 
Reason  and  Nature  are  the  judges  here : 
If  by  their  strict  and  self-describing  laws, 
The  sev'ral  characters  to- night  she  draws  ; 
If  from  the  whole  a  pleasing  piece  is  made, 
On  the  true  principles  of  light  and  shade  ; 
Struck  with  the  harmony  ot  just  design. 
Your  eyes — your  ears — your  hearts,  will  all  combine 
To  grant  applause  : — but  if  an  erring  hand 
Gross  disproportion  marks  in  motley  band, 
If  the  group'd  figures  false  connexions  show, 
And  glaring  colours  without  meaning  glow, 
Your  wounded  feelings,  turn'd  a  difif'rent  way, 
Will  justly  damn — th'  abortion  of  a  play. 

As  Farqiahar  has  observ'd,  our  English  law. 
Like  a  fair  spreading  oak,  the  Muse  shall  draw. 
By  Providence  design'd,  and  wisdom  made 
Jor  honesty  to  thrive  beneath  its  shade  ; 
Yet  from  its  boughs  some  insects  shelter  find, 
Dead  to  each  nobler  feeling  of  the  mind, 
Who  thrive,  alas!  too  well,  and  never  cease 
To  prey  on  justice,  property,  and  peace. 


PROLOGUE. 

At  such  to-nighf,  with  other  legal  game. 
Our  vent'rous  author  takes  satiric  aim  ; 
And  brings,  he  hopes,  originals  to  view. 
Nor  pilfers  fiom  th'  Old  Magpie,  nor  the  New 
But  will  to  Candour  chearfully  submit ; 
She  reigns  in  boxes,  galleries,  and  pit. 


♦  Alludins  to  Mr.  Garrick's  Prologue  to  the  Jubilee. 
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A     C     T       I. 

Enter  Serjeant  Circuit  and  Charlotte. 

Char. 

X  TELL  you,  sir,  bis  love  to  me  is  all  a  pretence : 
it  is  amazing  that  you,  who  are  so  acute,  so  quick 
in  discerning  on  other  occasions,  should  be  so 
blind  upon  this. 

Serj.  But  where  are  your  proofs,  Charlotte? 
What  signifies  your  opening  matters  which  your 
evidence  cannot  support  ? 

Char.  Surely,  sir,  strong  circumstances  in  every 
court  should  have  weight. 

Serj.  So  they  have  collaterally,  child,  that  is  by 
way  as  it  were  of  corroboration,  or  where  matters 
are  doubtful  ;  then  indeed,  as  Plowden  wisely 
observes  "  Les  circonstances  ajout  beaucoup  de- 
poids  aux  faits  " — You  understand  me  } 

Char.     Not  perfectly  well. 

Serj.  Then  to  explain  by  case  in  point ;  A,  we 
will  suppose,  my  dear,  robs  B  of  a  watch  upon 
Hounslow  heath — dy'e  mind,  child  } 

Char.     I  do,  sir; 

Serj.  A  is  taken  up  and  indicted  ;  B  swears 
positively  to  the  identity  of  A. — Dy'c  observe? 

Char.     Attentively. 

Serj.  Then  what  does  me  A,  but  sets  up  the 
alibi  C,  to  defeat  the  affidavit  of  B. — You  take  me  ? 

Char.     Clearly. 
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Serj.     So  far  you  see  then  the  balance  is  even. 

Char.     True. 

Serj.  But  then  to  turn  the  scale,  child,  against 
A,  in  favour  of  B,  they  produce  the  circum- 
stance D,  viz.  B's  watch  found  in  the  pocket  of  A ; 
upon  which,  the  testimony  of  C  being  contradicted 
by  B, — no,  by  D, — why  then  A,  that  is  to  say  C, 
— no  D, — joining  B,  they  convict  C, — no,  no,  A, 
■ — against  the  affidavit  of  C. — So  this  being  pretty 
clear,  child,  I  leave  the  application  to  you. 

Char.  Very  obliging,  sir.  But  suppose  now, 
sir,  it  should  appear  that  the  attention  of  sir  Luke 
Limp  is  directed  to  some  other  object,  would  that 
not  induce  you  to  — 

Serj.     Other  object  !  Where  ? 

Char.     In  this  very  house. 

Serj.  Here  !  why  the  girl  is  non  compos  ;  there's 
nobody  here,  child,  but  a  parcel  of  Abigails. 

Char.     No,  sir  ? 

Serj.     No. 

Char.     Yes,  sir,  one  person  else. 

Serj.     Who  is  that  ? 

Char.  But  remember,  sir,  my  accusation  is  con- 
fined to  sir  Luke. 

Serj.     Well,  well. 

Char.  Suppose  then,  sir,  those  powerful  cliarms 
which  made  a  conquest  of  you,  may  have  extended 
their  empire  over  the  heart  of  sir  Luke  ? 

Serj.  Why,  hussy,  you  don't  hint  at  your  mo- 
ther-in-law ? 

Char.     Indeed,  sir,  but  I  do. 

Serj.  Ay  ;  why  this  is  point  blank  treason  against 
my  sovereign  authority  :  but  can  you,  Charlotte, 
bring  proof  of  any  overt  acts  ? 

Char.     Overt  acts  ! 

Serj.  Ay  ;  that  is  any  declaration  by  WTiting, 
or  even  word  of  mouth  is  sufficient ,  then  let  'em 
demur  if  they  dare. 

Char,  I  can't  say  that,  sir  j  but  another  organ 
has  been  pretty  explicit. 
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S€rj.     Which? 

C^ar,  In  those  cases  a  very  infallible  one — the 
eye. 

Serj.  Pshaw  !  nonsense  and  stuff. — The  eye  1 
—the  eye  has  no  authority  in  a  court  of  law. 

C/iar.  Perhaps  not,  sir  ;  but  it  is  a  decisive  evi- 
dence in  a  court  of  love. 

Serj.  Hark  you,  hussy,  why  you  would  not  file 
an  information  against  the  virtue  of  madam  your 
mother ;  you  would  not  insinuate  that  she  has 
been  guilty  of  crim.  con.  ? 

C/iar.  Sir,  you  mistake  me ;  it  is  not  the  lady, 
but  the  gentleman  I  am  about  to  impeach. 

Serj.  Have  a  care,  Charlotte,  J  see  on  what 
ground  your  action  is  founded — jealousy. 

C/iar.  You  were  never  more  deceived  In  your 
life  ;  for  it  is  impossible,  my  dear  sir,  that  jealousy 
can  subsist  without  love. 

Serj\     Well. 

C/iar,  And  from  that  passion  (thank  Heaven)  I 
am  pretty  free  at  present. 

Serj.     Indeed  1 

C/iar.     A  sweet  object  to  excite  tender  desires  1 

Serj.     And  why  not,  hussy  ? 

C/iar.     First  as  to  his  years. 

Serj.     What  then  ? 

C/iar.  I  own,  sir,  age  procures  honour,  but  I  be- 
lieve it  is  very  rarely  productive  of  love. 

Serj.     Mighty  well. 

C/iar.  And  tho*  the  loss  of  a  leg  can't  be  imput- 
ed to  sir  Luke  Limp  as  a  fault  — 

Serj,     How ! 

C^ar.  I  hope,  sir,  at  least  you  will  allow  it  as  a 
misfortune. 

Serj.     Indeed  ? 

C/iar.  A  pretty  thing  truly,  for  a  girl,  at  my 
time  of  life,  to  be  tied  to  a  man  with  one  foot  in 
the  grave. 

Serj,     One  foot  in  the  grave  1    the  rest  of  his 
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body  is  not  a  whit  the  nearer  for  that. — There 
has  been  only  an  execution  issued  against  part  of 
his  personals,  his  real  estate  is  unencumbered  and 
free — besides,  you  see  he  does  not  mind  it  a  whit, 
but  is  as  alert,  and  as  merry,  as  a  defendant  after 
non-suiting  a  plaintiff  for  omitting  an  S. 

Char.  O,  sir  !  I  know  how  proud  sir  Luke  is  of 
his  leg,  and  have  often  heard  him  declare,  that  he 
would  not  change  his  bit  of  timber  for  the  best 
flesh  and  bone  in  the  kingdom. 

Serj.     There's  a  hero  for  you  ! 

Char.  To  be  sure,  sustaining  unavoidable  evils 
with  constancy  is  a  certain  sign  of  greatness  of 
mind. 

Serj.     Doubtless. 

Char,  But  then  to  derive  a  vanity  from  a  mis- 
fortune, will  not  Tm  afraid  be  admitted  as  a  vast 
instance  of  wisdom,  and  indeed  looks  as  if  the  man 
had  nothing  better  to  distinguish  himself  by. 

Serj,     How  does  that  follow  ? 

Char.     By  inuendo. 

Serj.     Negatur. 

Cliar,  Besides,  sir,  I  have  other  proofs  of  your 
hero's  vanity,  not  inferior  to  that  I  have  mentioned. 

Serj,     Cite  them. 

Char,  The  paltry  ambition  of  loving  and  fol- 
lowing titles. 

Serj.     Titles !  I  don't  understand  you  ? 

Char,  I  mean  the  property  of  fastening  in  public 
upon  men  of  distinction,  for  no  other  reason  but 
because  of  their  rank  ;  adhering  to  sir  John  till  the 
baronet  is  superseded  by  my  lord  ;  quitting  the 
puny  peer  for  an  earl ;  and  sacrificing  all  three  to 
a  duke. 

Serj,  Keeping  good  company  !  a  laudable  am- 
bition I 

Char,  True,  sir,  if  the  virtues  that  procured 
the  father  a  peerage,  could  with  that  be  entail'd 
on  the  son. 
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SerJ.  Have  a  care,  hussy — there  aire  severe  laws 
against  speaking  evil  of  dignities. — 

C/iar^    Sir! 

Serj.  Scandalum  magnatum  is  a  statute  must 
not  be  trifled  v^ith :  why  you  are  not  one  of  those 
vulgar  sluts  that  think  a  man  the  worse  for  being 
a  lord  ? 

C/iar,  No,  sir ;  I  am  contented  with  only  not 
thinking  him  the  better. 

Sgrj.  For  all  this,  I  believe,  hussy,  a  right  ho- 
nourable proposal  would  soon  make  you  alter  your 
mind. 

C//ar,  Not  unless  the  proposer  had  other  qua- 
lities than  what  he  possesses  by  patent.  Besides^ 
sir,  you  know  sir  Luke  is  a  devotee  to  the  bottle. 

Serj.     Not  a  whit  the  less  honest  for  that. 

Ckar.  It  occasions  one  evil  at  least  ^  that  when 
under  its  influence,  he  generally  reveals  all,  some- 
times more,  than  he  knows. 

Serj.  Proofs  of  an  open  temper,  you  baggage^ 
but,  come,  come,  all  these  are  but  trifling  objections. 

Char.  You  mean,  sir,  they  prove  the  object  a 
trifle. 

Serj.  Why,  you  pert  jade,  do  you  play  on  my 
words  ?  I  say  sir  Luke  is  — 

C/iar.     Nobody. 

Serj.  Nobody  !  how  the  deuce  do  you  make  that 
out  ?  He  is  neither  person  attainted  or  outlawed, 
may  in  any  of  his  majesty's  courts  sue  or  be  sued, 
appear  by  attorney,  or  in  propria  persona,  can  ac- 
quire, buy,  procure,  purchase,  possess,  and  inherit 
not  only  personalities,  such  as  goods,  and  chattels, 
but  even  realities,  as  all  lands,  tenements,  and 
hereditaments,  whatsoever,  and  wheresoever. 

C/iar.     But  sir — ■ 

Serj.  Nay,  further,  child,  he  may  sell,  give, 
bestow,  bequeath,  devise,  demise,  lease,  or  to  tarm 
lett,  ditto  lands,  or  to  any  person  whomsoever — - 
and 
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Char.  Without  doubt,  sir;  but  there  are  not- 
withstanding in  this  town  a  great  number  of  nobo- 
dies, not  described  by  lord  Coke. 

Serj.     Hey  ! 

Char.  There  is  your  next-door  neighbour,  sir 
Harry  Hen,  an  absolute  blank. 

Serj.     How  so,  Mrs.  Pert  ? 

Char,  What,  sir  !  a  man  who  is  not  suffered  to 
hear,  see,  smell,  or  in  short  to  enjoy  the  free  use  of 
any  one  of  his  senses ;  who,  instead  of  having  a 
positive  will  of  his  own,  is  denied  even  a  paltry 
negative  ;  who  can  neither  resolve  or  reply,  consent 
or  deny,  without  first  obtaining  the  leave  of  his 
lady  :  an  absolute  monarch  to  sink  into  the  sneaking 
state  of  being  a  slave  to  one  of  his  subjects — Oh 

Serj,  Why,  to  be  sure,  sir  Harry  Hen,  is  as  I 
may  say  — 

Char.  Nobody,  sir,  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the 
word —  Then  your  client  lord  Solo. 

Serj.  Heyday  !  Why  you  would  not  annihilate 
a  peer  of  the  realm,  with  a  prodigious  estate,  and  an 
allowed  judge  too  of  the  elegant  arts. 

Char.  O  yes,  sir,  I  am  no  stranger  to  that  noble- 
man's attributes  ;  but  then,  sir,  please  to  consider, 
his  power  as  a  peer  he  gives  up  to  a  proxy  ;  the 
direction  of  his  estate,  to  a  rapacious,  artful  attor- 
ney :  and  as  to  his  skill  in  the  elegant  arts,  I  pre- 
sume you  confine  them  to  painting  and  music,  he 
is  directed  in  the  first  by  mynheer  Van  Eisel,  a 
Dutch  dauber  ;  and  in  the  last  is  but  the  echo  of 
signora  Florenza,  his  lordship's  mistress  and  an 
opera  singer. 

Serj.  Mercy  upon  us!  at  what  a  rate  the  jade 
runs ! 

Char.  In  short,  sir,  I  define  every  individual 
who,  ceasing  to  act  for  himself,  becomes  the  tool, 
the  mere  engine  of  another  man's  will,  to  be  nothing 
more  than  a  cypher. 
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Serj.  At  this  rate  the  jade  will  half  unpeople 
the  world  :  but  what  Is  all  this  to  sir  Luke  ?  to  him, 
not  one  of  your  cases  apply. 

Char.  Every  one — Sir  Luke  has  not  a  first  prin- 
ciple in  his  whole  composition  ;  not  only  his  plea- 
sures, but  even  his  passions  are  prompted  by  others  ; 
and  he  is  as  much  directed  to  the  objects  of  his 
love  and  his  hatred,  as  in  his  eating,  drinking,  and 
dressing.  Nay,  though  he  is  active,  and  eternally 
busy,  yet  his  own  private  affairs  are  neglected  ; 
and  he  would  not  scruple  to  break  an  appointment 
that  was  to  determine  a  considerable  part  of  his 
property,  in  order  to  exchange  a  couple  of  hounds 
for  a  lord,  or  to  buy  a  pad^nag  for  a  lady.  In  a 
word — but  he's  at  hand,  and  will  explain  himself 
best ;  I  hear  his  stump  on  the  stairs. 

Serj,  I  hope  you  will  preserve  a  little  decency 
before  your  lover  at  least. 

Char,     Lover  1  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Efiter  Sir  Luke  Limp. 

Sir  Luke.  Mr.  Serjeant,  your  slave — Ah  I  are 
you  there  my  little  — O  Lord  !  Miss,  let  me  tell 
you  something  for  fear  of  forgetting — Do  you  know 
that  you  are  new  christened,  and  have  had  me  for 


a 


gossip  r 


Char.     Christened  !  I  don't  understand  you. 

Sir  Luke.  Then  lend  mx  your  ear — Why  last 
night,  as  colonel  KilTem,  sir  Wiiliam  VVeezy,  lord 
Frederick  Foretop,  and  1  were  carelessly  sliding  the 
Ranelagh  round,  picking  our  teeth,  after  a  damn*d 
muzzy  dinner  at  Boodie's,  who  should  trip  by  but  an 
abbess,  well  known  about  town,  viith  a  smart  little 
nun  in  her  suite.  Says  Weezy  (who,  between  our- 
selves, is  as  husky  as  hell)  Who  is  that?  odds  flesh, 
she's  a  delicate  wench  !  Zounds  !  cried  lord  Frede- 
rick, where  can  Weezy  have  been,  not  to  have  seen 
the  Harietta  before  ?  for  vou  must  know^  Frederick  i<i 
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a  bit  of  a   Macaroni,  and  adores  the  soft   Italian 
termination  in  a. 

Char.     He  does  ? 

5/r  Luke.  Yes,  a  dilettante  all  over. — Before  ? 
replied  VVeezy :  crush  me  if  ever  1  saw  any  thing 
half  so  handsonr.e  before  ! — No  !  replied  1  in  an  in- 
stant ;  colonel,  what  will  Weezy  say  when  he  sees 
the  Charlotta? — Hey  !  you  little 

Char.     M^^cning  me,  I  presume. 

Sir  Luke.  Without  doubt;  and  you  have  been 
toastet^  bv  that  name  ever  since. 

Se-'i.      V\  hat  a  v.^st  fnnd  of  spirits  he  has  ! 

Sir  Luke.  And  why  not,  my  old  splitter  of 
caTf^es } 

Serj.  I  wns  just  telling  Charlotte,,  that  you  was 
not  a  Vvhit  the  wor-e  lor  the  loss. 

Sir  Luke.  The  worse  !  much  the  better,  my  dear. 
Consider,  1  can  have  neither  strain,  splint,  spavin, 
or  gout  ;  have  no  fear  of  corns,  kibes,  or  that  ano- 
ther man  should  kick  my  shins  or  tread  on  my  toes. 

Serj      Right. 

Sir  Luke.  What,  dy'e  think  I  would  change 
with  Biii  Spindle  for  one  of  his  drumsticks,  or  chop 
with  lord  Lumber  for  both  of  his  logs  ? 

Sej.     No! 

Sir  Luke.  No,  damn  it,  I  am  much  better.— 
Look  there — Ha  ! — What  is  there  I  am  not  able  to 
do  ?  To  be  sure  I  am  a  little  aukward  at  running  ; 
but  then,  to  make  me  amends,  I'll  hop  with  any 
pan  in  town  for  his  sum. 

Serj.     Ay,  and  I'll  go  his  halves. 

Sir  Luke.  Then  as  to  your  dancing,  I  am  cut 
out  at  iViidam  Corneiiy's,  I  grant,  because  of  the 
croud  ;  but  as  tar  as  a  private  set  of  six  couple,  or 
moving  a  chair-minuet,  match  me  who  can. 

Char.     A  chair  minuet  I  I  don*t  understand  you. 

Sir  Luke.  Vv'hy,  child,  all  grace  is  confined  to 
the  motion  of  the  head,  arms,  and  chest,  which 
may  be  as  fully  displayed  sitting  as  if  one  had  as 
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many  legs  as  a  polypus. — As  thus — tol  de  rol — 
don't  you  see  ? 

Serj.     Very  plain. 

Sir  Luke.  A  leg  !  a  redundancy  !  a  mere  no- 
thing at  all.  Man  is  from  nature  an  extravagant 
creature.  In  my  opinion,  we  might  all  be  full  as 
well  as  we  are,  with  but  half  the  things  that  we 
have. 

Char,     Ay,  sir  Luke  1  how  do  you  prove  that  ? 

Sir  Luke.  By  constant  experience. — You  must 
have  seen  the  man  who  makes  and  uses  pens  with- 
out hands. 

Serj.     I  have. 

Sir  Luke.  And  not  a  twelvemonth  ago,  I  lost 
my  way  in  a  fog,  at  Mile-End,  and  was  conducted 
to  my  house  in  May-Fair  by  a  man  as  blind  as  a 
beetle. 

Serj.     Wonderful  ! 

Sir  Luke.  And  as  to  hearing  and  speaking, 
those  organs  are  of  no  manner  of  use  in  the  world. 

Serj.     How ! 

Sir  Luke.  If  you  doubt  it,  I  will  introduce  you 
to  a  whole  family,  dumb  as  oysters,  and  deaf  as 
the  dead,  who  chatter  from  morning  till  night  by 
only  the  help  of  their  fingers. 

Serj,     Why,  Charlotte,  these  are  cases  in  point. 

Sir  Luke,  Oh  !  clear  as  a  trout-stream  ;  and  it 
is  not  only,  my  little  Charlotte,  that  this  piece  of 
timber  answers  every  purpose,  but  it  has  procured 
me  many  a  bit  of  fun  in  my  time. 

Serj.     Ay  ! 

Sir  Luke.  Why,  it  was  but  last  summer,  at 
Tunbridge,  we  were  plagued  the  whole  season  by 
a  bullet-headed  Swiss  from  the  canton  of  Bern, 
who  was  always  boasting,  what,  and  how  much  he 
dared  do  ;  and  then,  as  to  pain,  no  Stoic,  not  Dio- 
genes, held  it  more  in  contempt.- — By  gods,  he 
vas  no  more  minds  it  dan  nothings  at  all — 5o,  fore- 
gad,  I  gave  my  German  a  challenge. 
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Serj.     As  how  ? — Mind,  Charlotte. 

Sir  Luke.  Why,  to  drive  a  corking  pin  into  the 
calves  of  our  legs. 

Serj.     Well,  well. 

Sir  Luke.  Mine,  you  may  imagine,  was  easily 
done — but  when  it  came  to  the  Baron  — 

Serj.     Ay,  ay. 

Sir  Luke.  Our  modern  Cato  soon  lost  his  cool- 
ness and  courage,  screw'd  his  nose  up  to  his  fore- 
top,  rapp'd  out  a  dozen  oaths  in  high  Dutch, 
Jimp'd  away  to  his  lodgings,  and  was  there  laid  up 
for  a  month — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  a  Servant,  and  delivers  a  card  to  Sir  Luke. 

Sir  Luke  reads.  "  Sir  Gregory  otiose  desires 
the  honour  of  sir  Luke  Limp's  companj  to  dine. 
An  answer  is  desired.**  Gadso  !  a  little  unlucky; 
I  have  been  engag'd  for  these  three  weeks. 

Serj.  What,  1  find  sir  Gregory  is  returned  for 
the  corporation  of  Fleecem. 

Sir  Luke.  Is  he  so?  Oh  ho  ! — That  alters  the 
case.' — George,  give  my  compliments  to  sir  Gre- 
gory, and  I'll  certainly  come  and  dine  there.  Or- 
der Joe  to  run  to  alderman  Inkle's,  in  Thread- 
needle-street  ;  sorry  can't  wait  upon  him,  but  con- 
fin'd  to  bed  two  days  with  the  new  influenza. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Char.  You  make  light,  sir  Luke,  of  these  sort 
of  engagements. 

Sir  Luke.  What  can  a  man  do?  These  damn'd 
fellou^s  (when  one  has  the  misfortune  to  meet 
them)  take  scandalous  advantage  ;  teaze.  When 
will  you  do  me  the  honour,  pray,  sir  Luke,  to  take 
a  bit  of  mutton  with  me  r  Do  you  name  the  day. 
— They  are  as  bad  as  a  beggar,  who  attacks  your 
coach  at  the  mounting  ot  a  hill  ;  there  is  no  get- 
ting rid  of  them,  without  a  penny  to  one,  and  a 
promise  to  t'other. 

Serj.     True  ;  and  then  for  such   a  time  too — 
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Ihree  weeks !  I  wonder  they  expect  folks  to  re- 
member. It  is  like  a  retainer  in  Michaelmas  term 
for  the  summer  assizes. 

Si?-  Luke.  Not  bur,  upon  these  occasions,  no 
man  in  England  is  more  punctual  than 

Enter  a  Servant,  zvho  gives  sir  Luke  a  Letter. 

From  whom  ? 

Serv.  Earl  of  Brentford.  The  servant  waits 
for  an  answer. 

Sir  Luke.  Answer  ! — By  your  leave,  Mr.  Ser- 
jeant and  Charlotte.  [Reads.']  ''  Taste  for  music 
• — Mons.  Duport — fail — Dinner  upon  table  at  five." 
— Gadso  !  I  hope  sir  Gregory's  servant  an't  gone. 

Serv.     Immediately  upon  receiving  the  answer. 

Sir  Luke.  Run  after  him  as  fast  as  you  can — 
tell  him,  quite  in  despair — -recollect  an  engage- 
ment that  can't  in  nature  be  missed, — and  return 
in  an  instant.  \^Rxii  Servant, 

Char.  You  see,  sir,  the  knight  must  give  way 
for  my  lord. 

Sir  Luke.  No,  faith;  it  is  not  that,  my  dear 
Charlotte;  you  saw  that  was  quite  an  extempore 
business. — No,  hang  it,  no,  it  is  not  for  the  title; 
but  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Brentford  has  more  wit 
than  any  man  in  the  world;  it  is  that  makes  me 
fond  of  his  house. 

Char.  By  the  choice  of  his  company  he  gives 
an  unanswerable  instance  of  that. 

Sir  Luke.  You  are  right,  my  dear  girl.  But 
now  to  give  you  a  proof  of  his  wit :  You  know 
Brentford's  finances  are  a  little  out  of  repair,  which 
procures  him  some  visits  that  he  would  very  gladly 
excuse. 

Serj.  What  need  he  fear  ?  His  person  is  sacred; 
for  by  the  tenth  of  William  and  Mary  — 

Sir  Luke.  He  knows  that  well  enough  ;  but  for 
all  that  — 

Serj.     Indeed,  by  a  late  act  of  his  own  house. 
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(which  docs  them  infinite  honour)  his  goods  or 
chattels  may  be 

Sir  Luke.  Seized  upon  when  they  can  find 
them  ;  but  he  hves  in  ready  furnish'd  lodgings,  and 
hires  his  coach  by  the  month. 

Serj.  Nay,  if  the  sheriff  return  *'  non  inven- 
tus"— 

o/r  Lv.he.  A  pox  o'your  law,  you  mske  me  lose 
siglit  of  my  story.  One  morning,  a  Welch  coach- 
maker  came  with  hi«;  bill  to  rny  lord,  whose  name 
was  unJuciv.iy  i^ioyd.  My  lord  had  the  man  up. 
You    are    calTd,  I    thmk,   Mr.  Lloyd  r — At    your 

iordsliip's  service,   my  lord. What,  Lloyd  with 

an  L? — It  was  with  an  L  indeed,  my  lord. — Be- 
cause in  your  part  of  the  world  I  have  heard  that 
Lloyd  and  Fiioyd  were  synonimous,  the  very 
same  names.  Very  often  indeed,  my  lord. — 
But  you  always  spell  your's  with  an  L  r — Always. 
— That,  Mr.  Lloyd,  is  a  little  unlucky  ;  for  you 
must  know  1  am  now  paving  by  debts  alphabeti- 
cally, and  in  U-aw  or  five  years  you  might  have 
come  in  with  an  F;  but  I  am  afraid  I  can  give 
you  no  hopes  for  your  L. — Iia,  ha,  ha! 

Enter  a  Sen- ant. 

Serv.     There  was  no  ovei taking  the  servant. 

C)ir  Luke.  That  is  unlucky  :  tell  my  lord  I'll  at- 
tend him. — I'll  call  on  bir  Gregory  myself. 

\^Exit  Servant, 

Serj.     W^hy,  you  \von*t  leave  us,  sir  Luke  } 

Sir  Luke.  Pardon,  dear  Serjeant  and  Charlotta; 
have  a  thousand  things  to  do  for  hair  a  million  ot 
people  positively  ;  promised  to  j^rocure  a  husband 
tor  l-^dy  Cicely  Sulky,  and  match  a  coach-horse  for 
brigadier  Whip;  aftjr  that,  must  run  into  the  city 
to  borrow^  a  thousand  for  young  At-all  at  Almack's; 
send  a  Cheshire  cheese  by  the  stage  to  sir  Timothy 
Tankard  in  Suffolk  y  and  get  at  the  Herald's  Office 
a  coat  of  arms  to  clap  on  ihe  coach  ot  Billy  lien«* 
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gal,  a  nabob  newly  arrived  :  so  you  see  I  have  not 
a  moment  to  lose. 

Serj.     True,  true. 

Sir  Luke.     At  your  toilet  to-morrow  you  may — 

Enter  a  Servant  abruptly^  and  runs  against  sir  Luke, 

Can't  you  see  where  you  are  running,  you  rascal ! 

Serv,     Sir,  his  grace  the  duke  of 

Sir  Luke.     Grace  ! — Where  is  he  r — Where  — 

Serv,  In  his  coach  at  the  door. — If  you  an't 
better  engaged  would  be  glad  of  your  company  to 
go  into  the  city,  and  take  a  dinner  at  Dolly's. 

Sir  Luke.     In  his  own  coach  did  you  say  ? 

Serv.     Yes,  sir. 

Sir  Luke.     With  the  coronets — or — 

Serv.     I  believe  so. 

Sir  Luke.  There's  no  resisting  of  that. — Bid  Joe 
run  to  sir  Gregory  Goose's. 

Serv.     He  is  already  gone  to  alderman  Inkle's. 

Sir  Luke.  Then  do  you  step  to  the  knight — 
hey! — no — you  must  go  to  my  lord's — hold,  hold, 
no — I  have  it — Step  first  to  sir  Greg's,  then  pop  in 
at  lord  Brentford's  just  as  the  company  are  going 
to  dinner. 

Serv.     What  shall  I  say  to  sir  Gregory  ? 

Sir  Luke.     Any  thing — what  1  told  you  before. 

Serv.     And  what  to  my  lord  ? 

Sir  Luke.  W^hat ! — Why  tell  him  that  my  uncle 
from  Epsom — no — that  won't  do,  for  he  knows  I 
don't  care  a  farthing  for  him — hey  ! — W^hy  tell 
him — hold  I  have  it — Tell  him,  that  as  I  was 
going  into  miy  chair  to  obey  his  commands,  I  was 
arrested  by  a  couple  of  bailiffs,  forced  into  a  hack- 
ney coach,  and  carried  to  the  Pied  Bull  in  the 
Borough  ^  I  htg  ten  thousand  pardons  for  making 
}iis  grace  wait,  but  his  grace  knows  my  misfor — 

[^Exeunt  sir  Luke  and  Servant. 

Char.  Well,  sir,  what  dy'e  think  of  the  proofs? 
I  flatter  myself  I  have  pretty  well  established  my 
case. 
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Serj.  Why,  hussy,  you  have  hit  upon  points  5 
but  then  they  are  but  trifling  flaw^s,  they  do'nt  viti- 
ate the  title,  that  stands  unimpeached  j  and — But, 
madam,  your  mother. 

Enter  Mrs.  Circuit, 

Mrs,  Circ.  What  have  you  done  with  the 
knight  ? — Why  you  have  not  let  him  depart  ? 

C/iar.     It  w^as  not  in  my  power  to  keep  him. 

Mrs.  Circ.  I  don't  wonder  at  that ;  but  what 
took  him  away  ? 

C/iar.  What  will  at  any  time  take  him  away — 
a  duke  at  the  door. 

Mrs.  Circ.     Are  you  cerrain  of  that  ? 

Serj.  Why  truly,  chuck,  his  retreat  was  rather 
precipitate  for  a  man  that  is  just  going  to  be  mar- 
ried. 

Mrs.  Circ.  The  prospect  of  marriage  does  not 
always  prove  the  strongest  attachment. 

Serj.  Pardon  me,  lovee  ;  the  law  allows  no 
higher  consideration  than  marriage. 

Mrs.  Grc.     Pshaw  ! 

Serj.  Insomuch,  that  if  duke  A  was  to  inter- 
marry with  chambermaid  B,  difference  of  condi- 
tion would  prove  no  bar  to  the  settlement. 

Mrs.  Circ.     Indeed ! 

Serj.  Ay  ;  and  this  was  held  to  be  law  by  chief-* 
baron  Bind'em,  on  the  famous  case  of  the  marquis 
of  Cully,  and  Fanny  Flip-flap  the  French  dancer. 

Mrs.  Circ.  The  greater  blockhead  the  baron  : 
but  don't  pester  me  with  your  odious  law  cases. — 
Did  not  you  tell  me  you  was  going  to  Kingston 
to-day  to  try  the  crown  causes  ? 

Serj.  I  was  begg'd  to  attend  for  fear  his  lord- 
ship should  not  be  able  to  sit ;  but  if  it  proves  in- 
convenient to  you  — 

Mrs,  Circ.  To  me  !  Oh,  by  no  means  in  the 
world ;  I  am  too  good  a  subject  to  desire  the  least 
delay  in  the  law's  execution  :  and  when  d'ye  set 
out  i 
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Serj.  Between  one  and  two ;  I  shall  only  just 
give  a  law  lecture  to  Jack. 

Mrs.  Grc,  Lord !  I  wonder,  Mr.  Circuit,  you 
would  breed  that  boy  up  to  the  bar. 

Serj,  Why  not,  chuck  ?  He  has  fine  steady 
parts,  and  for  his  time  moots  a  point  — 

Mrs.  Ore.  Steady  !  stupid  you  mean  :  nothing 
sure  could  add  to  his  heaviness  but  the  being 
loaded  with  law.  Why  don't  you  put  him  into 
the  army  ? 

Scrj.  Nay,  chuck,  if  you  choose  it,  I  believe  I 
have  interest  to  get  Jack  a  commission. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Why,  Mr.  Circuit,  you  know  he  is 
no  son  of  mine  ;  perhaps  a  cockade  may  animate 
the  lad  with  some  fire. 

Serj.  True,  lovee  ;  and  a  knowledge  of  the  law 
mayn't  be  amiss  to  restrain  his  fire  a  little. 

Mrs.  Circ.  I  believe  there  is  very  little  danger 
of  his  exceeding  that  way. 

Serj.     Charlotte,  send  hither  your  brother. 

[Exit  Charlotte^ 

Mrs.  Circ.     I'll  not  interrupt  you. 

Serj.  Far  from  it,  lovee  ;  I  should  be  glad  to 
have  you  a  witness  of  Jacky's  improvement. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Of  that  I  am  no  judge  ;  besides,  I 
am  full  of  business  to  day — There  is  to  be  a  ballot 
at  one,  for  the  Ladies'  Club  lately  established,  and 
lady  Bab  Basto  has  proposed  me  for  a  member.—* 
Pray,  my  dear,  when  will  you  let  me  have  that 
money  to  pay  my  lord  Loo  ? 

Serj,     The  three  hundred  you  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Circ.  And  besides,  there  is  my  debt  to 
Kitty  Cribbage ;  I  protest  I  almost  blush  when- 
ever I  meet  them. 

Serj.  Why  really,  lovee,  'tis  a  large  sum  of 
money. — Now,  were  I  worthy  to  throw  in  a  little 
advice,  we  might  make  a  pretty  good  hand  of  this 
business. 

Mrs.  Circ.     I  don't  understand  you. 
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Serj.  Bring  an  action  against  them  on  the  sta-* 
tute,  in  the  name  of  my  clerk  ;  and  so  not  only 
rescue  the  debt  from  their  hands,  but  recover  like- 
wise considerable  damages. 

Mrs.  Circ.  A  pretty  conceit,  Mr.  Serjeant !  but 
does  it  not  dtcur  to  your  wisdom,  that  as  I  have 
(bv  the  help  of  captain  Cog)  been  oftener  a  winner 
than  loser,  the  tables  may  be  turned  upon  us? 

Serj.  No,  no,  chuck,  that  did  not  escape  me  ; 
I  have  provided  for  that. — Do  you  know,  by  the 
law,  both  parties  are  equally  culpable;  so  that, 
lovee,  we  shall  be  ab^e  to  fleece  your  friends  not 
only  of  what  they  have  won  of  poor  dearee,  but 
likewise  for  what  they  have  lost. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Why,  what  a  paltry,  pettifogging 
puppy  art  thou  ! — And  could  you  suppose  that  I 
would  submit  to  the  scandalous  office  ? 

Serj.  Scandalous!  I  don't  understand  this  strange 
perversion  of  words.  The  scandal  lies  in  breaking 
the  laws,  not  in  bringing  the  offenders  to  justice. 

Mrs,  Circ.  Mean-spirited  wretch  !• — What,  do 
you  suppose  that  those  laws  could  be  levell'd 
against  people  of  their  high  rank  and  condition  ? 
Can  it  be  thought  that  any  set  of  men  would  sub 
mit  to  lay  legal  restraints  on  themselves  ? — Absurd 
and  preposterous  ! 

Serj.  W^hy,  by  their  public  practice,  my  love, 
one  would  suspect  that  they  thought  themselves 
excepted  by  a  particular  clause. 

Airs.  Circ.  Oh  !  to  be  sure  ;  not  the  least  doubt 
can  be  made. 

Serj.  True,  chuck — But  then  your  great  friends 
should  never  complain  of  highwaymen  stopping 
their  coaches,  or  thieves  breaking  into  their  houses. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Why,  w^at  has  that  to  do  with  the 
business  ? 

Serj.  Oh  !  the  naturtil  consequence,  lovee ;  for 
whilst  the  superiors  are  throwing  away  their  for- 
tunes, and  consequently  their  independence  above 
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^-you  can't  think  but  their  domestics  are  following 
their  examples  below. 

Mrs.  Ore.     Well,  and  what  then  ? 

Serj.  Then  !  the  same  distress  that  throws  the 
master  and  mistress  into  the  power  of  any  who  are 
willing  to  purchase  them,  by  a  regular  gradation, 
seduces  the  servants  to  actions,  tho'  more  criminal, 
perhaps  not  more  atrocious. 

Mrs.  Cire.  Pshaw!  stuff! — I  have  no  head  to 
examine  your  dirty  distinctions — Don't  teize  me 
with  your  jargon. — 1  have  told  you  the  sums  I 
shall  want,  so  take  care  they  are  ready  at  your  re- 
turning from  Kingston. — Nay,  don't  hesitate;  re- 
collect your  own  state  of  the  case,  and  remember, 
my  honour  is  in  pawn,  and  must,  some  way  or 
othei*,  be  redeemed  by  the  end  of  the  week.    [Exit. 

Serj.  My  honour  is  in  pawn  ! — Good  lord  !  how 
a  century  will  alter  the  meaning  of  vi^ords  ! — For- 
merly, chastity  was  the  honour  of  women,  and 
good  faith  and  Integrity  the  honour  of  men  :  but 
now,  a  lady  who  ruins  her  family  by  piinctuallv 
paying  her  losses  at  play,  and  a  gentleman  who 
kills  his  best  friend  in  some  trifling  frivolous  quarrel, 
are  your  only  tip-top  people  of  honour.  Well,  let 
them  go  on,  it  brings  grist  to  our  mill :  for  whilst 
both  the  sexes  stick  firm  to  their  honour,  we  shall 
never  want  business,  either  at  Doctor's  Commons, 
or  the  Old  Bailey.  [Exit. 
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ACT      II, 


Enter  Serjeant  Circuit  and  Jach 
Serj, 

Jack,  let  Wlll  bring  the  chaise  to  the  door. 

Jack.  Mr.  Fairplay,  sir,  the  attorney,  begs  to 
speak  a  few  words. 

SerJ.  How  often  have  I  told  you,  that  I  will 
see  none  of  these  sort  of  folks  but  at  chambers  j 
you  know  how  angry  your  mother  is  at  their  rap- 
ping and  littering  the  house. 

Jack.  He  says,  sir,  he  will  not  detain  you  five 
tninutes. 

Serj.     Well,  bid  him  walk  in. 

Enter  Fairplay, 

Serj,     Well,  Mr.  Fairplay,  what's  your  will  ? 

Fatrp.  I  just  callM,  Mr.  Serjeant,  to  know  your 
opinion  upon  the  case  of  young  Woodford,  and  if 
you  like  the  proposal  of  being  concerned. 

Serj.  If  it  turns  out  as  you  state  it,  and  that  the 
father  of  the  lad  was  really  a  minor,  the  Essex 
estate  may  without  doubt  be  recovered  y  and  so 
may  the  lands  in  the  North. 

Faiip,     We  have  full  proofs  to  that  fact. 

Serj.  May  be  so  ;  but  really,  Mr.  Fairplay,  you 
know  the  length  of  time  that  these  kind  of  suits — • 

Fairp.  True,  sir,  but  then  your  experience  will 
shorten  I  appreh 

Serj.  That's  more  than  I  know  :  and  then  not 
only  my  fees  lying  dormant,  but,  perhaps,  an  ex- 
pectation of  money  to  be  advanced. 

Fairp,     The  property,  sir,  is  of  very  great  value. 
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and,  upon  the  recovery,  any  acknowledgement 
shall  be  readily  made. 

Serj.  There  again,  any  !  do  you  know  that  in 
law,  that  word  any  has  no  meaning  at  all?  Besides, 
when  people  are  in  distress,  they  are  lavish  enough 
of  their  offers ;  but  when  their  business  is  don^, 
then  we  have  nothing  bat  grumbling  and  grudging. 

Fairp,     You  have  only  to  dictate  your  terms. 

Serj,     Does  the  lad  live  in  town  ? 

Fatp.  He  has  been  under  my  care  since  the 
death  of  his  father;  I  have  given  him  as  good 
an  education  as  my  narrow  fortune  would  let  me  ; 
he  is  now  studying  the  law  in  the  Temple,  in  hopes 
that  should  he  fail  of  other  assistance,  he  may  be 
able  one  day  to  do  himself  ]M%t\cQ, 

Serj.     In  the  Temple  ? 

Fairp.  Yes,  sir,  in  those  little  chambers  just  over 
your  head — I  fancy  the  young  gentleman  knows 
him. 

Jack.  Who?  Mr.  Woodford  !  lord,  as  well  as 
myself,  he  is  a  sweet  sober  youth,  and  will  one 
day  make  a  vast  figure,  I  am  sure. 

Serj.     Indeed ! 

Jack.  I  am  positive,  sir,  if  you  were  to  hear  him 
speak  at  the  Robinhood  in  the  Butcher-row,  you 
would  say  so  yourself:  why  he  is  now  reckoned  the 
third;  except  the  breeches-maker  from  Barbican, 
and  sawny  Sinclair  the  snuffman,  there  is  not  a 
mortal  can  touch  him. 

Serj.  Peace,  puppy  ;  well,  Mr.  Fairplay,  leave 
the  papers  a  little  longer  with  me  and — pray  who 
is  employ'd  against  you  ? 

Fairp.     A  city  attorney,  one  Sheepskin. 

Serj.  A  cunning  fellow,  I  know  him  ;  well, 
sir,  if  you  will  call  at  Pump-court  in  a  week. 

Fairp.     I  shall  attend  you. 

Serj.  Jack,  open  the  door  for  Mr. — [Exeunt 
Fairplay  and  Jack.]  Something  may  be  made  of  this 
matter:    Til  see  this  Sheepskin  myself.      So  much 
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in  future  for  carrying  on  the  suit,  or  so  much  m 
hand  to  make  it  miscarry :  a  wise  nr.on  should 
well  weigh  which  party  to  take  for. 

E7iter  Jack, 

So  Jack,  any  body  at  chambers  to-day  ? 

Jack.  Fieri  Facias  from  Fetter-lane,  about  the- 
bill  to  be  filed  by  Kit  Crape  against  Will  Vizard, 
this  term. 

Serj,    Praying  for  an  equal  partition  of  plunder  ? 

Jack,     Yes,  sir. 

Serj,  Strange  world  we  live  in,  that  even 
highwaymen  can't  be  true  to  each  other  !  [half 
aside  to  himself.']  but  we  shall  make  master  Vizard 
refund,  we'll  shew  him  what  long  hands  the  law 
has. 

Jack.  Facias  says,  that  in  all  the  books  he  can't 
hit  on  a  precedent. 

Serj.  Then  Til  make  one  myself;  aut  inveniam, 
aut  faciam,  has  been  always  my  motto.  The  charge 
must  be  made  for  partnership-profit,  by  bartering 
lead  and  gunpowder,  against  money,  watches,  and 
rings,  on  Epping-forest,  Hounslow-heath,  and  other 
parts  of  the  kingdom. 

Jack.  He  says,  if  the  court  should  get  scent  of 
the  scheme,  the  parties  would  all  stand  committed. 

Serj.  Cowardly  rascal !  but  however,  the  cau- 
tion may'nt  prove  amiss.  [Aside.']  Til  not  put  my 
own  name  to  the  bill. 

Jack.  The  declaration  too  is  delivered  in  the 
cause  of  Roger  Rapp'em  against  sir  Solomon  Simple. 

Serj.     What,  the  affair  of  the  note  ? 

Jack.     Yes. 

Serj.  Why,  he  is  clear  that  his  client  never 
gave  such  a  note. 

Jack.  Defendant  never  saw  plaintiff  since  the 
hour  he  was  born  ;  but,  notwithstanding,  they  have 
three  witnesses  to  prove  a  consideration,  and  sign- 
ing the  note. 
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Serj,     They  have  ? 

Jack.     He  is  puzzled  what  plea  to  put  in. 

Serj.    Three  witnesses  ready,  you  say  ? 

Jack,     Yes. 

Serj.  Tell  him  -Simple  must  acknowledge  the 
note,  [Jack  starts.^^  and  bid  him,  against  the  trial 
comes  on,  to  procure  four  persons  at  least  to  prove 
the  payment,  at  the  Crown  and  Anchor,  the  10th 
of  December. 

Jack.  But  then  how  comes  the  note  to  remain 
in  plaintiffs  possession  ? 

Serj,  Well  put.  Jack  ;  but  we  have  a  salvo  for 
that ;  plaintiff  happened  not  to  have  the  note  in  his 
pocket,  but  promised  to  deliver  it  up,  when  called 
thereunto  by  defendant. 

Jack.     That  will  do  rarely. 

Serj.  Let  the  defence  be  a  secret,  for  I  see  we 
have  able  people  to  deal  with.  But  come,  child, 
not  to  lose  time,  have  you  carefully  conn'd  those 
instructions  I  gave  you  ? 

Jack.     Yes,  sir. 

Serj.  Well,  that  we  shall  see.  How  many 
points  are  the  great  object  of  practice  } 

Jack.     Two. 

Serj.     Which  are  they  ? 

Jack,  The  first  is  to  put  a  man  into  possession 
of  what  is  his  right. 

Serj.     The  second  ? 

Jack.  Either  to  deprive  a  man  of  what  is  really 
his  right,  or  to  keep  him  as  long  as  possible  out  of 
possession. 

Serj.  Good  boy  1  To  gain  the  last  end  what  are 
the  best  means  to  be  used  ? 

Jack.  Various  and  many  are  the  legal  modes  of 
delay. 

Serj.     Name  them. 

Jack.  Injunctions,  demurrers,  sham-pleas,  writs 
of  error,  rejoinders,  sur-rejoinders,  rebutters,  sur- 
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rebutters,,  replications,  exceptions,   essoigns,  and 
imparlance. 

Serj.  \To  himself.']  Fine  instruments  in  the  hands 
of  a  man  who  knows  how  to  use  them. — But  now. 
Jack,  we  come  to  the  point :  if  an  able  advocate 
has  his  choice  in  a  cause,  (which  if  he  is  in  reputa- 
tion he  may  readily  have,)  which  side  should  he 
choose,  the  right,  or  the  wrong  ? 

Jack.  A  great  lawyer's  business,  is  always  to 
make  choice  of  the  wrong. 

Serj.     And  prithee  why  so  ? 

Jack.  Because  a  good  cause  can  speak  for  itself, 
-whilst  a  bad  one  demands  an  able  counsellor  to  give 
it  a  colour. 

Serj.  Very  well  But  in  what  respects  will 
this  answer  to  the  lawyer  himself? 

Jack.  In  a  two-fold  way  ;  firstly,  his  fees  will  be 
large  in  proportion  to  the  dirty  work  he  is  to  do. 

Serj,     Secondly  ? — 

Jack  His  reputation  will  rise,  by  obtaining  the 
victory  in  a  desperate  cause. 

Serj.  Right,  boy. — Are  you  ready  in  the  case 
of  the  cow  ? 

Jack.     Pretty  well,  I  believe. 

Serj.     Give  it  then. 

Jack.  First  of  April,  annc,  seventeen  hundred 
and  blank,  John  a  Nokes  was:  indicted  by  blank, 
before  blank,  in  the  county  of  blank,  for  stealing 
a  cow,  contra  pacem,  etcet. — and  against  the  sta- 
tute in  that  case  provided  and  made,  to  prevent 
stealing  of  cattle. 

Serj.     Go  on. 

Jack.  Said  Nokes  was  convicted  upon  the 
said  statute. 

Serj.     What  folio w'd  upon  ? 

Jack.  Motion  in  arrest  of  judgment,  made  by  coun- 
seDor  Puzzle.  First,  because  the  field  from  whence 
the  cow  was  convey 'd  is  laid  in  the  indictment  as 
round,  but  turned  out  upon  proof  to  be  square. 
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Serj.     That's  well :  a  valid  objection. 

yack.  Secondly,  Because  in  said  indictment  the 
colour  of  the  cow  is  called  red,  there  being  no  such 
things  in  rerum  natura  as  red  cows,  no  more  than 
black  lions,  spread  eagles,  flying  griffins,  or  blue 
boars. 

Serj.     Well  put. 

Jack.  Thirdly,  said  Nokes  has  not  offended 
against  form  of  the  statute;  because  stealing  of 
{:afl/e  is  there  provided  against ;  whereas  we  are 
only  convicted  for  stealing  a  cow.  Now,  though 
cattle  may  be  cows,  yet  it  does  by  no  means  follow 
that  cows  must  be  cattle. 

Serj.  Bravo,  bravo  !  buss  me,  you  rogue  ;  you 
are  your  father's  own  son  !  go  on,  and  prosper. — 
I  am  sorry,  dear  Jack,  I  must  leave  thee.  If  Pro- 
vidence but  sends  thee  life  and  health,  I  prophesy, 
thou  wilt  wrest  as  much  land  from  the  owners,  and 
save  as  many  thieves  from  the  gallows,  as  any  prac- 
titioner since  the  days  of  king  Alfred. 

ya4:k.  I'll  do  my  endeavour.  {Exii  Serjeant.']  So  ! 
— father  is  set  off.  Now  if  I  can  but  lay  eyes  on 
our  Charlotte,  just  to  deliver  this  letter,  before 
madam  comes  home.  There  she  is. — Hist,  sister 
Charlotte  ! 

E'/ffer  Charlotte, 

Char,  What  have  you  got  there.  Jack  ? 

Jack.  Something  for  you,  sister. 

Char,  For  me  !  Prithee,  what  is  it  ? 

Jack.  A  thing. 

Char.  What  thing  ? 

Jack,  A  thing  that  will  please  you  I'm  sure. 

Char.  Come,  don't  be  a  boy,  let  me  have  it. 
\yack  gives  the  letter.]  How's  this !  a  letter  !  from 
whom } 

Jack.  Can't  you  guess  ? 

Char,  Not  I ;  1  don't  know  the  hand. 

Jack,  May  be  not ;  but  you  know  the  inditerj. 
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Char.     Then  tell  me  his  name. 
Jack.     Break  open  the  seal,  and  you*ll  find  it. 
Char.     [Opening    the   letter.']      "  Charles  Wood- 
ford !" — I  am  sure  I  know  nothing  of  him. 
Jack.     Ay,  but  sister,  you  do. 
Char.     How  !  when,  and  where  ? 
Jack.     Don't  you  remember  about  three  weeks 
ago,  when  you  drank  tea  at  our  chambers,  there 
was  a  young  gentleman  in  a  blue  sattin  waistcoat, 
who  wore  his  own  head  of  hair  ^. 
Char.     Well? 

Jack.     That  letter's  from  he. 
Char.     What  can  be  his  business  with  me  ? 
Jack.     Read  that,  and  you'll  know\ 
Cher,     [reads.]     "  Want  words  to  apologize — 
hum — very  first  moment  I  saw^  you — hum,  hum — 
smother'd   long  in  my  breast — hum,   hum — hap- 
piest, or  else  the  most  wretched  of  men." — So,  sir, 
you  have  undertaken  a  pretty  commission  !    and 

what  do  you  think  my  father  will 

Jack.  Why,  I  hope  you  won't  go  for  to  tell  him. 
Char.  Indeed,  sir,  but  I  shall. 
Jack,  No,  sister,  I'm  sure  you  won't  be  so  cross. 
Resides,  what  could  I  do  ?  The  poor  young  lad 
l3egg'd  so  hard  ;  and  there  for  this  fortnight  he  has 
gone  about  sighing,  and  musing,  and  moping :  I 
am  satisfied  it  would  melt  you  to  see  him.  Do, 
sister,  let  me  bring  him  this  evening,  now  father  is 
out. 

Char.  Upon  my  word  ! — The  young  man  has 
made  no  bad  choice  of  an  agent ;  you  are  for  push- 
ing matters  at  once. — But  harkee,  sir,  who  is  this 
spark  you  are  so  anxious  about  ?  And  how  long 
have  you  known  him  ? 

Jack.  Oh  !  a  prodigious  long  while  :  above  a 
month  I  am  certain.  Don't  you  think  him  mighty 
genteel?  I  assure  you  he  is  vastly  liked  by  the 
ladies. 

Char,     He  is. 
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Jack.  Yes,  indeed,  Mrs.  Congo,  at  the  Grecian 
cofFee-house,  says,  he*s  the  soberest  youth  that 
comes  to  the  house  :  and  all  Mrs.  Mittens's  pren- 
tices throw  down  their  work,  and  run  to  the  win- 
dow every  time  he  goes  by. 

Char,     Upon  my  word  ! 

Jack,  And  moreover,  besides  that,  he  has  seve- 
ral great  estates  in  the  country,  but  only  for  the 
present,  he  is  kept  out  of  *em  all  by  the  owners. 

Char,  Ah,  Jack  !  that's  the  worst  part  of  the 
story. 

Jack,  Pshaw !  that's  nothing  at  all.  His 
guardian,  Mr.  Fairplay,  has  been  with  father  to- 
day, and  says,  he  is  certain  that  he  can  set  all  to 
rights  in  a  trice. 

Char,  Well,  Jack,  when  that  point  is  deter- 
mined, it  will  be  time  enough  to  - 

Jack.  Then  !  lord  of  mercy  !  why,  sister  Char- 
lotte, it  is  my  private  opinion  that  if  you  don't 
give  him  some  crumbs  of  comfort,  he  won't  live 
till  Midsummer  term. 

Char.  I  warrant  you.  Either  Cupid's  darts 
were  always  but  poetical  engines,  or  they  have 
been  lately  deprived  of  their  points.  Love  holds 
no  place  in  the  modern  bills  of  mortality.  How- 
ever, Jack,  you  may  tell  your  friend,  that  I  have 
observed  his  frequent  walks  in  our  street. 

Jack.  Walks  1  Why  one  should  think  he  was 
appointed  to  relieve  the  old  watchman?  for  no 
sooner  one  is  off,  but  the  other  comes  on. 

Char.  And  that  from  his  eyes  being  constantly 
fixed  on  my  window  (for  the  information  of  which, 
I  presume,  he  is  indebted  to  you) — • 

Jack.     He  !  he  !  he  ! 

Char.  I  had  a  pretty  shrewd  guess  at  his  busi- 
ness ;  but  tell  him  that  unless  my  fa  — —  Hush  ! 
our  tyrant  is  return'd.  Don't  leave  the  house  till 
I  see  you. 
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Enter  Mrs.  Circuit  and  Betty. 

Mrs.  Circ.  So,  sir,  what  makes  you  loitering 
from  chambers  ?  I  thought  I  told  you,  you  should 
never  be  here  but  at  meals?  \^Exit  Jack.l  ^"^ 
spy  is  enough  in  a  family. — Miss,  you  may  go  to 
your  room  ;  and  d'ye  hear — I  shall  have  company, 
so  you  need  not  come  down.  [^Exit  Charlotte.'] — 
Betty,  no  message  or  letter  ? 

Betty.     None,  madam. 

Mrs.  Circ.  That  is  amazing  ! — You  know  I 
expect  colonel  Secret  and  Mrs.  Simper  every  in- 
stant. 

Betty.     Yes,  madam. 

Mrs.  Circ,  Put  the  fruit  and  the  wine  on  the 
table  in  the  next  room. 

Betty.     Very  well,  madam. 

Mrs.  Circ.  And,  Betty,  order  the  fellow  to  let 
nobody  in  but  sir  Luke. 

Betty.     Madam,  I  shall  take  care.  "lExit. 

Mrs.  Circ.  [sits  down.']  The  ballot  must  be 
over  by  this  time.  Sure  there  is  nothing  so  dread- 
ful as  a  state  of  suspence  :  but  should  they  black- 
ball me  ! — No,  there's  no  danger  of  that  -,  miss 
Mattadore  has  insured  me  success. — Well,  this  is 
certainly  one  of  the  most  useful  institutions ;  it  po- 
sitively supplies  the  only  point  of  time  one  does 
not  know  how  to  employ.  From  twelve,  the  hour 
of  one's  rising,  to  dinner,  is  a  most  horrible  chasm  j 
for  though  teizing  the  mercers  and  milliners  by 
tumbling  their  wares,  is  now  and  then  an  entertain- 
ing amusement,  yet  upon  repetition  it  palls. — But 
every  morning  to  be  sure  of  a  party,  and  then  again 
at  night  after  a  rout,  to  have  a  place  to  retire 
to  s  to  be  quite  freed  from  all  pain  of  providing ; 
not  to  be  pester'd  at  table  with  the  odious  com- 
pany of  clients,  and  country  cousins ;  for  I  am  de- 
termined to  dine,  and  sup  at  the* club,  every  day. 
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I  can  tell  'em,  they'll  have  but  very  few  forfeits 
from  me. 

Enter  Bettys  in  haste,  with  a  Letter. 

Betty.  By  a  chairman,  madam/rom  the  Thatch'd- 
House. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Give  it  me,  Betty,  this  instant ; — ay 
—this  is  Mattadore's  hand,  \opens  and  reads  the  let^ 
ter.]  ''  My  dear  Circuit — it  is  with  the  utmost  con- 
cern, and  confusion,  I  find  myself  obliged  to  ac- 
quaint you,  that  notwithstanding  all  the  pains  I 
have  taken,  the  club  have  thought  fit  to  reject." — 
— Oh  !  [she/aints] 

Betty,  Bless  my  soul !  my  lady  is  gone! — Johnl 
Will  1  Kitty  !  run  hither  this  instant. — 

Enter  two  Maids  and  a  Man- servants 

All.     What,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Betty,  Quick !  quick  !  some  hartshorn  and 
water  {fats  her  hands.]  Madam  .'^  madam  — 

Servant,     Here  !  here  !  here  !  [bringing  zvater.'] 

Betty,  John,  go  for  the  potter-carrier  this  in- 
stant— I  believes  to  my  soul  she  is  dead Kitty, 

fetch  some  feathers  to  burn  under  her  nose  j — there, 

stand  further  off,  and  give  her  some  air 

[Exeunt  John  and  Kitty. 

Enter  sir  Luke. 

Sir  Luke,  Hey  day  !  what  the  deuce  is  the  mat- 
ter? What's  the  meaning  of  all  this,  Mrs.  Betty  ? 

Betty.  Oh !  sir,  is  it  you —  my  poor  lady ! 
[cries]  clap  the  bottle  hard  to  her  nose. 

Sir  Luke.     But  how  came  it  about  ? 

Betty.  Some  ot  the  continents  of  that  curs'd  let- 
ter, she  has  there  in  her  hand. 

Sir  Luke.  Here,  here,  take  some  of  my  eau-de- 
luce.  [offering  a  bottle ^^ 

Betty,    There  !  she  recovers  a  little-^some  water 
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- — I  believe  it  is  nothing  but  a  satirical  fit,  I  have 
had  them  myself — now  she  opens  her  eyes — so,  so 
— bend  her  forward  a  little. 

Sir  Luke.     My  sweet  Mrs.  Circuit. 

Mrs,  Ore.     Who  is  that  ? 

Betty,  Nobody  at  all,  madam,  but  only  sir 
Luke. 

Mrs.  Ctrc.  Oh  !  sir  Luke,  such  a  stroke,  so  fatal, 
so  sudden,  it  is  not  in  nature  I  should  ever  survive 
it. 

Sir  Luke.     Marry,   heaven    forbid  !    but   what 
cause — what  could 

Mrs.  Circ.  Leave  the  room.  \to  the  servant s^ 
who  go  oiit.\ — Only,  look  over  that  letter. 

Sir  Luke,  Hum,  hum, — [reads']  "  fit  to  reject 
you" — this 

Mrs.  Circ.     There  !  there  !  there  ! 

Sir  Luke.  I  own  this  is  the  utmost  malice  of 
fortune — but  let  me  finish  the  letter. — "  This  cala- 
mity, dear  Circuit,  is  of  such  a  nature  as  baffles  all 
advice,  or  interposition  of  friends,  I  shall  therefore 
leave  you  to  time,  and  your  own  good  understand- 
ing." (pretty  and  sensible) — "  yours,  &c." — But  let 
us  see,  what  says  the  postscript — [reads.]  "  Perhaps 
it  may  give  you  some  comfort  to  know  that  you 
had  sixteen  almonds,  and  but  two  raisins  against 
you." 

Mrs.  Circ.     But  two  ! 

Sir  Luke.     No  more  ! 

Mrs.  Circ.  This  must  be  Kitty  Cribbage's 
doing,  she  has  been  tattling  about  the  paultry 
trifle  I  owe  her. 

Sir  Luke,  Not  unlikely;  but  come,  bear  up, 
my  dear  madam,  and  consider  that  two.-^ 

Mrs.  Circ.     Is  as  bad  as  two  thousand. 

Sir  Luke.  Granted ;  but  perhaps  it  mayn't  be 
too  late  to  repair. — Gadso  !  1  have  thought  of  a 
scheme — I'll  be  elepted  myself,  and  then  1  warrant 
we  manage ? 
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Mrs.  Circ,     You,  sir  Luke  ?  That  never  can  be* 

Sir  Luke,  No,  madam,  and  why  not  ? — Why 
you  don't  suppose  that  they  would  venture  to 

Mrs.  Circ.  It  would  not  only  be  against  the 
spirit,  but  the  very  letter  of  their  constitution  to 
chuse  you  a  member. 

.Sir  Luke.     Ay,  madam,  how  so  ? 

Mrs.  Circ,  Their  statutes  are  selected  from  all 
the  codes  that  ever  existed  from  the  days  of  Ly- 
curgus  to  the  present  Czarina. 

Sir  Luke,     Well. 

Mrs.  Circ,  The  law  that  relates  to  your  case 
they  have  borrowed  from  the  Roman  religion. 

Sir  Luki.     As  how  ? 

Mrs.  Circ.  As  no  man  can  be  admitted  a  Monk, 
who  has  the  least  corporal  spot,  or  defect ;  so,  no 
candidate  can  be  received  as  a  member  who  is  de- 
prived of  the  use  of  any  one  of  his  limbs. 

Sir  Luke.  Nay,  then  indeed  I  am  clearly  cut 
out;  that  incapacity  can  never  be  got  over. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Indeed,  the  Serjeant  says,  if  the  club 
could  be  induced  to  resolve  in  your  favour,  then 
the  original  law  would  signify  nothing. 

Sir  Luke.  Well,  well,  we'll  see  what  can  be 
done,  [a  loud  knocking.]  But  hush  !  the  company's 
come  ;  collect  yourself,  sweet  Mrs.  Circuit ;  don't 
give  your  enemies  the  malicious  pleasure  of  seeing 
how  this  disappointment  affects  you. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Never  fear ;  I  know  a  little  too 
much  of  the  world  not  to  turn  this  defeat  to  my 
credit. 

Enter  colonel  Secret  and  Mrs.  Simper. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Your  servant,  sir  Luke ;  my  dear 
Circuit,  I  am  frighten'd  to  death — your  people  tell 
me,  you  are  but  just  recover'd  from  a 

Mrs.  Circ.  Oh  1  nothing  at  all  !  a  faintness,  a 
kind  of  swimming — but  those  people  are  ever 
swelling  those  mole  hills  to  mountains. 
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Mrs,  Sim.  I  protest  I  was  afraid  that  you  had 
sufTer'd  your  late  disappointment  to  lay  hold  of 
your  spirits. 

Mrs.  Cire.     What  disappointnnent,  my  dear  ? 

Coi.  Mrs.  Simper  hints  at  the  little  mistake 
made  this  morning  at  the  Thatch'd-house. 

Mrs.  Circ.  That  !  ridiculous  !  I  could  have 
told  you  that  a  fortnight  ago,  child — all  my  own 
doing. 

Mrs.  Sim.     How  ! 

Sir  Luke.     Entirely. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Oh  !  I  always  detested  the  thoughts 
of  the  thing; — they  would  put  me  up,  let  me  say 
what  I  would,  so  I  was  reduced  to  the  necessity  of 
prevailing  upon  two  friends  to  black-ball  me. 

Mrs.  Sim:     That,  indeed,  alters  the  case. 

CoL  I  am  vastly  happy  to  hear  it :  your  old  ac- 
quaintance were  afraid  they  should  lose  you. 

Mrs,  Circ.  It  is  a  sign  they  know  but  little  of 
nie — but  come,  my  good  folks,  I  have  prepared  a 

small  collation  in  the  next  room,  will  you 

[^Exeunt, 

Enter  Jack  and  Woodford. 

Jack.  ril  watch  sister,  to  see  that  nobody 
comes ;  now,  Woodford,  make  good  use  of  your 
time.  \^Exit  JVoodford.']  There,  I  have  left  'em 
together  ;  if  I  had  staid,  I  don't  believe  they  would 
have  open'd  their  mouths  for  a  month  :  I  never 
saw  such  an  alteration  in  a  lad  since  the  day  I  was 
born. — Why,  if  I  had  not  known  him  before,  I 
should  not  have  thought  he  had  a  word  to  throw 
to  a  dog  ;  but  I  remember  the  old  proverb  ; 

True  lovers  are  shy, 
When  people  are  by. 

ril  take  a  peep  to  see  how  they  go  on ; — there 
they  are,  just  in  the  same  posture  I  left  themj  she 
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folding  her  fingers,  and  he  twirling  his  hat ;  why 
they  don't  even  look  at  each  other :  was  there 
ever  such  a  couple  of — stay,  stay,  now  he  opens 
his  mouth — pshaw  ! — lord  !  there  he  shuts  it  again 
— hush  !  I  hear  somebody  coming — no — nothing 
at  all : — mother  is  safe  I  am  sure, — there  is  no  dan- 
ger from  her — now  let  us  take  t'other — [peeps  at 
the  door]  hum  ! — gadso,  matters  are  mightily  mended 
— there !  there  !  very  well — there  he  lays  down 
the  law — now  he  claps  his  hand  on  his  heart — 
vastly  pretty,  I  vow — there  he  swops  with  both  his 
knees  on  the  ground — charming  ! — and  squeezes 
his  hat  with  both  hands,  like  one  of  the  actors — 
delightful !  she  wants  him  to  rise  and  he  won't — 
prodigious  moving  indeed  ! 

En/er  Betty. 

Betty,     So,  sir,  what  are  you  doing  there  ? 

Jack,     There ;  where  ? 

Betty.  With  your  eyes  glew'd  close  to  the  key- 
hole. 

Jack.     I  wanted  to  speak  a  word  to  my  sister. 

Betty.     Then  why  don't  you  open  her  door  ? 

Jack.  1  did  not  know  but  she  might  be  saying 
her  prayers. 

Betty.  Prayers  !  a  likely  story  !  who  says  their 
prayers  at  this  time  of  the  day  ? — No,  no,  that 
won't  upon  me. — Let  me  look — very  pretty  !  So, 
so,  I  see  there's  somebody  else  at  his  prayers  too — 
fine  doings  1  — As  soon  as  the  company  goes,  I 
shall  take  care  to  inform  madam  your  mother. 

Jack.      Nay,  but  Mrs.  Betty,  you  won't  be  so   -^ 

Betty.      Indeed,  Mr.  John,  but  I  shall I'll 

swallow  none  of  your  secrets,  believe  me. 

Jack.  What,  perhaps  your  stomach  is  o^'cr- 
loaded  already. 

Betty.  No  matter  for  that,  I  shall  be  evei>  u'lih 
miss  for  telling  master  about  ajid  con^^ernavj  my 
drums. 
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Jach,  Why,  Mrs.  Betty,  surely  sister  could 
not 

Betty,  When  she  very  well  knows  that  I  have 
not  sent  cards  but  twice  the  whole  season. 

Jack,     Lord  !  what  signi 

Betty.  What  would  she  say,  if  she  visited  the 
great  families  I  do  ?  For  though  I  am  as  I  may  say 
but  a  commoner,  no  private  gentlewoman's  gen- 
tlewoman, has  a  more  prettier  set  of  acquaintance. 

Jack.     Well,  but 

Betty,  My  routs  indeed  ! — There  is  Mrs.  All- 
spice, who  lives  with  lady  Cicely  Sequence,  has  six 
tables  every  Sunday,  besides  looers,  and  braggers ; 
and  moreover  proposes  giving  a  masquerade,  the 
beginning  of  June,  and  1  intends  being  there. 

Jack,     Well,  but  to  talk  calmly. 

Betty,  And  as  miss  is  so  fond  of  fetching  and 
carrying,  you  may  tell  her  we  are  to  have  a  private 
play  among  ourselves,  as  the  quality  have :    the 

Distrustful  Mother,  'tis  calFd Pylades,  by  Mr. 

Thomas,  lord  Catastrophe's  butler — Hermione, 
Mrs.  Allspice;  and  I  shall  do  Andromache  myself. 

Jack.  A  play !  lord,  Mrs.  Betty,  will  you  give 
me  a  ticket  ? 

Betty,  All's  one  for  that — and  so  you  may  tell 
miss  that — \bell  ring$\  coming,  madam,  this  minute 
— and  that,  Mr.  John,  is  the  long  and  the  short 
on't. — \bell  rings  again]  lord,  I  am  coming*      ^Exit. 

Enter  Woodford  to  Jack, 

JVoodf,     What's  the  matter  ? 

Jack.  Here,  Betty,  my  mother's  fac  totum,  has 
just  discover'd  your  haunts ;  and  is  gone  to  lay  an 
information  against  you — so  depend  upon  it,  a 
search  warrant  will  issue  directly. 

Woodf.  Stay  but  a  moment,  till  I  take  leave  of 
your  sister. 

Jack.  Zooks  !  I  tell  you  the  constables  will  be 
here  in  ^  trice,  so  you  have  not  a  moment  to  lose. 
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Woodf.     How  unlucky  this  is  ! 

Jack,  But  I  hope  you  have  obtained  a  verdict 
however. 

Woodf,     No. 

Jack,     No! 

Woodf,  It  v^ould  not  have  been  decent,  to 
have  press*d  the  judge  too  soon  for  a  sentence. 

Jack.  Soon  ! — You  are  a  ninny,  I  tell  you  so  : 
— here  you  will  suffer  judgment  to  go  by  default. 
— You  are  a  pretty  practitioner  indeed  ! 

Woodf,  This,  you  may  know,  my  dear  Jack,  is 
an  equity  case  ;  I  have  but  just  fird  my  bill ;  one 
must  give  the  parties  time  to  put  in  an  answer. 

Jack,  Time  ! — How  you  may  come  off  in  court 
I  can*t  tell,  but  you  will  turn  out  but  a  poor  cham^ 
ber  counsel  I  fear. — Well,  come  along,  perhaps  I 
may  be  able  to  procure  another  hearing  before  it 
is — but,  lord  o'mercy !  there  is  father  crossing  the 
hall — should  he  see  us  alFs  over — we  have  nothing 
for*t  but  taking  shelter  with  sister.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT    III. 


Sir  Luke  Limp,  Mrs,  Circuit,  Co/one/  Secret,  and 
Mrs,  Simper,  discovered  at  a  table,  with  a  collation 
before  them, 

Mrs,  Circ, 

Oh  !  by  the  bye,  sir,  Luke — take  some  of  these 
sweetmeats,  my  dear  (to  Mrs.  Simper) — did  not  you 
promise  to  introduce  to  me  that  little  agreeable 
piece  of  imperfection  that  belongs  to  the  opera  ?— 
Colonel,  won't  you  taste  the  champaign  ? 

Sir  Luke.  Who,  Signior  Piano  ?— Let  me  assist 
Mrs.  Simper. — Why,  madam,  I  made  an  attempt ; 
but  at  present — shan't  I  send  you  a  biscuit  ? — he  is 
in  the  possession  of  a  certain  lady,  who  never  suf- 
fers him  out  of  her  sight  for  a  moment. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Oh  I  the  curmudgeon  ! — I  am  vastly 
fond  of  these  custards. 

Sir  Luke.  Yes,  they  have  a  delicate  flavour — 
but  he  promised,  if  possible,  to  escape  for  an  hour 
— won't  you  ?  [to  Mrs.  Circuit,'] 

Mrs.  Circ.  No,  it  gives  me  the  heart-burn, — 
Then  let  us  leave  him  a  cover. 

Col.     By  all  means  in  the  world. 

Mrs,  Circ.  But  there  is,  likewise,  another  party, 
for  whom  a  place  ought  to  be  kept. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Another  !  Who  can  that  be  I  won- 
der. 

Mrs.  Circ.    A  small  appendix  of  mine. 

Sir  Luke.     How,  madam  ! 

Mrs.  Circ.  You  need  not  be  jealous  sir  Luke — 
taste  that  tart,  Mrs.  Simper — it  is  only  my  husband 
the  Serjeant, — Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! — Betty  makes  them 
herself. 
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Mrs,  Sim.  Oh  !  you  abominable  creature  !  How- 
could  such  a  thought  come  into  your  head  ? 

Sir  Luke.  Ma'am — [Offering  sweetmeats  to  Mrs, 
Simper.'] 

Mrs.  Sim.  Not  a  bit  more,  I  thank  you. — I 
swear  and  vow  I  should  swoon  at  the  sight. 

Mrs.  Ore.  And  I  should  receive  him  with  the 
polite  indifference  of  an  absolute  stranger. 

Sir  Luke.  Well  said,  my  good  lady  Intrepid  ! 
But,  notwithstanding,  1  would  venture  a  trifle  that 
his  appearance  would  give  you  such  an  electrical 
shock 

Mrs.  Circ.     You  are  vastly  deceived. 

Sir  Luke.  Dare  you  come  to  the  proof?  Will 
you  give  me  leave  to  introduce  Mr.  Serjeant  ?  He 
is  not  far  off. 

Mrs.  Circ.     What,  my  husband  ? 

Sir  Luke.  Even  he  !  I  saw  him  as  I  entered  the 
hall. 

Mrs.  Circ.     Impossible ! 

Sir  Luke.     Nay,  then  I  must  fetch  him. 

[Exit  sir  Luke. 

Col.  I  can*t  conceive  what  the  knight  would 
be  at. 

Mrs.  Sim.     Why,  he  is  mad* 

Mrs.  Circ.     Or  turned  fooL 

Enter  sir  Luke,  with  the  Serjeant's  peruke  on  a  block. 

Sir  Luke.  Now,  Madam,  have  I  reason  ?  Is 
this  your  husband  or  not  ? 

Mrs.  Sim.  It  is  he  5  not  the  least  doubt  can  be 
made. 

Col.     Yes,  yes,  it  is  the  Serjeant  himself 

Mrs.  Circ.  I  own  it ;  I  acknowledge  the  lord 
of  my  wishes.  [Kisses  the  block.'] 

Mrs.  Sim.     All  his  features  are  there  ! 

Col.     The  grave  cast  of  his  countenance  ! 

Sir  Luke.     The  vacant  stare  of  his  eye  ! 
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Mrs.  Circ.     The  livid  hue  of  his  lips  ! 

Mrs,  Sim.  The  rubies  wiih  which  his  cheeks 
are  enrich'd  ! 

CoL  The  silent  solemnity  when  he  sits  on  the 
bench  ! 

Mrs.  Circ.  We  must  have  him  at  table :  but 
pray  good  folks  let  my  husband  appear  like  him- 
self.— I'll  run  for  the  gown.  \Exit. 

Mrs.  Sim,     By  all  means  in  the  world. 

Sir  Luke,     Dispatch,  I  beseech  you. 

Mrs.  Circuit  rciwiis  with  a  gown  and  band. 

Mrs.  Circ.     Sir  Luke,  lend  your  assistance. 

Col.     There,  place  him  at  the  head  of  the  table. 
[^Ihey  fix  the  head  at  the  back  of  a  chair y 
and p'ace  it  at  table ;  then  all  5//.] 

Mrs.  Sim.  Madam,  you'll  take  care  of  your 
husband. 

Mrs.  Circ.  I  don't  want  to  be  put  in  mind  of 
my  duty. 

Mrs   Sim.     Oh,  madam  !  I  know  that  very  well. 

Sir  Luke.  Come,  Hob  or  Nob,  master  Circuit 
— let  us  try  if  we  can't  fuddle  the  Serjeant. 

CoL     O,  fie  !  I  have  a  proper  respect  for  the  coif. 

Mrs,  Sim.  Don't  be  too  facetious,  sir  Luke :  it 
is  not  quite  so  safe  to  sport  with  the  heads  of  the 
law  ^  you  don't  know  how  soon  you  may  have  a 
little  business  together. 

Sir  Luke.  But  come,  the  Serjeant  is  sulky. — I 
have  thought  of  a  way  to  divert  him  : — You  know 
he  is  never  so  happy  as  when  he  is  hearing  a  cause  ; 
suppose  we  were  to  plead  one  before  him  ;  Mrs, 
Circuit  and  i  to  be  counsel,  the  Colonel  the  clerk, 
and  Mrs.  Simper  the  cryer. 

Mrs.  Circ,  The  finest  thought  in  the  world ! 
And  stay,  to  conduct  the  trial  with  proper  solem- 
nity, let's  rummage  his  wardrobe  ;  we  shall  there 
be  able  to  equip  ourselves  with  suitable  dresses. 

Sir  Luke.     Alons,  aions  i 
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Mrs.  Sim.     There  is  no  time  to  be  lost,  [a//  rise.'] 

Mrs.  Ore.       [Stopping  short  as  they  are  going  out.^ 

But  won't  my  husband  be  angry  if  we  leave  him 

ialone  ?  Bye,  dearee — we  shall  soon  return  to  thee 

ogain.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Serjeant  Circuity  not  perceiving  the  collation, 

Serj.  So,  my  lord  not  being  able  to  sit,  there 
was  no  occasion  for  me. — I  can't  put  that  girl's 
nonsense  out  of  my  head — My  wife  is  young  to  be 
sure,  and  loves  pleasure  I  own  ;  but  as  to  the  mai'/t 
article,  I  have  not  the  least  ground  to  suspect  her 
in  that- — No,  no  ! — And  then  sir  Luke  !  vc\y prochai^t 
ami,  the  dearest  friend  I  have  in  the — Heyday  ! 
[seeing  the  collation\  What  the  deuce  have  we  here  ? 
< — A  collation  ! — So,  so — I  see  madam  knows  how 
to  divert  herself  during  my  absence. — What's  this  ? 
[seeing  the  i?lock.]  Oh,  ho!  ha!  ha;  ha! — Well, 
that's  pretty  enough  1  protest — Poor  girl,  I  see  she 
could  not  be  happy  without  having  something  at 
table  that  resembled  me. — How  pleased  she  will  be 
to  find  me  here  in  propria  persona. — By  your  leave, 
Mrs.  Circuit —  [sits  down  and  eats]  Delicate  eating, 
in  troth — and  the  wine  [drinks]  — Champaign  as  I 
live — must  have  t'other  glass — They  little  think  how 
that  gentleman  there  regales  himself  in  their  ab- 
sence—Ha !  ha!  ha!  — quite  convenient,  i  vow — 
the  heat  of  the  weather  has  made  me — Come,  bro- 
ther Coif,  here's  your  health — [drinks] — 1  must 
pledge  myself  1  believe — [drinks  again] — devilish 
strong — pshut  ! — Somebody's  coming — [gets  up  and 
goes  tozvards  the  wings] — What  do  I  see  ?  four  law- 
yers ?  What  the  devil  can  be  the  meaning  of  this? 
I  should  be  glad  to  get  at  the  bottom  of — Hey  1 
By  your  leave,  brother  Serjeant — I  must  crave  the 
use  of  your  robe — [sits  down,  and  gets  under  the 
gown] — Between  ourselves,  this  is  not  the  first  time 
this  gown  has  cover'd  a  fraud. 
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Enter  sir  Luke,  Colonel,  Mrs.  Cir:uit,  and  Mrs,  Sim^ 
per,  dressed  as  counsellors. 

Sir  Luke.  Come,  come,  gentlemen,  dispatch, 
the  court  has  been  waiting  some  tinrve.  Brother 
Circuit,  vou  have  look'd  over  your  brief? 

Mrs.  Circ.  What,  do  you  suppose,  sir,  that  like 
some  of  our  brethren  I  defer  that  till  1  come  into 
court  ?  No,  no. 

Sir  Luke.  This  cause  contains  the  whole  mar- 
row and  pith  of  all  modern  practice. 

Mrs.  Circ.  One  should  think,  sir  Luke,  you  had 
been  bred  to  the  bar. 

Sir  Luke.  Child,  I  was  some  years  in  the  Tem- 
ple;  but  the  death  of  my  brother  robb'd  the  robe 
of  my  labours. 

Mrs.  Sim.     What  a  loss  to  the  public  ! 

Sir  Luke.  You  are  smart,  Mrs.  Simper.  I  can 
tell  you,  Serjeant  Snuffle,  whose  manner  I  studied, 
pronounced  me  a  promising  youth. 

Mrs.  Sim.     1  don't  doubt  it. 

Sir  Luke.  But  let  us  to  business.  And  first,  for 
the  state  of  the  case  ;  The  parties  you  know  are 
Hobson  and  Nobson  ;  the  object  of  litigation  is  a 
small  parcel  of  land,  which  is  to  decide  the  fate  of 
a  borough. 

Mrs.  Circ.     True;  call'd  Turnbury  Mead. 

Sir  Luke.  Very  well.  Then  to  bring  matters 
to  a  short  issue,  it  was  agreed,  that  Nobson  should 
on  the  premises  cut  down  a  tree,  and  Hobson 
bring  his  action  of  damage. 

Mrs.  Circ.     True,  true. 

Sir  Luke.  The  jury  being  sworn,  and  the  coun- 
sellors feed,  the  court  may  proceed. — Take  your 
seats — But  hold — I  hope  no  gentleman  has  been 
touch'd  on  both  sides. 

Ml.     Oh,  fie  ! 

Sir  Luke.     Let  silence  be  call'd. 
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Mrs.  Sim.     Silence  in  the  court  1 

Sir  Luke.  But  stop.  To  be  regular,  and  pro- 
vide for  fresh  causes,  we  must  take  no  notice  of 
the  borough  and  lands,  the  real  objects  in  view, 
but  stick  fast  to  the  tree,  which  is  of  no  importance 
at  all. 

AIL     True,  true. 

Sir  Luke.     Brother  Circuit,  you  may  proceed. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury — I  am  in  this 
cause  counsel  for  Hobson,  the  plaintiff. — The 
action  is  brought  against  Nebuchadonezer  Nobson, 
That  he,  the  said  Nobson,  did  cut  down  a  tree, 
value  two-pence,  and  to  his  own  use  said  tree  did 
convert. — Nobson  justifies,  and  claims  tree  as  his 
tree.  We  will,  gentlemen,  first  state  the  probable 
evidence,  and  then  come  to  the  positive :  and  first 
as  to  the  probable. — When  was  this  tree  here  be- 
longing to  Hobson,  and  claim'd  by  Nobson,  cut 
down  ?  Was  it  cut  down  publicly  in  the  day,  in 
the  face  of  the  sun,  men,  women,  and  children,  all 
the  world  looking  on  ? — No  ;  it  was  cut  down  pri- 
vately, in  the  night,  in  a  dark  night,  nobody  did 
see,  nobody  could  see — Hum — And  then  with  re- 
spect and  regard  to  this  tree,  I  am  instructed  to 
say,  gentlemen,  it  was  a  beautiful,  an  ornamental 
tree  to  the  spot  where  it  grew.  Now  can  it  be 
thought  that  any  man  would  come  for  to  go  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  nobody  seeing,  nobody  did  see, 
nobody  coidd  see,  and  cut  down  a  tree,  which  tree 
w^as  an  ornamental  tree,  if  tree  had  been  his  tree  > 
—Certainly  no — And  again,  gentlemen,  we  more- 
over insist,  that  this  tree  was  not  only  ornamental 
to  the  spot  where  it  grew,  but  it  was  a  useful  tree 
to  the  owner:  it  was  a  plum-tree,  ^nd  not  only  a 
plum-tree,  but  I  am  authorized  to  say  the  best  of 
plum-trees,  it  was  a  damascen  plum. — Now  can  it 
be  thought,  that  any  man  would  come  for  to  go, 
in  the  middle  of  the  night,  nobody  seeing,  nobody 
did  see,  nobody  could  see,  and  cut  down  a  tree  3 


46  THE    LAME    LOVER  : 

which  tree  was  not  only  an  ornamental  tree,  but  a 
useful  tree  ;  and  not  only  a  useful  tree,  but  a 
plum-tree;  and  not  only  a  plum-tree,  but  the  best 
of  plum-trees,  a  damasccn  plum  ?  Most  assuredly 
no. — If  so  be  then,  that  this  be  so,  and  so  it  most 
certainly  is,  I  apprehend  no  doubt  will  remain  with 
the  court,  but  my  client  a  verdict  will  have,  with 
full  costs  of  suit,  in  such  a  manner  and  so  forth,  as 
may  nevertheless  appear  notwithstanding. 

Sir  Luke.     Have  you  done,  Mr.  Serjeant? 

Mrs.  Circ.     You  may  proceed. 

Sir  Luke.  *  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury — I  am  in  this 
cause  counsel  for  Hob — Zounds  !  I  think  the  head 
moves. 

J/L     Hey  ! 

Co/.  No,  no,  Mrs.  Simper  jogg'd  the  chair  with 
her  foot,  that  was  all. 

Sir  Luke.  For  Hercules  Hobson — (I  could  have 
sworn  it  had  stir'd) — I  shan't^  gentlemen,  upon  this 
occasion,  attempt  to  m.ove  your  passions,  by  flow- 
ing periods  and  rhetorical  flowers,  as  Mr.  Serjeant 
has  done  ;  no,  gentlemen,  if  I  get  at  your  hearts, 
I  will  make  my  way  through  your  heads,  however 
thick  they  may  be — in  order  to  which,  I  will  pur- 
sue the  learned  gentleman,  through  what  he  calls 
his  probable  proofs:  and  first,  as- to  this  tree's 
being  cut  down  in  the  night;  in  part  we  wall  grant 
him  that  point,  but,  under  favour,  not  a  dark  night 
Mr.  Serjeant ;  no,  quite  the  reverse,  we  can  prove 
the  moon  shone  bright,  Vvith  uncommon  lustre 
that  night — So  that  if  so  be  as  how  people  did  not 
see,  that  w^as  none — [^Serjeant  sneezes.']  nay,  Mrs. 
Circuit,  if  you  break  the  thread  of  my 

Mrs.  Circ.     Me  break  !    I  said  nothing  I'm  sure. 
Sir  Luke.     That's  true,  but  you  sneezed. 

Mrs.  Circ.     Not  I. 

Sir  Luke.  lam  sure  somebody  did  ;  it  could  not 
be  the  head — consider  the  least  interruption  puts 
one  out  of  one's — None  of  our  faults,  they  might 
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have  looked  on  and  seen  if  tbey  would.  And  then 
as  to  this  beautiful  tree,  with  which  Mr.  Serjeant 
has  ornamented  his  spot — No,  gentlemen,  no  such 
matter  at  all ;  I  am  instructed  to  say  quite  the  re- 
verse ;  a  stunted  tree,  a  blighted,  blasted  tree  ;  a 
tree  not  only  limbless,  and  leafless,  but  very  near 
lifeless ;  that  was  the  true  state  of  the  tree  :  and 
then  as  to  its  use,  we  own  it  Vv^as  a  plum-tree  in- 
deed, but  not  of  the  kind  Mr.  Serjeant  sets  forth, 
adamascen  plum;  our  proofs  say  loudly  a  bull  plum; 
but  if  so  be  and  it  had  been  a  damascen  plum, 
will  any  man  go  for  to  say,  that  a  damascen  plum 
is  the  best  kind  ot  plum  ;  not  a  whit,  I  take  upon 
me  to  say  it  is  not  a  noun  substantive  plum — with 
plenty  of  sugar  it  does  pretty  well  indeed  in  a  tart, 
but  to  eat  it  by  itself,  will  Mr.  Serjeant  go  to 
compare   it   with  the  queen    mother,  the  padri- 

gons 

Serj.      [Jppearing  suddenly  from  under  the  gown.^ 
The  green  gages,  or  the  Orleans. 

Mrs.  Cire.  As  I  live  'tis  my  husband  !  [_AIl  run 
off  except  sir  Luke,  and  the  Serjeant.'] 

Serj.  Nay,  sir  Luke,  don't  ypu  run  away  too— 
give  me  a  buss — since  I  was  born  1  never  heard  a 
finer  reply ;  I  am  sorry  I  did  not  hear  your  argu- 
ment out — but  I  could  not  resist. 

Sir  Luke.  This  I  own  was  a  little  surprise — had 
you  been  long  here,  Mr.  Serjeant  ? 

Serj.     But  the  instant  you  enter'd. 

Sir  Luke.     So,  then  all  is  safe.  [Aside. 

Serj.  But  come,  won't  you  refresh  you,  sir  Luke 
— you  have  had  hard  duty  to-day. 

Sir  Luke.     I  drank  very  freely  at  table. 

Serj.  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  ha'nt  been 
idle;  [both  drink.]  But  come,  throw  off  your  gown, 
and  let  us  finish  the  bottle  :  1  ha'nt  had  such  a 
mind  to  be  merry  1  can't  tell  the  day  when. 

Sir  Luke.  Nay  then,  Mr.  Serjeant,  have  at  you 
— come,  here's  long  life  and  health  to  th^  law. 

[Drinks, 
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Serj.  ril  pledge  that  toast  in  a  bumper.  ]^Drinks!] 
i — I'll  take.  Charlotte's  hint,  and  see  if  I  can't  draw 
the  truth  out  of  the  knight  by  a  bottle.        [^Aside.'] 

Sir  Luke,  I'll  try  if  I  can't  fuddle  the  fool,  and 
get  rid  of  him  that  way.  \_Aside.'] 

Serj.  I  could  not  have  thought  it :  why  where 
the  deuce  did  you  pick  up  all  this  ?  But  by  the  bye, 
pray  who  was  the  cryer  ? 

Sir  Luke.  Did  you  not  know  her  ?  Mrs.  Simper, 
your  neighbour. 

Serj,  A  pestilent  jade  !  she's  a  good  one  I  war- 
rant. 

Sir  Luke.  She  is  thought  very  pretty ;  what 
say  you  to  a  glass  in  her  favour  ? 

Serj.  By  all  means  in  the  world  !  [they  drink.'] 
and  that  spark  the  clerk  ? 

Sir  Luke,  Colonel  Secret,  a  friend  to  the  lady 
you  toasted. 

Serj.  A  friend  1  oh,  ay, — ^I  understand  you— 
come,  let  us  join  *em  together 

Sir  Luke.  Alons.  [drink.']  Egad,  I  shall  be  caught 
in  my  own  trap,  I  begin  to  feel  myself  fluster'd  al- 
ready. [Aside.] 

Serj.  Delicate  white  wine,  indeed  !  I  like  it 
better  every  glass.     [Sings.] 

Drink  and  drive  care  away. 
Drink  and  be  merry. 

Sir  Luke.  True,  my  dear  Serjeant — this  is  the 
searcher  of  secrets — the  only  key  to  the  heart. 

Serj.     Right,  boy,  in  vino  Veritas. 

Sir  Luke.  No  deceit  in  a  bumper,  [sings.]  Drink 
and  be  merry. 

Serj.  Merry]  damme,  what  a  sweet  fellow  you 
are,  what  would  I  give  to  be  half  so  jolly  and 

Sir  Luke.  [Appearing  very  drunk.]  Would  you  ? 
And  yet  do  you  know,  Serjeant,  that  at  this  very 
juncture  of  time,  there  is  a  thing  has  popp'd  into 
my  head,  that  distresses  me  very  much. 
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Serj,  Then  drive  it  out  with  a  bumper,  [drinks] 
Well,  how  is  it  now  ? 

Sir  Luke,  Now  !  the  matter  is  not  mended  at 
all. 

Serj.  What  the  deuce  is  the  business  that  so 
sticks  in  your  stomach. 

Sir  Luke.  You  know  my  dear  Serjeant,  I  am 
your  friend,  your  real,  your  affectionate  friend. 

Serj,     I  believe  it,  sir  Luke. 

Sir  Luke.  And  yet,  for  these  six  months,  I  have 
conceal'd  a  secret,  that  touches  you  near,  very 
near. 

Serj,  Me  near!  That  was  wrong,  very  wrong; 
friends  should  have  all  things  In  common. 

Sir  Luke.  That's  what  I  said  to  myself;  sir 
Luke,  says  I,  open  your  heart  to  your  friend ;  but 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  what  sealed  up  my  lips,  was 
the  fear  that  this  secret  should  make  you  sulky 
and  sad. 

Serj.  Me  sulky  and  sad !  ha !  ha !  how  little 
you  know  of  me. 

Sir  Luke,     Swear  then  that  you  won't  be  uneasy. 

Serj.     Well,  I  do. 

Sir  Luke.  [Rising.']  Soft  !  let  us  see  that  all's 
safe ; — well,  Mr.  Serjeant,  do  you  know  that  you 
are — a  fine,  honest  fellow? 

Serj.     Is  that  a  secret  ? 

Sir  Luke,  Be  quiet ;  a  damn'd  honest  fellow — 
but  as  to  vour  wife 

Serj.     Well  t 

Sir  Luke,     She  is  an  infamous  strum — 

Serj.  How  !  it  is  a  falshood,  sir  Luke,  my  wife 
is  as  virtuous  a  worn — 

Sir  Luke.  Oh  !  if  you  are  angry,  your  servant— 
I  thought  that  the  news  would  have  pleased  you 
— for  after  all,  what  is  the  business  to  me  }  What 
do  I  get  by  the  bargain  ? 

Serj.  That's  true  ;  but  then  would  it  not  vex 
any  man  to  hear  his  wife  abused  in  such  a— 
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Sir  Luke.     Not  if  it's  true,  you  old  fool. 

SerJ.  I  say  it  is  false  :  prove  it  s  give  me  that 
satisfaction,  sir  Luke. 

Sir  Luke.  Oh  !  you  shall  have  that  pleasure 
directly  ;  and  to  come  at  once  to  the  point — you 
remember  last  new  year's  day  how  severely  it 'froze. 

Serj.     I  do  recollect. 

Sir  Luke.  Very  well ;  we  were  all  invited  to 
dine  at  alderman  Inkle's. 

Serj.     Very  right. 

Sty  Luke.  Well,  and  I  did  not  go  :  Mrs.  Cir- 
cuit made  me  dine  here  in  this  house — was  it  my 
fault  ? 

Serj.     No,  no,  sir  Luke,  no* 

Sir  Luke.  At  table  savs  she — she  said,  I  was 
the  picture  of  you — was  it  my  fault  ? 

Serj.  WeH,  and  suppose  you  ares  where's  the 
mischief  in  that  ? 

Sir  Luke.  Be  quiet  I  tell  you ; — then  throwing 
her  arms  round  my  neck, — it  is  my  husband  him- 
self I  embrace,  it  is  my  little  old  man  that  I  kiss  ! 
— for  she  has  a  prodif^ious  affection  for  yeu  at  bot- 
tom— was  it  my  fault  ? 

Serj.  But  what  is  there  serious  in  this,  dost 
think  I  mind  such  trifles  ? 

Sir  Luke.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  fool,  for  a 
moment — then  throwing  her  Teresa  aside — upon 
my  soul  she  is  prodigious  fine  every  where  here — 
Avas  it  my  fault  ? 

Serj.  My  fault !  my  fault  !  I  see  no  fault  in  all 
this. 

Sir  Luke,  \_ pretending  to  cry. \  No!  why  then 
my  dear  friend,  do  you  know  that  1  was  so  un- 
worthy, so  profligate,  so  abandon'd — as  to — [rises] 
say  no  more,  the  business  is  done. 

Serj.     Ay,  indeed  ! 

Sir  Luke.  Oh  !  fact  !  there  is  not  the  least 
doubt  of  the  matter  ;  that  is  no  hear-say,  dy'e  see, 
1  was  by  all  the  while. 

Serj.     Very  pretty  I  very  fine  upon  my  word. 
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Sir  Luke.  Was  it  my  fault  ?  What  could  I  do? 
Put  yourself  in  my  place  3  I  must  have  been  more, 
or  less,  than  man  to  resist. 

Serj.  Your  fault,  sir  Luke,  no,  no — you  did 
but  your  duty — but  as  to  my  wife 

Sir  Luke.  She's  a  diabolical  fiend,  I  shall  hate 
her  as  long  as  1  live. 

Serj.    And  I  too. 

Sir  Luke.  Only  think  of  her  forcing  me,  as  it 
were  with  a  sword  at  my  breast,  to  play  such  a 
trick  ;  you,  my  dear  Serjeant,  the  best,  truest  friend 
I  have  in  the  world.  \JVeeps.'] 

Serj.  [IVeeping.]  Dry  your  tears,  dear  sir  Luke ; 
I  shall  ever  gratefully  acknowledge  your  confidence 
in  trusting  me  with  the  secret — [faking  himforzvard.'] 
But  I  think  it  might  be  as  well  kept  from  the  rest 
of  the  world. 

Sir  Luke.  My  dear  soul,  do  you  think  I  would 
tell  it  to  any  mortal  but  you  f  No,  no,  not  to  my 
brother  himself — You  are  the  only  man  upon  earth 
I  would  trust. 

Serj.  Ten  thousand  thanks,  my  dear  friend ! 
sure  there  is  no  comfort,  no  balsam  in  life  like  a 
friend — but  I  shall  make  madam  Circuit  remem- 
ber   

Sir  Luke.  We  neither  of  us  ou2:ht  to  forgive 
her — were  I  you,  Fd  get  a  divorce. 

Serj.  So  I  will — provided  you  will  promise  not 
to  marry  her  after. 

Sir  Luke.  Me  !  I'll  sooner  be  torn  to  pieces  by 
wild  horses — no,  my  dear  friend,  we  will  retire  to 
my  house  in  the  country  together,  and  there,  in 
innocence  and  simplicity,  feeding  our  pigs  and 
pigeons,  like  Pyramus  and  Thisbe,  we  will  live 
paragons  of  the  age. 

Serj.  Agreed ;  \^e  will  be  the  whole  earth  to 
each  other  3  for,  as  Shakespeare  says, 

"  The  friend  thou  hast  and  his  adoption  tried 
Clasp  to  thy  soul,  and  quit  the  world  beside." — 
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Sir  Luke.  Zounds,  here  comes  madam  Serjeant 
herself. 

Enter  Mrs.  Circuit. 

Mrs.  Circ.  So,  gentlemen  !  a  sweet  tete-a-tete 
you  have  been  hoidin;^ — but  I  know  it  all,  not  a 
syllable  you  have  said  has  been  lost. 

Sir  Luke,  llien,  I  hope  you  have  been  well  en- 
tertained, Mrs   Circuit. 

Mrs.  Circ.  And  you,  you  mean-spirited,  das- 
tardly w^retch,  to  lend  a  patient  ear  to  his  infamous 
improbable  tales,  equally  shameful  both  to  you 
and  me. 

Serj.      How  madam  !  have  you  the  assurance — 

Mrs.  Circ.  Yes,  sir,  the  assurance  that  innocence 
gives;  there  is  not  a  soul,  1  thank  heaven,  that 
can  lay  the  least  soil,  the  least  spot,  on  my  virtue  ; 
nor  is  there  a  man  on  earth  but  yourself  would  have 
sat  and  silently  listen'd  to  the  fictions  and  fables  of 
this  intemperate  sot. 

Serj,  Why  to  be  sure  the  knight  is  overtaken  a 
little  ;  very  near  drunk. 

Sir  Luke.     I  hope  he  believes  it  is  a  lie.  \^Aside.'\ 

Mrs,  Circ.  Do  me  instant  justice  on  this  de- 
famer,  this  liar,  or  never  more  expect  to  see  me  in 
your  house. 

Ser).  I  begin  to  find  out  the  fraud,  this  is  all 
a  flam  of  the  knight's. 

Mrs.  Circ.  I'll  drive  this  instant  to  a  friend  of 
mine  in  the  Commons,  and  see  if  no  satisfaction 
can  be  had,  for  blasting  the  reputation  of  a  woman 
like  me — and  hark  you,  sir,  what  inducement, 
what  devil  could  prompt  ? 

Serj.     Ay  ;  what  devil  could  prompt — 

Sir  Luke.     Heyday  ! 

Mrs.  Circ.  But  I  guess  at  your  motive;  you 
fiatter'd  yourself,  that  by  marrying  Charlotte,  and 
discarding  of  me,  you  should  engross  all  his  affec- 
tions and 

Serj.     True,  true — stop,  my  life,  let  me  com,e  at 
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him,  a  little  :    hark  you,   Mr.  Knight,  I   begin  to 
discover  that  you  are  a  very  sad  dog. 

Sir  Luke.     Et  tu  Brute  ! 

Serj.  Brute  ! — youll  find  I  am  not  the  brute 
you  would  have  me  believe — I  have  considered 
both  sides  of  the  question. 

Sir  Luke.     Both  sides  of  the  question  ? 

Serj.  Both :  if  your  story  is  true,  you  are  a 
scoundrel  to  debauch  the  wife  of  your  friend,  and 
if  it  is  false,  you  are  an  infamous  liar. 

Sir  Luke.     Well  argued. 

Serj.     So  in  both  cases,  get  out  of  my  house. 

Sir  Luke.     Nay,  but  Serjeant 

Serj.  Troop  I  tell  you,  and  never  again  enter 
these  walls — you  have  libelled  my  wife,  and  I  will 
see  you  no  more. 

Sir  Luke.     Was  there  ever  such  a 

Serj.  March  I  and  as  to  my  daughter,  I  would 
as  soon  marry  her  to  a  forma  pauperis  client. 

[Sefjean/  pushes  sir  Luke  off, 

Mrs,  Circ.  Do  you  consider,  Mr.  Circuit,  where 
you  are  pushing  the  fellow  ? — That  chamber  is 
Charlotte's. 

Enter  sir  Luke,  Woodford,  Charlotte,  and  Jack. 

Sir  Luke.  Heyday  I  who  the  deuce  have  we 
here  ? — Pray  walk  in,  my  good  folks — your  servant, 
miss  Charlotte  ;  your  servant,  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-^ 
um. — Mr.  Serjeant,  you  need  not  trouble  yourself 
io  cater  for  miss  -,  your  family  you  see  can  provide 
for  themselves. 

Serj.  Heyday !  What  the  deuce  is  all  this ! 
Who  are  you,  sir,  and  how  came  you  here  ? 

[To  Woodford. 

Jack.     It  was  I,  father,  that  brought  him. 

Serj.     How,  sirrah  ! 

Sir  Luke.    Well  said,  my  young  limb  of  the  law. 

Jacki  Come,  let  us  have  none  o'your — though 
I  brought  Mr.  Woodford,  you  could  not  persuade 
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me  to  do  the  same  office  for  you — father,  n^v^f 
stir  if  he  did  not  make  me  the  proffer,  if  I  would 
let  him  into  the  house  the  night  you  was  at  King- 
ston, of  a  new  pair  of  silk  stockings,  and  to  learn 
me  a  minuet. 

Sir  Luke.  Me  !  I  should  never  have  got  you 
to.  turn  out  your  toes. 

Jack.  Ay,  and  moreover  you  made  me  push 
out  my  chest,  and  do  so  with  my  fingers,  as  if  I 
was  taking  two  pinches  of  snuff. 

Sir  Luke,  You  see,  Mr.  Serjeant,  what  a  fond- 
ness 1  have  for  every  twig  of  your  family. 

iSerj.  I  shall  thank  ^o/^  hereafter — but  from  you, 
Charlotte,  I  expected  other  guess  — 

Ckar.  When,  sir,  you  hear  this  whole  matter 
explain'd,  you  will  acquit  me,  I  am  sure. 

IVooJ/.  Indeed,  sir,  I  am  wholly  to  blame  ;  my 
being  here  was  as  much  a  surprize  upon  miss 
Charlotte  as 

Serj.  But  now  you  are  here,  pray  what's  your 
business  ? 

Jack,  O  !  father,  I  can  acquaint  you  with  that 
—he  wanted  me  to  bring  a  love-letter  to  Charlotte, 
so  I  told  him  he  might  bring  it  himself,  for  that  I 
would  not  do  any  such  thing  for  never  so  much, 
for  fear  of  offending  of  you. 

Serj,  You  Tnended  the  matter  indeed — but  af- 
ter all,  who,  and  what  are  you  ? 

Jack.  It's  the  young  gentleman  that  lives  over 
our  heads,  to  whom  Mr.  Fairplay  is  guardian. 

Serj.     Who,  W^oodford  ? 

Jack.     The  same. 

Serj.  And  are  you,  young  man,  in  a  situation  to 
think  of  a  wife  ? 

H'^oodf.  I  am  flattered,  sir,  that  as  justice  is  with 
me,  1  shall  one  day  have  no  contemptible  fortune 
to  throw  at  her  feet. 

Serj.  Justice  is ! — What  signifies  justice  ?-— Is 
the  law  with  you,  you  fool  ? 
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Woodf,  With  your  help,  sir,  I  should  hope  for 
their  union,  upon  this  occasion  at  least. 

Serj.  Well,  sir,  I  shall  re-consider  your  papers, 
and,  if  there  are  probable  grounds,  I  may  be  in- 
duced to  hear  your  proposals. 

IVoodf.  Nay  then,  sir,  the  recovering  my  pa- 
ternal possessions  makes  me  anxious  indeed— 
Could  I  hope  that  the  young  lady's  good  wish 
would  attend  me  I 

Char.  I  have  a  father,  and  can  have  no  will 
of  my  own. 

Sir  Luke.  So  then  it  seems  poor  Pil  Garlick  here 
is  discarded  at  once. 

Serj.  Why,  could  you  have  the  impudence,  af- 
ter what  has  happened,  to  hope  that-: 

Mrs.  Circ.  He  has  given  wonderful  proofs  of 
his  modesty. 

Sir  Luke.  Be  quiet,  Mrs.  Circuit. — Come,  good 
folks,  I  wnll  set  all  matters  to  rights  in  a  minute  ; 
and  first,  Mr.  Serjeant,  it  becomes  me  to  tell  you, 
that  I  never  intended  to  marry  your  daughter. 

Serj.     How  !  never  ! 

Sir  Luke.  Never.  She  is  a  fine  girl  I  allow ; 
but  would  it  now,  Mr.  Serjeant,  have  been  honest 
in  me,  to  have  robb'd  the  whole  sex  of  my  person, 
and  confin'd  my  favours  to  her  ? 

Serj.     Hovv^  ! 

Sir  Luke.  No  !  1  was  struck  with  the  immo- 
rality of  the  thing ;  and  therefore  to  make  it  im- 
possible that  you  should  ever  give  me  your  daugh- 
ter, I  invented  the  story  I  told  you  concerning  Mrs. 
Circuit  and  me. 

Serj.     How ! 

Sir  Luke.  Truth,  upon  my  honour. — Your  wife 
there  will  tell  you  the  whole  was  a  lie. 

Serj.  Nay,  then  indeed. — But  w^ith  what  face 
can  1  look  up  to  my  dear  ?  I  have  injured  her  be- 
yond the  hopes  of  forgiveness. — Would  you,  lovee, 
but  pass  an  act  of  oblivion 
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Sir  Luke,  [kneels]  See  me  here  prostrate  to  im- 
plore your  clemency  in  behalf  of  my  friend. 

Mrs.  Circ.  Of  that  I  can't  determine  directly. — 
But  as  you  seem  to  have  some  sense  of  your  guilt, 
I  shall  grant  you  a  reprieve  for  the  present ;  which 
contrition  and  amendment  may,  perhaps,  in  time, 
swell  into  a  pardon. 

But  if  again  offending  you  are  caught, 
Serj.      Then  let  me  suffer,  dearee,  as  I  ought. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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Jl    O  R  wit's  keen  fatire,  and  this  laughing  ftage. 
What  theme  To  fruitful  as  a  Bankrupt  Age  ? 
For  not  ccnfin'd  to  commerce  is  the  curie. 
The  head  is  near  as  empty  as  the  purfe  ; 
Equally  funk,  cur  credit  and  our   wit, 
Ncr  is  the   fage  more  folvent   than  the   cit ; 
Ail  thefe — ■ — but  foft,  ere  thus  abroad  we  ro.vm. 
Were  it  not  prudent  firft  to  look  at  home  ? 
You,  gentle  Sirs,  have  giv'n  me  credit  long. 
And  took  my   word  for  many  an  idle  fong  ; 
But  if  exhauiled,   I  give  notes  to-day — 
For  wit  and  humour,  v/hich  I  cannot  pay, 
I  muft  turn  Bankrupt  too,  and  hop  away. 
Unlef],  indeed,  I  modilhly  apply. 
For  leave  to  fell  my  works  by  lottery. 
Tho'  few  will  favour,  where's  no  calh  to  fee'em. 
Poor  hopes,   that  way,  to  part  with  my  Mufeum  : 
My  old  friend,    Smiirk,    kideed,  may  lend  his  aid. 
And  fell  by  auftion  all  my  ftock  in  trade  j 
His   placid  features,  and  imploring  eye. 
May  tempt,  perhaps,  the  tardy  town  to  buy  ; 
His  winning  manner,  and  his  ioh  addrefs. 
To  other  fales  of  mine  have  giv'n  fuccefs ; 
But  after  all,  my  ever  honour 'd  friends. 
On  you  alone  my  fate  this  night  depends  ; 
I've  fought  feme  battles,  gain'd  Ibme  vid'ries  here. 
And  little  thought  a  culprit  to  appear 
Before  this  Houie  ;  but  if  refolv'dyou  go. 
To  find  me  guilty,   or  to  make  me  fo. 
To  grant  me  neither  wit,  nor   tafte,  nor  fenfe. 
Vain  were  my  plea,  and  ufelefs  my  defence. 
But  ftill,   I  will  not  iteal,  I  will  not  beg, 
Tho'  I've  a  paiTport  in  this  wooden  leg. 
But  to  my  cot   contentedly  retire. 
And 'Hew  my  cabbage  by  my  cnly  fre; 
Meantime,  great  birs,  my  lentence  yet  unknov/n. 
E'en   as  your  Jufiice  be  your  candour  fliewn. 
And  when  you  touch  my  honour,  don't  forget  your  own 
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Enter  Robin  and  Kitty^  meeting. 

Robin.  1  HIS  letter  and  cafket,  with,  my 
mafler's  nnoft  refpeclful  compliments,  you  will, 
Kitty,  with  your  ow^n  fair  hands,  deliver  to 
Mifs. 

Kitty.  The  cafket  is  heavy — I  fuppofe,  Mr. 
Robin,  this  is  w^hat  my  Lady  calls  the  Purry- 
funalia? 

Robin.  A  fmall  tribute.  Madam,  to  adorn 
the  bride  on  the  happy  occafion. 

Kitty.  What  then,  I  fuppofeyou  look  upon 
this  marriage  as  good  as  concluded. 

Robin.  Things  are  gone  fuch  a  length,  that 
not  the  lead  doubt  can  be  made. 

Kitty.  And  yet  between  the  cup  and  the  lip, 
—you  remember  the  proverb  ? 

Robin.  One  of  the  parties  may  die  to  be 
fure,  otherwife  I  don't  know  how— - 

Kitty.     No  I 

Rohin^, 
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Rolin.  No  :  The  young  lady  has  not  alter'd 
hct  mind? 

Kitty.     Not  to  :ny  knowledge. 

B.cbin.  What,  Sir  Robert  Rifcounter,  her 
father?  thefe  curmudgeonly  cits  regard  no  ties, 
no  obligations  when  they  have  an  higher  intereft 
in  view.  I  fuppofe  he  has  received  larger  pro.- 
pofals  from  {oxa^  other  parry. 

Kitty.     I  have  heard  no  fuch  thing. 

Robin.  Well  then,  I  am  fure  no  impediment 
can  arife  from  our  quarter.  My  mafier.  Sir 
James  Biddulph,  is  too  much  a  man  of  honour: 
befides,  I  know  his  whole  foul  is  wrapt  up  in 
Mifs  Lydia. 

Kitty.  Pie  has  given  her  pretty  convincing 
proofs  of  his  paffion. 

Robin.  What,  I  fuppofe  the  malicious  mo- 
ther-in-law, who,  I  know,  hates  Mifs,  and  has 
adamn'd  deal  of  art,  in  conjunction  with  Mifs 
Lucy,  that  precious  pledge  of  her  former  huf- 
band's  affedlions,  has  contrived  to  throw  fom.e 
confounded  rub  in  the  way. 

Kilty.  Blefs  me,  Mr.  Robin,  I  don't  know 
wh:.t  you  mean,  I  am  fure  I  laid  nothing  at  all. 

Rcli7u     No.^ 

Kitty.  No.  But  only  that  things  which  are 
not  done>  may  perhaps  never  be  done;  there  is 
nothing  certain  but  death. 

F^ohin.  Very  moral,  Mifs  Kitty, — (there  is 
fome  myiliery,  if  I  could  but  get  at  it,  but  this 
flut  is  as  cunning — I  will  have  a  trial  however) 
nay,  for  the  m.atter  of  that,  I  can  have,  Mrs. 
Kitty,  no  intereft  at  all  in  tiiis  match;  there  is 
ib  m.uch  confinement,  and  form,  even  in  the 
rpoft  fifiiionabie  families,  that  a  finglc  fervice  is 
beft  fuited  to  me^  efpecially  too^  that  now  I  am 

got 
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got  into  moft  of  the  clubs :  there  is  one  circum- 
ilance  I  fhalJ  nnoft  feelingly  regret:  That  I  own 
will  greatly  touch  me. 

Kifty.  And  pray,  what  may  that  be,  Mr. 
Robin  ? 

Robin.  Not  living  under  the  fame  roof  with 
Mifs  Kitty.  I  made  no  doubt,  Madam,  but 
your  fortunes  would  follow  your  miftrefs's,  and, 
in  that  cafe,  I  thought  to  ifoften  the  rigours  of 
my  captiviiy,  in  your  agreeable  converfe. 

Kitty.  Really,  Mr.  Robin  ?  Well,  I  protell, 
I  did  not. 

Robin.  And  when  our  mutual  endeavours 
had  procured  for  us  a  fmall  independence,  I 
flatter'd  myfelf  with  gently  Aiding  the  down- 
hill of  life,  fubje6t  to  no  other  will  but  Mifs 
Kitty's. 

Kitty.     What  a  difference  between  him,  and 

the  fervants  of  this  fide  the  bar  ? Really, 

Mr.  Robin,  you   talk  nearly   as  well   as  your 
mafter. 

Robin.  And  no  wonder.  Madam,  finceiove, 
the  fame  deity,  infpires  us  both.; 

Kitty.  How  quick  you  are  in  your  rippar- 
tees,  Mr.  Robin  !  are  you  good  at  a  riddle  ? 

Robin.  If  you  mean  the  making  them,  no; 
it  is  too  low  a  fpecies  of  writing  for  me ;  for 
novels  I  have  now  and  then  fome  dealings  with 
Noble,  and  hav^e  by  me  a  genteel  comedy  of 
one  act,  that  is  thought  to  have  a  good  deal  of 
merit.. 

Kitty.  And  pray  wl^en  does  it  make  its  rp- 
pearance  ? 

Robin.  Why,  faith,  I  don't  know,  all  the 
managers  are  fuch  fcrlbblers,  that  they  won't 

give 
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give  a  genius  fair  play,  but  cngrofs  the  whole 
Itage  to  themfelves. 

Kitty.  Very  lelfifn,  indeed.  Well,  Mr.  P.o- 
bin,  though  you  won't  make  a  riddle,  I  will, 
which,  as  my  Lady  expe6ls  me,  you  may  fcudy 
to  expound  by  yourfelf.  This  match  won't  take 
place,  and  yet  are  none  of  the  parties  to  blame ; 
I  may  live  in  the  fame  houfe  with  you,  though 
I  fliould  leavT  my  young  Miftrefs's  fervice,  and 
the  lofs  of  my  place  may  perhaps  be  the  making 
of  my  fortune.     So  Adieij. 

Robin.  Nay,  but  Mifs  Kitty,  one  word,  if 
you  pleafe. 

Kitty.  Not  a  fyll^ble,  go,  and  puzzle  your 
brains.  But  take  this,  for  your  comfort,  that 
if  you  cannot  at  prefent  make  out  my  meaning, 
a  little  time  v/ill  fully  explain  it.  ^Exit, 

Robin.  So  fiiittiih  and  ihy,  Mrs.  Pert!  but 
if  our  next  meeting  don't  bring  forth  this  fecret, 
you  are  no  true  chambermaid,  nor  I  fit  for  a 
valet  de  chambre.  Ail  referve  among;il  fervants 
is  fiat  treafon  againil  the  community,  hvery 
well-difciolin'd  domeilic  is  bound  in  honour, 
however  careful  of  his  own,  to  reveal  all  family 
fecrets,  to  the  reft  of  the  tribe.  But  I  muft 
brufh  off,  for  here  comes  my  Lady.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Lady  Rifcounter,  and  James. 

Lady  Rife.  And  he  has  promifcd  that  the  pa- 
ragraph fh::il  appear  in  the  paper  this  mol-ning  ? 

James.  I  am  afraid.  Madam,  there  is  no 
doubt  of  his  keeping  his  v/ord. 

Lady  Rife.  Afraid !  what  a  pufillanimous 
creature  art  thou  ? 

James.  As  your  Ladyfnip,  by  what  m.eans 
I  kno'.v  notj    is  acquainted  wiih  my  veneration 

for 
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for  Mifs,  you  can't  wonder  at  my  feeling  feme 
compunfiiion,  in  becoming  an  infcrument  to  ruin 
her  fame. 

Laiiy  Rife.  Why  the  fellow  is  a  fool :  don't 
you  ccnfider,  that  her  ruin,  as  you  caii  it,  wLi 
be  your  rife  ? 

jaraes.  Perhaps,  fo,  Madam,  but  how  can 
I— 

Lady  Rife.     You  love  Lydia,  you  ilty  ? 

James.     More  than  I  have  words  to  expref^. 

Lady  Rife.  And  Sir  James  Biddulph  you 
deteft,  as  a  fuccefsful  rival,   no  doubt? 

James.  Except  on  that  account,  I  have  no 
reafon. 

Lady  Rife.  And  what  better  reafon  can  any 
man  have  ?  don't  you  knov/,  that  the  two 
great  mailer  pafTions  that  give  birth  to  ail  that 
we  do,  is  hatred  and  love  ? 

James.     Without  doubt. 

Lady  Rife.  The  mind  would  ftagnate  with- 
out them;  and  are  not  you  pardcuiirly  for- 
tunate, in  being  able,  by  one  mailerly  ilroke, 
to  gratify  both  ? 

James.  ¥/ere  I  indeed  fure  of  fucceedino- 
with  Mifs  ? 

Lady  Rife.  You  have  every  probable  chance 
in  your  favour:  in  the  firfl  place,  it  is  im^ 
poffible,  conhilently  with  his  honour,  that  Sir 
Jam:es  Biddulph  can  purfue  his  dcfigns  upon 
Lydia. 

James.     May  be  not. 

Lady  Rife.  Nor  will  any  proper  fuitable 
perfon    think  of  her   when   her   reputation    is 

James,     Too  true,  I  believe. 

Lady 
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L^.dy  Rifi.  Then,  who  fo  likely  to  fucceed 
as  yoiirrclfP  as  you  are  the  party  fiifpefled, 
common  policy  will  point  out  you  for  her  huf- 
banc'. 

Ja.jes,  But  will  Mifs  Lydia  be  brought  to 
fubmit? 

Lc^y  R'Jc,  ^h.t  can  have  no  choice  but  her 
father's.  Him,  I  can  eafily  manage,  and  pofli- 
bly,  as  a  douceur,  prevail  on  him  to  augment 
the  very  confiderable  fortune  fhe  derives  from 
her  aunti  never  fear,  things  are  in  a  very  good 
"ii^ay. 

Jc/rzes.  I  mufl  fubmit  all  to  your  ladyiliip's 
manaq-ement. 

hady  Rife.  Your  part  will  be  eafy  enough, 
you  will  nave  nothing  to  do  but  be  pafTive. 

Enter  Kitty,  and  Lucy,  with   a  neivs -paper   in 
her  hand, 

Lucy.  Here,  Madam,  here  it  is,  and  placed 
in  a  mofb  confpicuous  part  of  the  paper. 

Lady  Rife.     And  no  alteration? 

^Lucy.  Not  a  word.  In  the  exacl  form  that 
v/e  fent  it. 

Lady  Rife.     Pr'ythce  read  it,  my  dear. 

Lucy.  [^Reads.)^  ^^  We  can  aiTure  the 
^^  publick,  from  the  very  bed  authority,  that 
*^  the  beautiful  daughter,  by  a  former  venture, 
'^  of  an  eminent  banker,  not  far  from  the  Mo- 
'^  nument,  was  furprifed  by  the  fcrvants,  in   a 

"  moft  critical  fituation,  with  Mr.  J s^  clerk 

*^  to  her  father." 

Lady  Rife.     Eight,  right. 

Lucy.  '*^  And  what  heightens  her  crime,  fhe 
"  was  on  the  eve  of  being  married  to  an  amia- 

*^  bic 
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^^  ble  young  baronet^  at  the  wefl  end  of  the 
*^  town,  the  apparent  obj eft  of  her  own  choice/' 

Lady  Rife.  Finely  circumRantial,  it  is  im- 
poflible  for  any  body  to  err  in  the  perfon. 

Lucy,  Not  in  nature  -,  now,  1  think,  we 
fliall  pull  drwn  Mifs  Prudery's  pride. 

Lady  Rife.  It  cannot  fail.  Kitty,  you  have 
carefully  perufed  the  inOrudions  I  gave  you. 

Kitty.  Pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  I  have  them  by 
heart. 

Lady  P-ifc.  Don't  be  too  forward  in  replying 
to  any  quef: ion  they  put  to  you ;  but  anfvver 
with  a  kind  of  reluclant  hcfitation,  as  if  the 
fadls  were  forc'd  from  your  mouth, 

Kitty.     Never  fear,  Madam. 

Lady  Rife.  Don't  forget  to  m.ake  frequent 
profeflions  of  tlie  great  love  and  alfeftion  vou 
bear  your  young  miiftrefs,  that  you  couid  not 
have  thought  it,  Hian't  know  w^hom  to  truft  for 
the  future ;  ready  to  lay  down  your  life  for  your 
lady. 

Luey.  Suggeft  too,  that  fome  flrange  arts 
mud  have  been  ufed,  or  you  are  convinc'd  fhe 
could  never  have  been  brought  to  fubmit. 

Kitty.  I  lliall  carefully.  Madam,  obey  your 
dired:ions. 

Lady  PJfc.  And  fqueeze  out  a  tear  now  and 
then  if  you  can, 

Lucy.  Or,  if  they  won't  come,  rub  your 
eyes  till  they  are  red. 

Lady  Rife.  Right;  this  v/Hl  give  probability 
to  all  that  you  fay. 

Lucy.  Otherwife,  the  young  hypocrite's  be- 
haviour has  been  always  fo  fpecious,  thofe  who 
know  her  won't  credit  the  flory. 

Kitty. 
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Kitty.  Suppofe,  Madam,  Sir  James  Bid- 
dulph,  or  any  body  elic,  Ihould  make  any  en- 
quiry ? 

Lady  Rife,  Anfwer  none  of  their  queftlons  ; 
your  tenderncfs  .for  Lydia  will  be  a  proper  cx- 
cufe  J  to  your  mailer's  authority,  indeed,  you 
are  obliged  to  fubmit.     You  comprehend  me? 

Kitty.     Perfedly,  Madam. 

Lady  Rijc.  Within,  I  v/ill  give  you  further 
inRruftions;  and  remember,  Kitty,  your  for- 
tune is  at  fiake:  Succefs,  in  this  one  inftance, 
will  make  you  ealy  for  life. 

Kitty.  The  beft  I  can  do  will  be  but  a  poor 
return  for  your  ladyfliip's  goodnefs. 

Lady  Rife.  Send. the  news-paper  into  your 
mader.  [^Exit  Kitty.]  You  have,  James,  {t^n. 
none  of  our  people  this  m.crning  ? 

'lames.     I  have  not  enter'd  the  fhop. 

Lady  Rife.  Then  get  out  of  the  way  as  faft 
?.s  you  can;  fecrete  yourfelf  fomev/here,  that 
v/ill  give  additional  ftrength  to  the  ftory.  Your 
withdrawing  v/ill  argue  a  confcioufnefs  arifing 
from  o;uiIt. 

James.     That  I  moil  fufficientlyfeel. 

Lady  Rife.  Siiccefs  will  foon  drown  the  re  - 
mem.brance.  [£a7V  James.]  That  fellow  mud 
not  appear ;  his  mind  is  fo  maukifh,  thatj  fhould 
he  be  confronted  with  Lydia,  he  would  betray 
bur  v/hole  plot  in  an  inftant. 

Lvxy.  It  is  a  wonder.  Madam,  how  you 
have  got  all  this  acd:efs:  inftead  of  a  private 
family,  you  are  fcrm'd  to  govern  a  country. 

Lady  Rife.  Why,  I  think,  I  may  without 
vani:y  fay,  that  I  deriv'd  from  nature  fome  ta- 
lents for  this  kind  of  intrigue ;  but  to  the  care 
of  my  education  I  chiefly  owe  what  I  am. 

Lucy, 
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Lucy,     Indeed,  Madam ! 

Lady  Rife,  My  father  was  a  ftock-broker, 
you  know,  and  your  father,  my  firfl  hui"band, 
an  attorney,  my  cear. 

Lucy,     True,  Madam. 

Lady  Rife,  And  as  they  had  no  referve,  they 
kept  no  fecrets  from  me,  I  muft  have  been  a 
blockhead,  indeed,  not  to  have  made  fome  pro- 
grefs  In  their  profeiTional  arts. 

Lucy,     True,  Madam. 

Lady  Rife,  But  af:er  defeating  Sir  James 
Biddulph's  defigns  upon  Lydia,  to  turn  the 
tide  of  his  affections,  and  fubltitute  you  in 
her  room,  will,  Lucy,  be  the  great  political 
effort. 

Lucy,  From  your  ladyfliip's  great  abilities 
there  cannot  be  the  leaft  doubt  of  fuccefs : 
befides,  her  father  is  fo  hafty  and  violent  that, 
I  am  fare,  he  will  never  be  brought  to  forgive 
her. 

Lady  Rife.  There  is  no  relying  on  that ; 
no  mortal  was  ever  fo  mutable.  Our  various 
climate  is  not  fo  inconflant  as  he.  Sir  Robert 
is  choleric  enough,  but  then,  as  he  is  provo- 
ked without  caufe,  he  is  appealed  without  rea- 
fon ;  one  word  will  inflame,  another  extin- 
guifh  the  fire ;  whom  one  m^inuce  he  perfe- 
cutes,  the  next  he  protedls.  His  jov,  grief, 
love,  hatred,  are  in  eternal  rotation,  and 
I  have  been  often  tempted  to  think  his  mind 
a  miachine,  moved  only  by  the  immediate  ob- 
jedls  before  it. 

Lucy.  And  yet,  Madam^  how  compleatly 
you  rule  him  ! 

/-'7</y  Rfe.  No  longer,  child,  than  I  ftay 
by  his  iidr  •   a'rer  that,  ihe  fi  R  perfon  has  him 

th;it 
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that  fees  him,  and  all  my  imprelTions  are  effac'd 
in  an  inftant. 

Enter    Kitty, 

Kitty.     My  m after  has  got   at  the  paragraph. 

Lady  Rife.     Has  he  fo  ?  well,  and — 

Kitty.  He  enquired,  Madam,  for  yon, 
and  putting  his  finger  here,  bid  me  Tnew  this 
diredtly  to  your  ladyfhip. 

Lady  Rife.  He  did  not  fufpedt  then  that  I 
had  feen  it  before  ? 

Kitty.  Not  in  the  leaft — but  here  he  comes 
tottering  and  trembling — with  his  face  as  white 
as  a  fheet. 

Lady  Rife.     Get  you  behind. 

Enter  Sir  Robert  Rifconnter. 

Sir  Rob.  Rife.  Well,  my  dear,  have  you 
read 

Lady  Rife.     Sir  Robert,  I  have. 

Sir  Rob.  Rife.  Have  you  fo  ?  Well,  and 
pray  what  do  you  think  ?  Did  you  ever  fee 
fuch  an  audacious,  abominable,  impudent, 
fcandalous  piece  of  fcurnlity  ?  Zounds,  give 
me  my  cane,  I  will  go  dire6lly  to  the  rafcally 
printer's,  and 

Lady  Rife.  But  fuppofe,  Sir  Robert,  the 
printer  fhould  not  be  pafTive,  and,  in  return 
for  the  ftrokes  of  your  cane,  fliould  leave  the 
marks  of  his  nails  in  your  face. 

Sir  Rch.  There  may  be  fomething  in  that, 
as  your  ladyfhip  fays,  I  have  heard  fome  of 
the  rogues  are  ftrong  and  fturdy  enough. 

Lady  Rife.  And,  firft,  let  us  be  fure  who 
the  party  is  the  paragraph  points  at. 

Sir  Rob, 
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Sir  Rob.  Hey  !  what  d'ye  fay  ?  points  at  ? 
Vhy,  it  is  as  clear  as  the  fun — Intakes  the  paper] 
banker — Monument—  firft:  venture — zounds 
they  might  as  well  have  publifhed  my  name, 
and  my  daughter's,  at  length. 

Lady  Rife.  Why,  to  fay  truth,  the  marks 
are  pretty  ilrong ;  but  ftill  let  us  coolly  confi- 
der  the  cafe.  Kitty,  go  down ;  Lucy,  my 
dear,  leave  Sir  Robert  and  me  together  a 
little.  {Exit  Lucy  and  Kitty. 

Sir  Rob,  Ay,  go,  child,  pr'ythee  go.  I 
don't  believe.  Lady  Rifcounter,  that  there  is 
a  fingle  man  in  the  Ward,  who  would  have 
the  leaft  hefitation  in  pronouncing  who  was — 

Lady  Rife.  Well,  but  don't  let  us  be  in 
fuch  hurry  to  make  the  application  ourfelves; 
the  malice  of  others  will  be  ready  enough  to 
do  that :  let  me  fee,  is  there  no  other  banker 
lives  near  the  Monument  ? 

Sir  Rob,  Not  that  I  know ;  but  fuppofe 
there  fhould,  here,  the  weft  end  of  the  town, 
and  the  amiable  baronet,  puts  the  matter  out 
of  difpute :  hey,  what  d'ye  fay  ?— 

Lady  Rife.  That,  indeed ;  but,  hold  a  lit- 
tle, does  not  it  mention  the  name  of  the  para- 
mour ?     Ay,  here  it  is,  J-— S. 

Sir  Rob,     J— s. 

Lady  Rife.  J— s,  I  don't  recoWtdi  any 
body  that  vifits  here,  whofe  name  thofe  letters 
will  fuit. 

Sir  Rob,  There  is  no  Jones,  nor  Joddrell 
poo,  pox,  that  is  an  L— nor  Jennings,  nor 
Jarvis,  nor  Jenkins,  nor 

Lady  Rife,     Not  that  I  recolle6l. 

Sir  Rob,  _ There   is    Jacobs  the  Jew,    but 

he 
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he  is  as  old  as  one  of  the  patriarchs,  with  his 
beard  down  to  his  breeches  ;  they  can  never 
mean  him. 

Lady  Rife,  Poo  !  that's  too  abfurd  to  fup- 
pofe :  but  flay,  are  there  no  other  diftinguifh- 

ing  marks  ?    urn,   um, '*  J s,    clerk  of 

her  father's."  I  own  that  paflage  efcaped 
me. 

Sir  Rob,  Hey !  what  did  you  fay  ?  and  me 
too,  one  of  my  clerks !  who  can  that  be  ? 
J s,  the  two  letters  belonging  to  a  fur- 
name. 

Lady  Rife.     So  I  fhould  imagine. 

Sir  Rob.     Zounds !   it  can  never  be  James. 

Lady  Rijc.     James  ! 

Sir  Rcb.  An  impudent,  eternal,  damn'd  fon 
of  a  bitch  1  this  is  the  confequence  of  taking 
beggars  into  your    bofom. 

Lady  RiJc.  But,  Sir  Robert 

Sir  '^Rob,  Don't  mention  it,  Madam  ;  was 
not  he  the  thirteenth  fon  of  a  itarv'd  Curate  in 
Eilex,  ragged  as  their  colts,  and  knew  about 
as  much  as  one  of  their  calves — 'did  not  I  feed, 
cloath,  take  him  into  my  houfe,  treat  him  as  if 
he  had  been — and,  in  return,  the  villian  to 
difl^onour  my  child  ! 

Lady  RiJc,  You  are  too  impatient.  Sir 
Robert  j  why  fhonld  you  fix  all  at  once  upon 
James?  I  have  obferved  the  lad's  behaviour 
to  be  difcreet  and  modeflj  nay,  indeed,  rather 
fhy  and  referv'd. 

Sir  Rob  ,  That  is  true  enough,  Imuflown. 
I  never  remark'd  the  boy  to  be  prefumptuous 
and  forward,  like  fome  of"  our  pert  prigs  of  the 
city,    but,  as   your    laJyIhip    obferves,  rather 

bafhful 
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bafhful  and  fhy.  No,  no,  it  can  never  be 
him. 

Lady  Rife,  Not  but  I  have  known  people 
with  that  fpecious  outfide  appearance,  carrv 
minds  as  malignant  and  daring 

Sir  Rob,  The  curfedeft  fly  dogs  upon  earth: 
hypocrify  is  the  fineft  veil  for  a  villian.  I  al- 
ways fufpeded  there  was  fomething  bad  behind 
his  folemn  fan6lified  look :  I  don't  believe  the 
fcoundrel  ever  fwore  an  oath  fince  he  came  into 
the  houfe.  There  is  a  villian  for  you,  my 
dear. 

Lady  Rife.  Nay,  but  my  dear,  let  us  con  - 
elude  nothing  ralhly.  Suppofe  you  fend  for 
James  up,  and  fift  him  a  little  ? 

Sir  Rob,     That    may'nt  be   amifs who's 

there  ? 

Lady  Rife,  Not  that  I  believe  he  will  be  ever 
brought  to  confefs. 

Sir  Rob.  He!  no,  no,  curfe  him.  Him! 
you  will  never  catch  him  at  that :  you  might 
as  well  hope  to  extra6t  fugar  from  fait.  I  may 
as  well  let  him  alone. 

Lady  Rife,     Let  us  fee  him,  however. 

Ejiter  a  Servant. 

Sir  Rob,  True.  Let  James  know  that  I 
want  him^,  but  don't  tell  the  fellow  I  am  angry, 
and  fo  get  him  to  ikulk  out  of  the  way. 

Ser,  I  did  not  know  that  your  worfhip  was 
angry,  'till  you  told  me  your — 

Sir  Hob,  I  tell  you  !  my  dear,  did  I  fay 
any  fuch  thing  ?  You  prying,  impertinent — 
Go,  and  do  as  you  are  bid.  \_Exit  Servant. 

Lady  Rife,  I  don't  think  it  unlikely,  Sir 
Robert,  but  ibmeidle  acquaintance,  without  con- 
fid  erin  2 
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fidering  the  confequences,  may  have  inferted 
this  malicious  article,  by  way  of  plealantryy 
as  a  kind  of  jeft  upon  James. 

Sir  Rob,  Nothing  fo  probable.  Lady  Rif- 
counter  :  this  town  fwarms  with  fuch  forward, 
frivolous  puppies. 

Enter  Servant. 

Well,  where  Is  James  ? 

Ser,     Sir,  he  is  not  within. 

Sir  Rob.  What,   is  the  rafcal  run  off? 

Lady  Rife,  No,  my  dear,  perhaps  only  gone 
out  with  fomx  bills  for  acceptance. 

Sir  Rob,  Like  enough.  When  will  he  be 
back  ? 

Ser,  The  refl  of  the  clerks  have  not  feen  him 
to-day. 

Sir  Rob.  Not  feen  him  to-day  ?  what  are  all 
of  them  blind  then  ? 

Lady  Rife.  Nay,  Sir  Robert,  perhaps  he 
has  not  been  in  the  fhop. 

Ser.  So  they  fay.  \_Exit, 

Sir  Rob.  Then  they  could  not  fee  him,  in- 
deed. Not  in  the  fhop  ?  nay,  then  the  bufi- 
nefs  is  clear;  guilt,  guilt,  flight  is  full  as  bad 
as  confeffion. 

Lady  Rijc.  It  does  look  fufpicious,  I  own  ; 
but  then  nothing  ill  can  happen  without  your 
daughter's  concurrence,  and  you  have  not  the 
leaft  doubt  of  her. 

Sir  Rob.  Doubt !   hey  ! 

Lady  RiJc*  i^nd,  in  ic^d^^  have  nothing  to 
fear. 

Sir  Rob.  Fear  !  doubt  !  I  hope  your  Lady^ 
fhip  has  no  m.ore  doubts  than  myfelf. 

Lady 
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Lady  Rife.  Why  lliould  I  ?  how  does  this  af- 
fair concern  me? 

Sir  Rob,  As  it  concerns  me.  Lady  Rifcoun- 
ter;  do  you  fuppofe  I  fhould  have  been  indif- 
ferent, if  fuch  a  charge  had  fallen  on  Lucy  ? 

Lady  Rife.  Such  a  charge  can  never  fall  upon 
my  daughter  Lucy. 

Si7'  Rob.  Full  as  foon  as  on  my  daughter 
Lydia. 

Lady  Rife.  I  am  not.  Sir  Robert,  fo  certain 
of  that. 

Sir  Rob.  Lady  Rifcounter,  you  begin  to 
alarm  me ;  you  know  more  of  this  matter  than 
you  are  willing  to  own. 

Lady  Rife.  Whatever  I  know.  Sir  Robert,  I 
am  refolved  not  to  communicate. 

Sir  Rob.     And  why  not  ? 

Lady  Rife.  Whatever  a  mother-in-law  fays, 
the  good-natured  world  always  imputes  to 
malice. 

Sir  Rob.  Generally  the  cafe,  I  mufl  own. 
But  to  me  you  may,  nay,  you  ought  ro  reveal. 

Lady  Rife.  Since  you  are  fo  earneft,  I  own 
fome  rumours  have  reach'd  me. 

Sir  Rob.     Of  what  kind  ? 

Lady  Rife.  You  will  pardon  me  there:  if 
you  will  examine  your  daughter's  maid,  Kitty; 
fhe,  I  am  told,  can  fatisfy  all  your  enquiries. 

Sir  Rob.  An  artful  baggage,  I  know.  For 
heaven's  fake,  my  dear,  fend  her  hither  dire6lly. 

Lady  Rife.     But  not  the  leaft  mention  of  me. 

[Exit, 

Sir  Rob.  Very  well,  I  never  obferv*d  the 
ieail  correfpondence  between  Lydia  and  James: 
but  what  of  that?  they  would  take  good  care,  I 
warranty  to  conceal  it  from  me. 

Enter 
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Enter  Kitty. 

So,  I  find  you  were  the  go-between,  the  little 
infamous  agent  in  this  curs'd 

Kitty.     Sir  Robert — 

Sir  Rob,  You  muft  have  been  a  volunteer ; 
I  am  fure,  James  was  not  able  to  bribe  you,  for 
he  is  as  poor  as  a  pillag'd  black  in  Bengal. 

Kitty,     Really,  Sir,  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Sir  Rob.  You  mean,  hufTey,  you  won't : 
Come,  you  may  as  well  tell  me  all  the  particu- 
lars concerning  Lydia  and  James ;  with  the 
main  article,  you  feel  am  already  acquainted. 

Kitty.  Don't  prefs  me,  pray  Sir;  I  would 
rather  die  than  fay  any  thing  to  hurt  my  young 
miflrefs . — ;  Cries ) 

Sir  Rob.  Nay,  prithee,  Kitty,  don't  cry, 
you  are  a  good  girl,  and  love  my  daughter,  I 
fee. 

Kitty.  And  not  without  reafon,  for  fhe  has 
been  the  kindeft,  befl — — 

Sir  Rob.  Nay,  till  now,  fhe  was  ever  an 
amiable  girl;  but  here,  child,  you  will  do  her 
a  capital  fervice. 

Kitty.     Indeed,   Sir. 

Sir  Rob.  For  if  herafFeclions  are  fix'd  upon 
Jannes,  tho'  I  may  lament,  I  fhall  not  oppofe 
him. 

Kitty.  Since  that  is  the  cafe,  I  can't  fay,  but 
early  one  morning,  hearing  a  noife  in  Mifs  Ly- 
dia's  apartment,  1  ftepp'd  down  to  fee  what  was 
the  matter. 

Sir  Rob.     Well  ? 

Kitty.  Juft  as  I  got  at  the  foot  of  the  fta:rs, 
her  door  opeu'd,  and  out  came  Mr.  James. 

Sir  Rob. 
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Sir  Roh,  Did  he  ?  and  why  did  not  you  alarm 
the  houfe  and  feize  the  villain  diredlly  ? 

Kitty.  That,  Sir,  would  have  ruined  my 
Lady's  reputation  at  once. 

Sir  Roh.  True  enough,  you  did  wifely.  Did 
the  fellow  perceive  you  ? 

Kitty.  Yes,  Sir,  and  made  me  a  fign  to  be 
filent. 

Sir  Rob.     I  don't  doubt  it. 

Kitty.  Indeed,  he  came  to  me  two  hours 
after,  told  me  he  had  a  paffion  for  Mifs,  never 
could  9;et  an  opportunity  of  difclofing  his  mind, 
and  defperate,  at  finding  his  hopes  on  the  point 
of  being  ruin'd,  he  hadllolen  that  morning  in- 
to her  chaiiiber,  humbly  to  implore  her  com- 
panion and  pity. 

Sir  Roh.  He  chofe  a  fine  time  and  place  for 
the  purpofe. 

Kitty.  On  his  knees  he  defired,  I  would  not 
difclofe  to  any  mortal  what  I  had  feen. 

Sir  Roh.     Which  you  fhould  not  have  done. 

Kitty.  He  was  too  late  in  his  caution ;  not 
five  minutes  before  I  had  told  it  to  Mrs.  Hem- 
fliot,  Mifs  Lucy's  maid. 

Sir  Roh.    No  wonder  then  thefbory  is  public. 

Kitty.  I  am  certain  fure,  niy  young  MiiLrt  f$  is 
innocent,  for  Mr.  James  vowed  and  declared 
he  was  all  upon  honour. 

Sir  Roh.  The  malice  of  mankind  will  ne- 
ver be  brought  to  believe  \:-y  you  may  go. 
\^Exit  Kitty.]  So  rhe  girl's  reputation  is  gone, 
and  a  retreat  from  the  world  the  only  choice 
that  is  left  her :  all  my  calamities  are  come  up- 
on me  at  once;  my  child  ruin'd,  and  from  the 
general  diftrefs,  my  own  f^ime  and  fortune  on 
the  brink    of    dc{lru<^lion  :    the   attorney    and 

broker 
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broker  will  be  inftantly  here  to  contrive  means 
for  propping  my  tottering  credit.  Am  I  in  a 
condition  to  think  of  expedients,  or  to  liften 
to — 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.     A  card,  Sir.  \Exit^ 

Sir  Rob.  [Reads.  ]  ^^  Sir  James  Biddulph's 
^^  compliments  to  Sir  Robert  Rifcounter,  and 
*'  if  convenient  will  take  the  liberty  to  wait  on 
"  him  this  morning."  Prepar'd,  as  I  expeded, 
our  misfortunes  have  reach'd  him,  and  he  comes 
to  break  off  the  match  -,  he  is  not  to  be  blam'd. 
This  rajfh,  inconfiderate — I'll  to  her,  and  if  ilie 
has  the  lead  a^^om  of  leellingj  'U — And  yet, 
how  could  the  poor  girl  help  his  intrufion  ?  Ihe 
might  be  ignorint,  and  yet  the  feliow  without 
encouragement,  would  never  have  dared  to — - 
Yet  the  impudence  of  fome  men  is  amazing, 
and  fo  indeed  is  the  folly  of  women  :  the  origi- 
nal fault  mull  be  his.  But  her  after-compli- 
ance makes  her  equally  guilty,  for  had  fhe  dif- 
approv'd,  fhe  would  have  reveal'd  the  hdi  tq 
her  mother  or  me.  That,  that,  condemns  her 
at  once  ^  I  will  to  her  dire^ly,  and  find  out  the 
full  extent  of  her  guilt.  [Z.y/V, 
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ACT         II. 

Mijs  Lucy  and  Mifs  Lydia  dijcovered, 

Lucy,  i  O  us,  indeed,  who  are  encum- 
ber'd  with  fathers  and  mochers,  marriage  is  a 
convenient  bufinefs  enough. 

Lydia,  And  why  on  that  account,  my  dear 
Lucy  ? 

Lucy,  As  it  makes  one  the  entire  miflrefs 
of  one's  time,  and  one  is  accountable  to  no 
mortal  for  what  one  fays  or  docs. 

Lydia,     What,  Lucyj  not  to  your  hufband  ? 

Lucy.  Nay,  don't  be  prudifh,  my  dear : 
you  are  going  back  to  the  days  of  Queen  Befsj 
who  talks  now  of  obedience  and  duty  ?  ridicu- 
lous !  her  majefly's  old  fardingale  is  not  more 
out  of  falhion. 

Lydia.     No ! 

Lucy,  No  :  one  reads-  in  books,  indeed,  of 
nuptial  ties  and  conjugal  love;  mere  obfolete, 
fluff!  modern  marriages  are  mere  matters  of 
interefl. 

Lydia,     Interefl! 

Lucy.  Ay,  child;  for  infl^ce  now.  Sir 
Thomas  Perkins,  our  neighbour,  finding  that 
Mifs  Williams  has  a  good  parcel  of  land,  which 
being  contiguous  to  his  eftate,  will  be  very  pro- 
per for  him  to  pofTefs  j  immediately  fends  his 
rent-roll  a-courting  to  her's.  The  parchments 
are  produced  on  both  fides,  and  no  .mpedi* 
ments,  that  is  incumbrance  appearing,  a 
couple  of  lawyers  marry  the  manors  together. 

Lydia, 
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Lydia.  Without  the  leaft  regard  to  the  per- 
fons  ? 

Lucy.  Poo^  perfons !  they  are  confider'd, 
child,  as  manfion-houfes  upon  the  eftates,  which 
one  lives  in,  or  negleds,  juft  as  they  happen  to  be 
convenient,  or  not. 

Lydia.  But  fuppofe,  Lucy,  as  in  mine,  there 
fhould  happen  to  be  no  land  in  the  cafe  ? 

Lucy.  Then,  child,  the  bargain  is  alter'd  ; 
you  depofit  fo  much  money,  and  he  grants  you 
fuch  an  annuity  j  a  mereSmithiield  bargain,  that 
is  all. 

Lydia.  A  pretty  pi6lure  you  give  me  of 
marriage  !  But  this  is  all  raillery,  Lucy;  I  am 
fure  you  would  never  fubmit  to  this  barter  and 
I'ale. 

Lucy.  I  Ihould  do  like  the  reft  of  the  world. 
V7e  ^c^^?L  take  thing-s  as  we  find  them.  You 
are  not  lb  foolifn  as  to  be  fond  of  Sir  James 
Biddulph,  my  d<jar  r 

Lydia.  Fond  ?  the  expreflion  is  ftrong^  you 
muft  imagine  I  prefer  him  to  the  reft  of 

Lucy.  Why,  as  to  nii  appearance,  it  muft 
be  own'd,  tha:  the  mianuon  is  a  pretty  modern 
ftruc:i;re  -nouglT,  well  builr,  and  prettily  fi- 
niiii'd  :  I  can't  indeed  fay,  his  upper  Uory  is 
furrdih'd   qiuce  tomytafte. 

Lydia,  N,:v,  Lucy^  ncv/  you  arc  unjuft,  the 
whole  world  ^  j::ci:r  in  giving  him  lenle. 

Lucy.  Nay,  that  iirticie  is  not  very  mate- 
ri;^i.  If  1  had  him,  t]i;^t  is  a  part  of  his  hGu;c, 
with  which  I  (l:oLld  held  very  little  commjn-- 
cation,  my  deai.  Bu^,  however,  you  love 
him  t 

Lydia,  Or  I  am  fure  I  never  v/cvdd  have 
hi  n. 
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Lucy,  And  I  fuppofe  if  any  accident  was 
to  break  off  this  nmatch,  it  would  make  you  very 
unhappy  ? 

Lydia,     Can  you  doubt  it,  my  dear  ? 

Lucy.  There  is  one  evil  that  ,attends  thefe 
ridiculous  contrails. 

Lydia.  You  don't  look  upon  love  then  as 
an  eiTential  ingredient? 

Lucy.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  filly  and  lingular ;  do 
you  know,  Lydia,  why  Love  is  always  painted 
as  blind  ? 

Lydia.  There  are  many  caufes  afligned  by 
the  poets. 

Lucy.  But  not  one  has  given  the  true  one : 
becaufe  the  little  rogue  fliuts  our  eyes  to  our 
intereils. 

Lydia.  Fye,  Lucy,  where  could  you  get 
thefe  narrow  and  libertine  notions  ? 

Lucy,  A  littl-:^  more  experience  will  tell  you. 
But  here  comes  Sir  Robert  3  not  a  word  of  what 
has  paffed. 

Lydia.  I  Ihall,  my  dear  Lucy,  for  your  fake, 
endeavour  to  forget  all  you  have  faid. 

Enter  Sir  Robert  Rifcounter. 

Sir  P^ob.  Lucy,  you  may  go  down.  \_Exit 
Lucy.]  After  what  has  pafs'd,  you  will  not  be 
furpriz'd  that  I  infill  upon  your  immediately 
quitting  my  houfe  ! 

Lydia.     Quitting  the -houfe.  Sir  ! 

Sir  Rob.  Your  fortune  is  independent  and 
large  ,;  you  will  no  doubt  be  happy  in  efcaping 
from  the  obferving  eye  of  a  father. — ^I  v/ill  be 
cool,  and  defire  only  an  anfwer  to  a  very  few 
queflions.  Since  the  death  of  your  mother 
(who  is  happy  in  having  efcap'd  the  knowledge 

of 
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of  this    infamous    biifinefs)   have  I    been  ever 
wanting  in  any  a6l  of  pr.ternal  affevSlion  ? 

Lydia,  For  Heaven's  flike.  Sir,  what  can 
be  the  meaning  of 

Sir  Rob.  Come,  no  evafions,  but  anfwei' 
briefly  yes,  or  no,  to  my  quefiions. 

Lydia.     No,  Sir. 

Sir  Rob.  After  my  firfl:  care  to  educate  you 
fit  for  the  world,  has  it  not  been  my  principal 
ftudy  to  fettle  you  properly  in  it  ? 

Lydia.     Mofl  affu redly.  Sir. 

Sir  Rob.  And  knowing  to  what  temptations 
girls  at  your  age  are  exposed,  did  I  not  feek  out 
a  man  of  rank,  honour,  and  fortune,  to  be 
your  protedlor  and  guardian  for  life  ? 

Lydia.     I  confefs  it. 

Sir  Rob.  Did  you  ever  exprefs  the  leafl: 
dlflikc  to  Sir  James  Biddulph's  addrefs  ? 

Lydia.     Never. 

Sir  Rob.  How  could  you  then  fo  far  forget 
what  you  owe  to  me,  and  yourlelf,  as  privately 
to  harbour  and  encourage  a  paiTion 

Lydia.  I  am  confounded. 

Sir  Rob.  For  an  objedl  too  unfuitable  in 
every  relpccl :  for  a  mere  creature  of  charity  ? 

Lydia.     Charity  ! 

Sir  Rob.  Ay,  for  it  was  compafllon  to  the 
father*s  numerous  fim.ily  that  induced  me  to' 
take  James  into  iny  houfe. 

Lydia.  James!  what  of  him  ?  or  what  rela- 
tion. Sir,  can  he  have  to  me  ? 

Sir  Rob.  This  is  aiionifning  in  a  girl  of  her 
years.  What  then»  you  know  nothing  of  this* 
fellow's  affediions  ? 

Lydia.  For  me  ? 

Sif 
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Sir  Rch.  Aye,  for  you.  No  billet-doux,  no 
private  meetinpiG,  no  Healing  into  your  cham- 
ber before  the  fervants  were  out  of  their 
beds  ? 

Lydia.  Amazing  !  and  who.  Sir,  has  dared 
to  infnuate — 

Sir  Rob.  Infinua  s  !  why  the  tale  is  the 
talk  of  the  town  :  all  the  morning  papers  are 
full  on't. 

Lydia.  Wh^t  can,  Sir,  be  the  meaning  of 
this  ?  is  it  pomble  you  can  think.  Sir,  your 
daughter  fo  abandoned,  fo  lofl 

Siv  Rob.     Hey ! 

Lydia.  Recolle6l,  deai  Sir,  I  befeech  you, 
have  i,  in  the  whole  courfe  of  my  life,  ever  once 
dared  to  deceive  you  ? 

Sir  Rob.  Why,  Child,  I  can't  fay  that  you 
have.  Bur  in  this  cafe,  there  is  fuch  pofitive 
proof. 

Lydia.     Of  what  kind,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Sir  Rob.  Facts,  fads,  well  attefted ;  fo  don't 
pretend  to  deny. 

Lydia.     Atteiled  !  by  whom  ? 

Sir  Rob.  Their  names  are  needlefs  at  pre- 
fent.  But  what  motive  or  intereft  could  any 
one  hdvr  to  invent,  or  propagate? 

Lydia.  None,  that  I  can  difcover;  but,  how- 
ever firong  the  appc-runce,  if  either  in  thought, 
word,  or  deed,  there  nas  any  thing,  either  cn- 
minal  or  culpable,  pafied  between  me  and 

Sir  Rob,  What,  iio  declarations  ?  no  inter- 
vie  v^^s  ? 

Lydia.  No  more  than  with  any  other  man  in 
your  fervxce. 

Sir  Rob,  Afloniihing  ! 

Lydia. 
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Lydia.  If  the  contrary  can  be  made  to  appear, 
abandon  me,  Sir,  at  once  to  that  world,  already 
fo  prepoffefs'd  to  my  prejudice,  the  greateft 
misfortune  that  can  ever  befall  me. 

Sir  Rob,  Well,  child,  rife ;  I  can't  help 
giving  credit  to  what  you  aver.  But  how  to 
perfuade  the  refl  of— 

Enter  a    Servant. 

Somebody  wants  me  ?  as  I  expecfled.  Sir  James. 
Biddulph,  I  reckon? 

Ser.  No,  Sir,  a  couple  of  gentlemen  who 
fay  they  came  by  appointment. 

Sir  Rob.  I  guefs  who  they  are.  Another 
bad  bufinefs.  Shew  them  into  the  parlour. 
[Exit  Servant.]     You   don't  know  half  your 

•father's  afflidtions go,   child,  go  into   your 

chamber. 

Lydia,     I  hope  my  father  believes  me  ? 

Sir  Rob.  I  do,  I  do.  As  focn  as  I  have 
difpatch'd  thefe  gentlemen,  I  will  fee  you 
again.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE,     A  Parlour. 

Enter  Pillage    and  Rcfource. 

Pil.  Ay,  take  my  word  for  it,  Mr.  Refource, 
In  the  whole  round  of  the  law,  an'i,  thank 
Heaven,  the  dominions  are  pretty  extenfive, 
there  is  not  a  nicer  road  to  hit  than  the  region 
of  Bankrupts. 

ReJ.  I  fhould  have  thought  it  a  turnpike,  for 
you  feehoweafily  even  a  country  attorney  can 
find  it. 

Pil. 
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PiL  Tfhaw!  what,  amongfl:  manufa6lurers, 
knd  meagre  mechanicks?  fellows  not  worth 
powder  and  ihot  ;  and  yet  thefe  paltry  provin- 
cials, mafter  Refouree,  are  often  obliged  to  fo- 
licit  my  aid- 

Ref.     Indeed ! 

FiL  Wliy,  t'other  day,  a  poor  dog,  over 
head  and  ears  in  debt  from  the  country,  was 
recommended  to  me  by  a  client:  the  fellow  had 
fcrap'd  together  all  he  could  get,  and  came  up 
to  town,  with  a  view  of  running  beyond  fea, 
but  I  flopped  him  diredlly. 

Ref.     RexUy  1 

PiL  O,  ay,  in  a  couple  of  months  wafh*d 
him  as  white  as  a  fheep  that  is  juft  fhorn. 

Ref.     How  did  you  bring  it  about? 

PiL  Eafy  enough.  Made  him  take  a  houfe 
in  Cheapfide,  call'd  him  a  citizen  in  the  London 
Gazette,  arid  his  name  of  John  Madge,  (being 
as  common  as  carrots)  not  a  foul  in  the  country 
fufpedled  that  it  was  he. 

Ref,  How  Ihould  they  ? 

PiL  Pajfe'd  a  few  necefTary  notes  to  get  him 
number  and  value,  white-wafh'd  him,  and  fent 
him  home  to  his  wife. 

Ref     Cleanly  arid  cleverly  done. 

PiL     When   the   country  chaps  brought  in 
their  bills,  he  drew  out  of  his  pocket  a  certifi 
cate,  and  gave  them  a  receipt  in  full  for  all  thcif 
demands. 

Ref  How  the  l6obie^  muft  look. 

PiL  Chop-fallen,  no  doubt  j  but  he's  in  bu- 
finefs  again. 

Ref     He  is? 

PiL  O  yes,  and  1  hear  does  very  well.  For 
I  left  him  two  hundred  out  of  the  fix  he  brought 

with. 
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with  him,  to  begin  the  world  with  credit 
afrefli. 

Ref,     Very  generous  indeed,  Mr.  Pillage. 

PiL  O  !  a  trifling  affair,  got  little  by  it  ! — - 
for  the  matter  of  that,  a  mere  flatiite  is  not 
much  in  itfelf. 

Ref.  Ay  !  Well  I  thought  it  brought  pretty 
perqiiifites  with  it. 

PiL  No,  no;  it  is  a  good  hot-bed  indeed 
to  raife  chancery  fuits  in. 

Ref.  Ay,  that  is  a  produce  that  deferves 
propagation. 

PiL  What,  I  fee  you  have  found  a  remedy 
for  Mafter  Monk  of  the  Minories  ?  I  thought 
his  was  an  incur.ible  c?S^. 

R^J,  Only  ikinn'd  over  the  fere,  mailer  Pil- 
lage, it  will  foon  break  out  again. 

PiL     What  were  i\\g  means  that  you  ufed  ^. 

Rtf.  Got  fome  friends  of  mine  to  advance 
him  cafh  on  a  proiect. 

PiL     Of  what  kind? 

Ref.  A  fchemc  of  his^,  to  monopolize  fprats 
and  potatoes. 

PiL     And  it  took  ? 

Ref.  Oh!  there  was  no  danger  of  that.  The 
people  of  this  country  are  always  ready  to  bite 
at  a  bubble. 

PiL     Will  it  hold? 

Ref.  Pfliaw!  We  lliall  break  before  the  fea- 
fon  for  fprats,  and  as  to  the  potatoes,  we  had 
laid  in  a  fliip  load  or  two. 

PiL     For  which  you  procured  a  good  price? 

Ref.  Not  a  foufe.  lliey  are  all  now  in  our 
cellars  in  Southwark,  and  have  fhot  out  branches 
as  tall  as  the  trees  in  the  Park. 

PiL  Ha!  ha!  ha!  but  apropos,  can  you 
guefs  Sir  Robert's  bufnlefs  withus  ?  Ref, 
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ReJ,     Very  near,  I  believe. 

Fil.     What,  the  houie  is  not  a  tumbling  ? 

ReJ.     A  pretty  large  crack. 

FiL  Which  he  wants  our  afliftance  to  plaif^ 
ter.  Why,  I  thought  the  knight  was  as  firm  as 
a  rock. 

ReJ.  I  knew  better  things.  I  faw  the  man- 
fion  was  daily  decaying.    Hufh,  here  he  come.s. 

Enter  Sir  Robert,  Jo  I  lowed  by  a  Clerk. 

Sir  Rob.  As  we  have  effe^ls  in  our  liands, 
accept  the  bills  to  be  lure.  But  how  to  dif- 
charge  them  when  they  are  due. — So,  gentle- 
men, I  have  fent  for  you  to  beg  your  aiTiftance. 

Pil.  Sir  Robert,  v/e  lliall  be  very  happy  to 
ferve  you,  if  you  will  tell  us  but  how. 

Sir  Rob.  V/hy,  to  deal  plainly,  gentlemen, 
my  affairs  are  come  to  a  crifis,  and  without 
fome  lubftantial  and  fpeedy  aflj-ftance,  my  cre- 
dit will  quickly  expire. 

Pil.  You  iurprize  me  :  I  never  gucfs'd  it  in 
danger.  Pray,  Sir  Robert,  what  brought  on 
the  difeafe,  was  it  an  alley  fever,  or  a  gradual 
decay.? 

Sir  Rob.  A  complication  of  caufes.  Not 
but  I  could  have  v/eachcrVl  them  all,  had  the 
houie  in  l-Iolland  buc  ftood,  their  failure  mud 
be  followed  by  mine. 

Pil.     What,  Van  Swieten's? 

Sir  Rob.  Have  you  heard  any  thing  of  him 
to-day? 

Pil.  No  doubt,  I  believe,  of  their  (lopping; 
tlieir  bills  v/ere  offered  at  Garraway's  under  forty 
per  cent.  As  your  name  is  not  blown  upon 
yet,  fuppofe  you  coin  a  couple  of  quires !  don't 
you  think  the  circulation  might  ferve  you  .? 

Sir 
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Sir  Rob.  No,  that  mint  is  exhaufted,  and 
private  paper  return'd  to  its  primitive  value. 
My  real  cafe  can  be  no  longer  conceal'd.  I  mud 
flop,  and  fhould  be  glad  of  your  advice  how 
to  manage  the  matter. 

FiL  There  are  two  methods  in  ufe.  The 
choice  will  depend  on  how  your  affairs  ftand 
with  the  world. 

Sir  Rob,     Bitter  bad,  Mr.  Pillage. 

PiL  I  guefs'd  as  much,  by  your  fending  for 
us.  They  treat  us,  Mafter  Rcfource,  like  a 
couple  of  quacks,  never  apply  but  in  defperate 
cafes. 

Ref.  But  in  all  difeafes  there  are  different  de- 
grees. 

PiL  True;  for  inlfance,  if  you  find  you  arc 
pretty  near  on  a  par,  with  perhaps  a  fmall  ba- 
lance per  contra,  fummon  your  creditors,  lay 
your  conditions  fully  before  them,  convince 
them  you  liave  a  fund  to  anfwer  all  their  de- 
manc^s,  and  crave  a  refpite  for  thrcv  or  four 
years. 

Sir  Rch.  Juft  to  call  in  my  debts,  aad  make 
the  mofl:  of  my  other  eFecls  ? 

Ref.  True  ;  as  the  Englifh  merchants  have 
a  good  deal  of  milk  in  their  blood,  that  is  a  fa- 
vour rarely  reRifed. 

Sir  Rch.  This,  Mailer  Pillage,  will  be  only 
deferring  the  evil. 

Pil.  That  is,  Sir  Robert,  as  you  manage 
the  cards.  Don't  jou  fee  that  the  length  of 
time,  with  the  want  or  wifh  of  ready  money  for 
trade,  will  difpofe  the  bulk  of  your  creditors  to 
fell  their  debts  at  a  lofs  of  thirty  or  forty  per 
cent.  ? 

Sir  Roh.     True. 
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Ref.     No  contemptible  fum,  when   a  man's 
di^alings  are  large. 

Sir  Rob,     But  how  Ihall  I  profit  by — 
PiL  .  What  hinders  you  from  privately  buy- 
ing the  debts  ? 

Sir  Rob,     That,  indeed — 
Ref.     A  fine  fortune  fav'd  out  of  the  fire. 
PiL     True.     And  now  we  talk  of  the  fire, 
for  a  prefent  fupply,  you  may  burn  a  warehoufe 
or  two>  after  it  has  been  gutted  of  all  its  con- 
tents. 

Ref,  And  recover  the  full  amount  of  the 
policy. 

Pit.     Did  you  never  try  that  ? 
Ref.     No,    I  don't  think  he  has  done  any 
^hing  in  the  firp  way  yet ;  have  you.  Sir  Robert? 
Sir  Rob.     Never  once  came  into  my  head. 
PiL     May  be  not ;  oh  !  for  a  fertile  brain, 
there  are  many  means  to  be   ufed  j  but  what 
d'ye  fay  to  my  plan  ? 

Sir  Rob.  What,  the  fummoning  fcheme  ?  I 
am  fo  involved,  that  I  am  afraid  that  proje6l: 
will  never  prevail. 

PiL  Then  you  have  nothing  left  but  a  fta- 
pte. 

Sir  Rob.  But  if  my  certificate  fhould  not  be 
granted  ? 

PiL  That  is.  my  proper  bufinefs.  Sir  Ro- 
bert. If  we  find  your  creditors  inclined  to  be 
crufly,  there  will  be  no  difficulty  in  creating  de- 
mands to  get  number  and  value. 

Sir  Rob.  That  will  fwell  my  debts  to  a 
moflrous  amount. 

Ref.  So  much  the  more  for  your  honour; 
con  fid  er  you  are  a  knight,  and  your  dignity  de- 
mands you  Hiould  fail  for  a  capital  fum. 

Sir 
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Sir  Roh.     Does  it  ? 

Pil.  To  be  fure.  Why,  you  would  not 
fneak  into  the  Gazette  like  a  Birmingham  but- 
ton-maker. 

Ref,     Oh  fie ! 

Pil.  He  would  never  after  be  able  to  fhew 
his  head  upon  Change. 

Ref.     Never,  never. 

Pil.  And  then,  you  know,  what  with  the 
portable  ftutF,  fuch  as  jewels,  or  cafh,  that  he 
himfelf  may  fecrete,  and  the  dividends  that  fall 
to  the  fhare  of  his  friends,  which  they  will 
doubtlefs  reftore— 

Ref.  He  will  be  fit  to  begin  the  world  again 
with  eclat. 

Pil.     In  a  much  better  condition  than  ever. 

Ref.  And  his  children's  children  will  have 
reafon  to  thank  him. 

Sir  Rob.  But  is  there  not  fome  dangler  in 
concealing  the  portable  ftufi^,  as  you  call  it? 

Pil.  Not  in  the  leaft.  Befides,  to  colour 
the  bufincfs,  you  may  colle6l  a  purfe  of  light 
guineas,  with  an  old  batter'd  family  watch,  and 
deliver  them  to  the  commilTioners,  on  your  firft 
examination. 

Ref     That  will  give  an  air  of  integrity. 

Sir  Rob.  You  feem  to  think,  then,  Gentle- 
men, that  it  is  the  duty  of  every  honeft  mer- 
chant to  break  once  at  leaft  in  his  life,  for  the 
good  of  his  family  ? 

Ref     Not  the  leaft  queftion  of  that. 

Pil.  Every  day's  pra6tice  confirms  it.  Well, 
Sir  Robert,  when  fhall  I  provide  you  the  tackle  ? 

Sir  Rob.     The  tackle  ! 

Pil.  In  about  a  month  or  fix  weeks,  I  think, 
-you  may  be  made  fit  to  appear  in  the  papers. 

Sir 
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Sir  Rob,     In  the  Gazette,  as  a  bankrupt? 

Ref.     Aye,    but  then  no  time  mud  be  lofl, 

PiL  Not  a  moment,  for  iliould  they  fmoke 
his  defign- — 

Sir  Rob,  Gentlemen,  I  muft  decline  your 
afTiftance. 

PiL     How  ? 

Sir  Rob,  For,  without  confidering  the  pri- 
vate injury  I  may  do  to  particular  perfons,  this 
mifchievous  method  mull  foon  affc6l  the  whole 
mercantile  world. 

PiL     Why,  what  has  that 

Sir  Rob,  Mutual  confidence  is  the  very 
cement  of  commerce.  That  weakened,  the 
whole  tlrn6ture  muft  fall  to  the  ground. 

Ref.     Hey! 

Sir  Rob,  From  the  praftice  of  thefe  infa- 
mous arts,  as  it  is  impofTible  they  can  be  con- 
eeal'd,  what  fufpicions,  what  jealoufies  muft 
every  man  in  trade  entertain  ? 

PtL     How! 

Sir  Rob,  What  an  injury  befides,  to  thofe  in 
my  unhappy  condition  ?  the  rifques  and  loftes 
unavoidably  conne6led  with  commerce,  pro- 
cure the  unfuccefsful trader,  generally  the  com- 
palTion,  fometimes  the  friendly  aid,  of  thofe  of 
his  order. 

Ref,  We  know  that  well  enough. 

Sir  Rob,  But  when  bankruptcy  becomes  a 
lucrative  traffic,  and  men  are  found  to  fail  with 
a  view  of  making  their  fortunes,  the  unhappy 
and  fradulent  will  be  confounded  together,  and 
puniftiment  fall  oil  his  head  who  has  a  title  to 
pity. 

PiL  The  man's  mad» 

Sir 
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Sir  Rob.  Perhaps  I  myfelf  am  a  facrificc  td 
thofe  very  arts  you  have  recommended  fo* 
warmly.  But  there  the  mifchief  fhall  end* 
Men  may  lutfcr  from  my  calamities,  but  they 
never  fhall  by  my  crimes.  [ExiL 

Pil.  Did  you  ever  meet  with  fuch  a  fquea- 
milh  old  fool?  what  could  he  mean  by  fending 
for  us  ? 

ReJ.  Who  can  tell  ?  his  head's  turn'd,  I 
fuppofe. 

FiL  I  thought  we  had  him  fure ;  but  how 
nimbly  he  has  flipped  through  our  fingers  ! 

Ref.  NecelTity  will  foon  bring  him  back  to 
our  hook.  He  is  fhy  for  the  prefent,  but  I 
warrant  he  will  bite  bye  and  bye. 

Pil.     Or  we  f]:iall  lofe  a  capital  prize. 

Ref.  Indeed,  fhould  his  friends  interpofc, 
and  matters  be  compounded  without  us. 

Pil.  That  I  have  a  fure  way  to  prevei::.  Be- 
fore an  hour  is  pafl,  I  will  tear  fuch  a  rent  irr 
his  robe,  as  I  defy  all  the  botchers  in  Europe 
to  mend. 

Ref.     By  what  means  ? 

Pil.  I  know  he  is  in  the  receipt  of  fome  go- 
vernment money  j  I  will  take  care  to  faddlc  him 
wirh  an  extent. 

Ref.     That  will  do. 

Pil.  I  fhall  only  jufl  go  and  take  out  a  eom- 
milTion  againfl  five  macaronies,  who  are  joint 
annuitants  to  a  couple  of  Jews. 

Ref.  But  how  can  you  lug  them  into  a  fla- 
tute  ?  they  are  no  dealers  you  know. 

Pil.     No  dealers?  yes,  but  they  are. 

Ref.     Aye,  of  what  kind? 

Pil.  Why,  they  are  dealers  of  cards.  [ExeujiL 

Etitef 
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Enter  Lady  Rifcoiinter,  and  Sir  Jan^s  Biddulph, 

Lady  Rife.  If  you  will  walk  in>  Sir  J'ames,  Sir 
Robert  is  a  little  bufy  at  prefent,  but  he  will 
wait  upon  you  diredtly. 

Sir  James.  I  have  no  call.  Madam,  that  pre- 
vents my  attending  his  leifure. 

Lady  Rife.  I  ftar  the  defign  of  this  vifit. 
Sir  James,  is  of  a  different  nature  from  thofe 
we  have  lately  received. 

Sir  James.  I  came,  Madam,  to  offer  my  aid 
ih  dete6ling  and  punifhing  an  infamous  calum- 
ny that  has  made  its  way  to  the  publick,  this 
morning. 

Lady  Rife.  But  reports  of  this  kind,  when 
defpifed  and  negle6led,  gradually  die  of  them- 
felves.     It  is  a  mod  unlucky  affair,  I  confefs. 

Sir  James.  Unlucky  !  mod  falfe  and  atro^ 
cious :  I  hope,  Madam,  we  fhall  be  able  todif- 
cover  its  author. 

Lady  Rife.  As  to  that^  it  is  fcarce  worth  the 
enquiry. 

Sir  James.     How,  Madam! 

Lady  Rife.  We  have  family  reafons,  Sh' 
James,  for  wifhing  to  draw  a  veil  over — 

Sir  James.  A  veil !  I  am  allonifh'dj  Lady 
Rifcounter ! 

Lady  Rife.  The  lofs  of  your  alliance,  in- 
deed, which  now  we  dare  neither  expe6t,  nor 
defire,  has  mortified  us  all  not  a  little.  If  any 
other  means  could  be  found  to  form  a  connec- 
tion between  us,  and  a  perfon  of  your  merit  and 
rank,  there  is  nothing,  I  am  fure,  I  ihould  fo 
ardently  wifh. 

Sir  James.  Your  ladylhip  is  moft  exceed- 
ingly kind. 

tady 
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Lady  Kijc.  I  hope  the  whole  family,  efpe- 
cially  myfelf  and  daughter,  are  not,  through 
the  error  of  one,  to  be  punifhed  with  thelofs  of 
your  friendihip. 

Sir  James,     You  do  me  infinite  honour. 

Lady  Rife  Indeed,  my  Lucy,  upon  this  oc- 
cafion,  I  felt  chiefly  for  you  ;  for  though  perhaps 
not  fo  impofing  and  fpecious,  as  the  girl  whofe 
lapfe  we  lament,  fhe  has  great  goodnefs  of 
hear.t,  and  a  proper  fenfe  of  your  worth. 

Sh-  James,     Mifs  Lucy  is  moft  prodigiouf- 

Lady  Rife,  But  Sir  Robert's  door  opens,  and 
as  mv  prefence  may  not  be  fo  proper  upon  this 
occafion,  I  take  my  leave,  with  the  hopes  of 
foon  receiving  a  vifit — 

Sir  James,  I  fhall  be  happy,  Madam,  in 
ftrizmg  every  occafion — ^your  ladylhip's — \_Exit 
Lady  Rifcounter.J  What  can  be  the  meaning 
of  this  ?  She  feems  to  confirm  and  credit  the 
infamous  ftory.  Sir  Robert,  I  fuppofe,  will  ex- 
plain it. 

Enter  Sir  Robert. 

Sir  Rob.  Sir  James,  I  fcarce  know  how  to 
accofl  you ;  but  the  confufion  I  feel  at  the  un- 
happy caufe  of  your  vifit. 

Sir  James,  Indeed,  Sir  Robert,  I  own  my- 
felf greatly  perplexed.  I  enter'd  your  houfc, 
full  of  the  warmeft  refentment,  and  prepar'd  to 
take  every  a6live  part  in  my  power ;  but  your 
lady  has  dropped  fome  hints,  as  if  you  wilh'd 
to  llifie  all  further  enquirv.     Prav,  Sir  Robert, 

be 
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be  candid  and  open.     This,  Sir,  I  think,  I  have 
a  right  to  demand. 

Sir  Rob.  Doubtlefs.  Nor  do  I  wifh  to  con- 
ceal :  there  is  room  for  fufpicion,  I  own ;  To 
far  Lady  Rifcoiinter  is  right;  but  yet,  Lydia — 

Sir  James,  You  have  then  feen  her,  Sir  Ro- 
bert ? — 

Sir  Rob,  Not  ten  minutes  ago.  Her  fur- 
prife  feem'd  fo  fincere,  and  fo  artlefs.  and— 

Sir  James,     Without  doubt- 

Sir  Rob,  And  fuch  ftrong  marks  of  truth, 
both  in  her  words,  and  her  looks,  that  I  confefs 
— perhaps  it  was  a  fatherly  weaknefs,  I  could 
not  help  giving  credit  to  all  that  fhe  faid. 

Sir  James.  You  did  her  but  juftice,  I  am 
fure.  I  will  pawn  my  life  upon  her  honour  and 
faith. 

Sir  Rob,  But  yet  how  to  reconcile — for.  Sir 
James,  I  will  be  impartial ;  fome  accounts  I 
have  had — 

Sir  James,  Time  can  only  do  that.  Deep- 
laid  defigns  are  not  difcovered  at  once.  If  we 
can  but  get  at  the  clue. — And  what  fleps  have 
you  taken  ?  have  you  been,  or  fent  to  the  prin- 
ter's ? 

Sir  Rob,  No.  I  did  think  of  going,  but 
my  lady  perfuaded  me,  that  the  Hep  would  be 
wrong. 

Sir  James,  For  which  fhe  had  very  good 
reafons,  no  doubt.  Will  you  give  me  leave  to 
accompany  you  thither  ? 

Sir  Rob,     If  you  think  it  right. 

Sir  James,  The  very  firfl:  thing  you  fhould 
do. 

Sir  Rob. 
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Sir  Rob.  But  fhoulcl  not  we  confult  my  I4-. 
dy  about  it  ? 

Sit  James.  The  very  laft  thing  you  fhould 
do. 

Sir  Rob.     And  why  fo  ? 

Sir  James.  I  muft  beg  to  conceal  my  reafons 
at  prefent,  I  too,  have  my  fufpicions,  Sir  Ro- 
bert. 

Sir  Rob.     You  have  ? 

Sir  James.  Which  I  fancy  you  will  foon 
find  to  be  better  founded  than  thofe  of  your  fa- 
mily. 

Sir  Rob.     Not  unlikely.  Sir  James. 

Sir  James.  Come,  Sir,  my  chariot  is  rea- 
dy. 

Sir  Rob*     I  attend  you.  Sir  James. 

[Exeunt^ 


£ND    OF     THE    SECOND    ACT* 
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ACT        III. 

Enter  Robin,  and  a   Servant  of  Sir  Robert, 

Robin,  iVl  Y  fervice  to  Mifs  Kitty,  and  I  fhould 
be  happy  to  have  the  honour  of  h^r  ear  a  mo- 
ment. 

Ser.  Of  her  ear! 

Robin,  Thefe  low  fellows  know  nothing  of 
the  phrafes  in  fafhipn,  mere  Vandals  and  Goats: 
but  I  mull  accommodate  myfelf  to  their  country. 
Will  you  tell  Mifs  Kitty  Combrufh,  that  I 
fhould  be  glad  to  fpeak  with  her,  when  fhe  is  at 
Jeifure  ? 

Ser.  Now  I  underftand  what  you  mean,  that 
V^ill  I,  Mafter  Robin.  \^Exit. 

Robin,  Damn'd  provoking  however,  to  have 
our  Ihip  funk  jufl  as  we  were  entering  the  port; 
this  could  not  happen  but  by  the  contrivance  of 
fome  of  the  crew:  our  captain  too  is  moll  hor- 
ribly hurt.  This  jade,  lam  convinced,  is  in 
%hc  whole  of  the  plot ;  but  her  own  art,  and  the 
(kill  of  her  prompter,  will  make  it  difficult  to 
get  at  the  bottom. 

Enter  Kitty, 

Kitty.  Blefs  me,  Mr.  Robin,  after  what  has 
pafs'd,  I  little  expeded  to  fee  you  again  at  our 
lioufe. 

Robin,  What  iniullice  both  to  me  and  youi- 
feif! 

Kitty,     How  fo,  Mr.  Robin  ? 

Robin,  To  your  powerful  attractions,  and 
my  proper  discernment. 

Kitty, 
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Kitty.  I  did  not  know  I  had  any  fuch  things, 
Mr.  Robin. 

Robin,  Infinite !  but  above  all,  your  pene- 
tration is  the  moil  furprifing  to  rtie.  The  con- 
juror in  the  Old  Bailey  is  a  fool  compar'd  to 
Mifs  Kitty.  You  are  abfolutely  as  knowing  as 
one  of  theCivils,  if  the  latter  part  of  your  pre- 
di6tion  was  but  as  fully  accompliih'd. 

Kitty.     What  was  that  ? 

Robin.  Our  cohabitation  in  the  fame  houfe, 
notwithflanding — 

Kitty.  Time  may  bring  that  about,  Mr. 
Robin. 

Robin,  I  don*t  comprehend  how  that  can 
happen. 

Kitty.  No  !  why,  to  make  your  mafter 
amends  for  the  lofs  of  Mifs  Lydia,  fuppofe  we 
were  to  give  him  Mifs  Lucy — 

Robin,  D'ye  call  that  making  my  mafter 
amends  ? 

Kitty.  She  is  a  good  fhowy  girl,  and  her 
fortune— 

Robin.  Will  be  no  temptation  to  him  -,  I 
know  he  detefts  her. 

Kitty.     Indeed  ! 

Robin.  Cordially.  So  that  if  that  be  the 
only  means,  I  have  nothing  left  but  defpair. 
Oh  !  Mifs  Kitty,  think  what  mifery  !  that  ten- 
der frame  has  a  tear  for  pity,  I'm  fure ;  to  be 
deprived  of  the  warmed  wiih  of  my  life,  to  be 
cut  off  for  ever — 

Kitty.     And  do  you  really  think  as  you  fay  ? 

Robin.  Nothing  but  an  amiable  ignorance 
of  your  own  charms,  could  for  a  moment  in- 
duce you  to  doubt  it. 

Kitty. 
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Kitty,  Suppofe  then,  Mr.  Robin,  we  were 
to  live  under  our  own  roof,  inftead  of  that  of 
another,  don't  you  think  it  would  be  mending 
the  matter  ? 

Robin,  It  would  be  Elyfium,  my  angel. 
But  how  to  get  at  the  means  ? 

Kitty.  If  that  is  your  objedion,  they  may 
be  eafily  found. 

Robiit.  Does  my  lovely  Kitty  think  I  can 
have  any  other  ? 

Kitty.  Then  fince  that  is  the  cafe,  Mr.  Ro- 
bin, it  is  but  right  I  fhould  explain  to  you, 
what  I  meant  by  my  riddle,  this  morning. 
But  fee  that  we  are  fafe. 

Robin,     Not  a  foul. 

Kitty,  You  muft  know,  then,  that  this  whole 
affair  of  Mifs  Lydia  is  my  lady's  contrivance. 

Robin,     What,  is  that  whole  flory  a  fi6lion  ? 

Kitty.  A  mere  flam  i  nothing  elfe;  and  to 
bring  about  Sir  James's  marriage  with  Lucy, 
her  motive. 

Robin,     I  conceive. 

Kitty,  Now,  as  the  proje6l  would  not  do 
without  my  afiiflance,  my  lady  gave  me  (here  it 
is,  lluck  in  my  ftays)  a  note  for  five  hundred 
pounds,  if  the  match  is  broke  off;  and  a  thou- 
fand,  fhould  Mifs  Lucv's  take  olace. 

R$bin.  Hum — hum — hum — 500 — hum — 
hum — Rebecca  Rifcounter — it  is  juil  as  you 
fay. 

Kitty.  Now,  as  matters  fland,  you  fee  I  am 
entitled  to  the  firft  500  dii-edlly,  and,  with  your 
alTiftance,  perhaps  the  other  may  follow. 

Robin.  Not  unlikely.  But  hold  a  little, 
dear  Kitty,  a  little  caution  mav  not  be  amifs. 

This 
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This  miflrefs  of  yoiir's  is  a  damn'd  artful  wo- 
man; fhe  has  trick'd  others,  and  won't  fcruple 
cheating  of  you. 

Kitty,     I  don't  underftand  you. 

Robin.  It  is  not  quite  clear  that  this  note  Is 
a  good  one. 

Kitty,     How  ! 

Rcbin.  I  mean  fuch  a  one  as  flie  will  be 
obliged  hereafter  to  pay. 

Kitty.  Then  the  bufinefs  fhall  be  blown  up 
in  an  infbant. 

Robin.  Too  late.  She  will  only  laugh  at 
you  when  her  ends  are  obtain'd. 

Kitty,     Then  what  fteps  can  we  take  ? 

Robin.  There  is  an  old  mailer  of  mine, 
vA\o  lives  in  Brick-court. in  the  Temple,  as  cun- 
ning a  cur  as  ever  hang'd  an  innocent  man,  or 
fav'd  a  rogue  ^rom  the  gallows.  I'll  run,  and 
alls,  his  opinion. 

Kitty,  But  v/on't  that  be  betraying  our  fe- 
cret  ? 

Robin.  Counf'liors,  like'  confeflors,  are 
bound  not  to  reveal  their  client's  confefTion  : 
befides,  I  can  eafily  conceal  the  name  of  the 
parry. 

Ktlty.     You  will  come  immediately  back  ? 

Rchin.  in  an  indant)  unlefs  I  have  your 
leave  to  go  a  (lep  further. 

Kitty.     Further ! 

Robin.  To  Doctors  Commons,  for  a  little 
bit  of  parchment,  that  will  foon  unite  us  for 
ever. 

Kitty,  O  law  !  you  are  in  a  vail  prodigious 
great  hurry  ;  but,  1  think,  Mr.  Robin,  you 
muft  do  as  you  pleale. 

Rch  in. 
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Robin.  Thus  let  me  acknowledge  your  kind 
condefcenfion.  For  a  moment  then,  my  dear 
Kitty,  adieu.  \^Exit  Kitty,]  So,  now  I  have 
the  means  in  my  power  to  refettle  all  our  matters 
again.  \_Exit, 

SCENE,    J  Printers. 

Margin  difcovered  with  News-papers^  Accompt- 
bcoksj  ^c. 

Marg.  September  the  9th.  Sold  twelve 
hundred  and  thirty.  June  the  20th.  Two 
thoufand  and  fix.  Good  increafe  for  the  time, 
confidering  too  that  the  winter  has  been  pretty 
pacific  :  dabble  but  little  in  treafons,  and  not 
remarkably  fcurrilous,  unlefs,  indeed,  in  a  few 
perfonal  cafes.  We  muft  feafon  higher  to  keep 
up  the  demand.  Writers  in  Journals,  like  rope- 
dancers,  to  engage  the  public  attention, .  mull 
v^enture  their  necks  every  flep  that  they  take. 
The  pleafure  people  feel,  arifes  from  the  rifques 
that  we  ran-— what's  xht  matter  ? 

Enter  Dingey. 

Ding.  Mr.  Hyfon  has  left  the  anfwer  to  his 
iafl  letter  on  Eait-India  affairs. 

Marg.  A  lazy  rafcal,  now  his  letter  is  for- 
got, he  comes  with  an  anfwer.  Bcfides,  the 
fubjeft  is  flale  :  Return  it  again.  Are  all  our 
people  in  waiting  ? 

Bing.  The  Attorney  General  to  the  paper, 
that  anfwers  the  law  cafes,  is  not  come  yet. 

Marg.  Oh!  that's  Ben  Bond'em  the  Bailiff; 
prudently  done]   perhaps  he  has  a  writ  againft 

one 
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one  of  our  authors — Bid  them   enter^    and  call 
over  their  names. 

Ding.     V/alk  in,  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Pepper,    Plaifter,    Rumour,     Forge'em, 
Fibber,  Comma,  Caufiic,  O'Flani,  r^nd  others. 

Ding.  Politicians,  pro  and  con,  Meffieurs 
Pepper  and  Plaillcr. 

Pep.  Plaif.     Here. 

Marg.  Pepper  and  Plaifler,  as  both  the 
houfes  are  up,  I  fnall  adjourn  your  Political 
Warfare  'till  their  meeting  again. 

Pep.  Don't  you  thinl:  the  public  would  bear 
one  fkirmifh  more  before  we  clofc  the  campaign? 
I  have  a  trimmer  here  in  rny  hand. 

Plaif.     To  which  I  have  as  t.irt  a  retort. 

Marg.  No,  no  ;  enough  for  the  prefent.  It 
is,  Plaiiler,  the  proper  timxcing  the  fubje6t,  that 
gives  fuccefs  to  our  labours.  The  conductor  of 
a  Nev/s-paper,  like  a  good  cook,  fnould  ahvays 
ferve  up  things  in  their  feafon  :  v/ho  eats  oyfiers 
in  June  ?  Plays  and  Parliam.ent  Houfes  are  win-. 
ter  provifions. 

Pep.  Then  half  the  fatire  and  fait  will  be 
loll:  Befides,  if  the  great  man  fhould  happen  to 
die,  or  go  out. 

M^^'^g'  Pfhaw  !  it  v/ill  do  as  v/ell  for  the  great 
man  that  comes  in.  Political  papers  fhould 
bear  vamping;  like  fermons,  change  but  the 
^p,:licaricn  and  text,  and  they  will  fuit  all  per- 
£ons  and  feafons. 

Plaif.  True  enough  ;  but  mean  time,  what 
can  we  turn  to  ?  for  v/e  fiiall  be  quite  out  of 
Y/ork, 
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Marg.  I  warrant  you,  if  you  an't  Idle,  there's 
bufinefs  enough,  the  prefs  teems  with  ^refh  pub- 
lications— Hiilories,  tranflations,  voyages — 

Pep,  That  take  up  as  much  time  to  read  as 
to  make. 

Marg.  And  what  with  letters  from  Paris  or 
Spaw,  inundations,  elopements,  dlfmal  effeds 
of  thunder  and  lightning,  remarkable  caufes  at 
country  afiizes,  and  with  changing  theminifry 
now  and  then,  you  v/ill  have  employinent 
enough  for  the  Summer. 

Plaif,  And  fo  enter  upon  our  old  trade  in 
the  winter  ? 

Marg.  Aye,  or  for  variety,  as  it  mufr  be  lire- 
fome  to  take  always  one  fidcj  you,  Pepper,  may 
go  over  to  adminiilration,  and  Plaifler  will  join 
oppofition.  The  novelty  may  perhaps  givefrefli 
fpirits  to  both. 

Pep.  With  all  my  heart.  A  bold  writer  has 
now  no  encouragement  to  fharpen  his  pen.  I 
have  known  the  day  when  there  v;as  no  difficul- 
ty in  getting  a  lodging  in  Newgate ;  but  now, 
all  I  can  fay,  v;on't  procure  me  a  warrant  from 
a  Weftminfier  J u (lice. 

Marg.  You  fay  right;  hard  times,  mafler 
Pepper,  for  perfecution  is  the  very  life  and  foul 
of  our  trade ;  but  don't  defpair,  who  knows 
how  foon  matters  may  mend?  gentlemen,  you 
may  draw  back. — ■ — Read  the  next. 

Ding.  Criticks — Thomas  Comj.iia  and  Chrif- 
topher  Cauftic. 

Marg.     "Where  are  they  ? 

T>ing.  As  you  could  not  find  them  in  con- 
fiant  employment,  they  are  engaged  by  the 
great,  to  do  the  articles  in  the  Monthly  Re- 
views. 

Marg. 


44         THE    BANKRUPT. 

Marg.  I  thought  they  were  done  by  Do6lor 
Doubtful,  the  Deiit. 

Di}7g.  Formerly,  but  now  he  deals  in  manu- 
fcript  fermons,  writes  religious  effays  for  one  of 
the  Journals. 

Marg.  Then  he  will  foon  fink.  I  forefaw 
what  would  come  of  his  dramming.     Go  on. 

Dhig,  Collo6tors  of  paragraphs,  Roger  Ru- 
mour, and  Phelim  O'Flam. 

Rum.  1  lam.     Here. 

Di77g.  Fibber  and  Forge'em^  compofers  and 
makers  of  ditto. 

Fib.   Forg.     Here. 

Marg.  Wdl,  Rumour,  what  have  you 
brought  for  the  prefs  ? 

Rum.  I  have  been  able  to  bring  you  no  Po- 
fitives. 

Marg.     How  !  no  Pofitives  ? 

Rum.  Not  one.  I  have  a  Probability  from 
the  court  end  of  the  town  ^  and  two  good  Sup- 
pofes  out  of  the  city. 

Marg.  Hand  them  here — \^reads.'\  "  It  is 
*'  probable,  that  if  tlie  King  of  Pruflia  fhould 
**  join  the  Czarina,  France  will  fend  a  fleet  into 
*^  the  Mediterranean,  which,  by  giving  um- 
"  brage  to  the  Maritime  powers,  will  involve 
"  Spain  by  its  Family  Compact.  To  v/hich,  if 
^'  Auftria  fhould  refufe  to  accede,,  there  m.ay  be 
*^  a  powerful  diveriion  in  Poland,  made  con- 
''  ']un6lly  by  Sweden  and  Denmark.  And  if 
*^  Sardinia  and  Sicily  abide  by  the  treaties,  the 
^^  German  Princes  can  never  be  neuter;  Italy 
*'  will  become  the  feat  of  war,  and  ail  Europe 

*^  foou  fcL  in  a  flamie." -Vailly  well,    mailer 

Rumour,  finely  confufed,   and  very  alarming. 

Dingey, 
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Dingey,  give  him  a  fhilling  for   this.     I   hope 
no  other  paper  has  got  it  ? 

Rum.  Oh  fie  !  did  you  ever  know  me  guilty 
of  fuch  a 

Marg.  True,  true,  now  let  us  fee  your  Sup- 
pofes — [Reads, ~\  "  It  is  fuppofed  if  Alderman 
"  Mango  ihould  furrender  his  gown,  he  will  be 
"  fucceeded  by  Mr.  Deputy  Drylips ;  and  if 
'^  my  Lord  Mayor  ihould  continue  ill  of  the 
"  gout,  it  is  fuppofed  the  fwan-hopping  will 
*'  ceafe  for  this  feafon." — That  lafl  fuppofe  is 
fudged  in,  why,  would  you  cram  thefe  upon  me 
for  a  couple  ? 

Rum.     As  diflindi:  as  can  be. 

Marg.  Fye,  remember  our  bargain.  You 
agreed  lo  do  the  court  of  Aldermen  always  for 
fix-pence. 

Rum.  What^  if  a  Common  Hall  Ihould  be 
called  ? 

Marg.  Oh!  then  you  are  to  have  three- 
pence a  motion,  I  know  that,  very  well :  I  am 
fure  no  gentleman  can  accufe  me  of  being 
fneaking.  Dingey,  give  him  fix-pence  for  his 
Suppofes.  Well,  Phelim  O'Fiam,  any  deatlis 
in  your  diftridi:  ? 

O'Flam.     The  devil  a  one. 

Marg.     How  1  none  ? 

O'Flam.  O  yes,  a  parcel  of  nobodies,  that 
died  worth  nothing  at  all.  Fellows  that  can't 
pay  for  a  funeral.  Upon  my  confcicnce,  I  can't 
think  what  becomes  of  the  folks  -,  for  my  part, 
I  believe  all  the  people  who  live  in  town,  fall 
dov/n  dead  in  the  country,  and  then  too,  fince 
Doctor  Difpatch  is  gone  to  the  Bach,  patients 
linger  fo  long. 

Maro-^ 
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Mnrg,     Indeed ! 

O' Ftam.  To  be  fure  they  do.  Why,  I  wait- 
ed attiie  jolly  Topers,  a  matter  of  two  days  and 
a  half,  for  the  laic  breath  of  Lndy  Dy  Dropfy, 
for  fear  fome  other  collector  fliould  catch  it. 

Mfrg,     A  Icnp;  time  indeed. 

O'Fiam.  Wasn't  it  ?  confidering  that  fhe  had 
two  confultjtions  befides,  dev.iliHi  toiig:h.  Mr. 
Margin  I  fliall  quit  the  mortality  walk,  fo  pro- 
vide your^^elf  as  foon  as  you  can. 

Marg.     I  hope  not. 

O'Flar.u  Why,  what  will  I  do  ?  1  am  fure 
the  death'-  won't  keep  me  alive,  you  fee  I  am 
alreaciy  iiripp'd  to  my  fliroud  \  fince  November, 
the  fincide  feafon,  I  have  not  got  fait  to  my 
porridge. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Tradewell. 

Sir  1'hom,  Is.  your  name  Matthew  Mar- 
gin ? 

Marg.     It  is,  and  what  then  r 

Sir  f'hom.  Then,  pray  what  right,  had  you 
to  liill  me  in  your  laft  Saturday's  paper  } 

Marg.     Kill  you  ! 

Sir  i'bcrfi'.  Ay,  Sir,  here  the  article  is  ;  fure-^ 
ly  the  law  has  fome  punifliment  for  fuch  infoient 
rafcals  as  you. 

Mr.r7.     Punifhment !  and  for  what  ?  but,  af- 

o  , 

tcr  all,  what  injury  have  you  fuftain'd  ? 

Sir  "-Them.  Infinite.  All  my  agents  are  come 
pcfl  cut  of  the  country,  m.y  houfe  is  cuouded 
with  couf<ns,  ;o  be  prefent  at  the  opening  my 
v/ill,  and  there  has  been  (as  it  is  known  fhe  has 
a  very  good  jointure)  no  lefs  than  three  propo- 
fals  of  marriagq  already  made  to  ir\y  relict. 

Marg, 
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Marg.  Let  me  look  at  theparagraph.  \ Reads. 1 
"  Laft  nightj  after  eating  a  hearty  iupper^  died 
<^  fuddeniy,  with  his  mouth  full  of  cuilard,  Sir 
*^  Thomas  Tradewell,  knight,  an  amiable  com- 
*'  panion,  an  affedionate  relation,  and  a  friend 
"  to  the  poor." — O'Flam,  this  is  fome  blunder 
of  yours  ;  for  you  fee^  here  the  gentleman  is, 
and  alive. 

O'Flam,  So  he  fays,  but  the  devil  a  one  in 
this  cafe  would  I  believe  but  himfelf ^  becaufe 
why,  I  was  told  it  by  Jeremy  O'Turlough,  his 
own  body  chairman,  my  dear:  by  the  famx  to- 
ken, I  treated  him  with  a  pint  of  porter  for  the 
good  news. 

Sir  Thorn,  Vaflly  oblig'd  to  you,  Mr.  OTlam, 
but  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  this  wretched  fel- 
low; it  is  you,  Margin,  fhall  anfwer  for  this. 

Marg.  Why,  Sir  Thomas,  it  is  im.podlble 
but  nov/  and  then  we  mufh  kill  a  man  by  mif- 
take.  And  in  fome  meaiure  to  make  amends, 
you  it^  what  a  good  character  the  paper  has 
given  you, 

iS/V  T^hom,     Char  after  ! 

Marg.  Aye,  Sir,  I  can  tell  you  I  have  liad  a 
crown  for  putting  in  many  a  worfe. 

O'Flam.  Aye,  Sir  Thomas,  conHdcr  of 
that,  only  think  what  a  comfort  it  is,  to  live 
long  enough  after  you  are  dead,  to  read  {w6\  a 
good  account  of  yourfelf  in  the  papers. 

Sir  'Thorn.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  whac  a  ridiculous 
rafcal !  but  I  would  advife  you,  gentlemen,  not 
to  take  fuch  liberties  with  n\Q  for  the  future. 

\Exit. 

O'Flam.  Indeed  and  we  v/on't ;  and  I  here 
give  Mr.  Margin  my  word,  that  you  flian't  die 


agnin, 
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again,  as  long  as  you  live,  unlefs,    indeed,  v!t 
get  it  from  under  your  own  hand. 


Enler  Sir  Robert  Rifcounter,  <^;;^  Sir  James  Bid- 
dulph. 

Sir  Roh.  Where  is  this  Margin,  this  impu- 
dent,  rafcally  Printer  ? 

Marg.     Hey  day  !  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

Sir  James.     Curb  your  choler.  Sir  Robert. 

Sir  Rob.  A  pretty  fellow,  indeed,  that  eve- 
ry man's  and  woman's  reputation  muft  be  fub- 
ject  to  the  power  of  his  poifonous  pen. 

Sir  James,     A  little  patience.  Sir  Robert. 

Sir  Roh.  A.  land  of  liberty,  this !  I  will 
maintain  it,  the  tyranny  exercifed  by  that  fel- 
low, and  thofe  of  his  tribe,  is  more  defpotic 
and  galling,  than  the  mofl  abfolute  monarch's 
in  Afia. 

Sir  James.     Well,  but— - 

Sir  B.oh.  Their  thrones  claim  a  right  only 
over  your  perfons  and  property,  whilfb  this 
mungrel,  fquatting  upon  his  joint  ftool,  by  a 
Tingle  line,  profcribes  and  ruins  your  reputation 
at  once. 

Sir  James.     Sir  Robert,  let  me  crave — 

Sir  Rob.  And  no  fituation  is  fecure  from 
their  infults.  I  wonder  every  man  is  not  afraid 
to  peep  into  a  paper,  as  it  is  more  than  proba- 
ble that  he  may  m.eet  with  a  paragraph,  that 
will  make  him  unhappy  for  the  refb  of  his  life. 

Marg.  But,  Gentlemen,  what  is  ail  this  bu- 
finefs  about  ? 

Sir  Rob.  About  ?  zounds,  Sir,  what  right 
had  you  to  ryin  my  daughter  ? 
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Marg.  I  ?  I  know  nothing  of  you  nor  your 
daughter. 

Sir  Rcb.  Sir  James  Biddulph,  you  have  it, 
produce  the  paper. 

Sir  James.  Tlicre  is  no  occafion  for  that^  the 
affair  is  {o  recent,  I  dare  fay  the  Gentleman  will 
remember  the  pafTige ;  this,  Sir,  is  the  Banker, 
the  father  with  whofe  daughter  you  was  plcafed 
to  take  thofe  inf>lent  freedoms,  this  morning. 

Sir  Rob.  And  this,  Sir,  the  amiable  Baronet, 
from  the  Well:  end  of  the  Town. 

Marg.  I  recolle(5l.  Well,  gentlemen,  if 
you  have  brought  any  paragraphs  to  contradict 
the  report,  1  am  ready  to  infert  them  dire6lly. 

Sir  Rob.  And  fo,  you  rafcal,  you  want  us  to 
furnilh  freili  food  for  your  paper  ? 

Marg.  I  do  all  I  can  to  keep  my  fcales  even  j 
rhe  charge  hangs  heavy  here  -,  on  the  other  fide, 
you  may  throw  in  the  defence,  then  fee  which 
will  weigh  down  the  other. 

Sir  Rcb,     Indeed,  Sir  James  Biddulph,  if  he 

does  that 

Sir  James.  That !  can  that  paltry  expedient 
atone  for  his  crime  ?  will  the  fnow  that  is  fuilied 
recover  its  lufire  }  fo  tender  and  delicate.  Sir 
Robert,  is  the  fame  of  a  lady,  that  once  taint- 
ed, it  is  tarnifh'd  for  ever. 
Sir  Rob.  True  enough. 
Marg.  I  could  bear  no  ill-will  to  your 
daughter,  as  I  know  nothing  about  her. 

Sir  Rob.     Indeed,  Sir  James,  I  don't  fee  how 
he  could. 

Sir  James.     Is    his  being  the  indrument   of 
another  man's  malice,  a  fufficient  excufe  ? 

Sir  Rob,     So  far  from  it,  that  it  enhances  the 
guilt.     Zounds,  Sir   James,  you  are  a  Parlia- 
ment 
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ment  Man,  why  don't  you  put   an  end  to  this 
pr  act  ice  ? 

Marg.     Ay,  let  them  attack  the  prefs,  if — 

Sir  Rob.  Have  a  care  of  that  -,  no  no,  that 
paufl  not  be  done. 

Sir  James.  No  man,  Sir  Robert,  honours 
that  facred  fhield  of  freedom  m.ore  than  my- 
felf. 

Sir  Rob.     I  dare  fay. 

Sir  James.  But  I  would  not  have  it  ferve  to 
fhelter  thefe  pefts,  v/ho  point  their  poifon'd  ar- 
rows againft  the  peace  of  mankind. 

Sir  Rob.  Bv  no  means  in  the  world.  Let 
them  be  dragg'd  from  behind  it  diredly. 

Marg.  Ay,  do  deftioy  the  watchful  dogs  that 
guard  and  cover  your  flocks. 

Sir  James.     You  guard,  you  cover ! 

Marg.  Ay,  who  but  us  alarm  the  nation 
when  bad  defigns  are  on  foot  ? 

Sir  Rob.  In  that  refpe6b,  they  are  very  ufe- 
ful  no  doubt. 

Sill  Ja7nes.  Are  they  therefore  entitled  to 
give  the  alarm,  when  no  fuch  defign  is  in- 
tended ? 

Sir  Rob.  By  no  means.  A  pack  of  fa6lious, 
infamous  fcoundrels. 

Marg.  It  is  we  that  fupply  the  defeds  of  the 
laws. 

Sir  James.     You  ! 

Marg.  By  iligmatizing  thofe  offenders  that 
they  cannot  reach. 

Sir  Rob.  That,  indeed,  fetves  to  keep  the 
gniky  in  awe. 

Sir  Jaynes.  And  is  a  pretence  for  making  the 
innocent  the  butts  of  their  malice. 

Sir 
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Sir  Rob.  True,  true,  all  is  filh  that  eomes  to 
their  nets. 

Sir  James,  Befides,  their  flander  is  fcattered 
fo  generally,  and  \^ith  fo  little  difcretion,  that 
the  deformity  of  vice  is  deftroyed. 

Sir  Rob,     True. 

Sir  James,  Bad  men  are  made  worfe,  by 
becoming  totally  callous,  and  even  the  good 
rendered  carelefs,  to  that  Iburce  of  patriotifm, 
that  pride  of  virtue,  the  public  opinion. 

Sir  Rob,  And  they  are  much  in  the  right 
on't. 

Marg,  What,  you  are  a  courtier,  I  reckon  ? 
no  wonder  you  wilh  the  prefs  was  demolifhed. 

Sir  James,  If  ever  that  happens,  to  fuch 
mifcreants  as  you  'twill  be  owing  3  nor  will  it 
furprize  me,  if  all  orders  concur  to  give  up  a 
great  public  benefit,  for  the  fake  and  fecurity  of 
private  honour  and  peace. 

Sir  Rob,     Nor  me  neither. 

Marg,  You  would  confent  then  to  furrender 
the  prefs  ? 

Sir  Rob,  I  would  fooner  confent  to  be 
hang'd. 

Sir  James,  And  its  unbounded  licence  con- 
tinue ? 

Sir  Rob,     I  would  much  rather  fee  it  on  fire. 

Marg,     With  refped  to  its  general  ufe — 

Sir  Rob,  Not  the  fmalleil  doubt  can  be 
made. 

Sir  James.  But,  Sir  Robert,  then  the  abufe— * 

Sir  Rob.     Is  what  no  mortal  can  bear. 

Marg.  But,  Sir  Robert,  you  would  but  juft 
now — 

Sir  Rob.     I  confefs  it,  I  did- 

Sir 
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Sir  James.  Ay,  but  that  was.  Sir  Robert^ 
becaule — 

Sir  Rob.     For  no  other  reafon  in  life. 

Alarg.     My  obfervation  you  allow  to  be — 

Sir  Rob,     Pointed. 

Sir  James.     And  my  reply — 

Sir  Rob.     Conclufive  as  could  be. 

Mdrg.     But  then — 

Sir  Rob.     To  be  fure. 

Sir  Jaifies.     Becaufe  why — 

Sir  Rob.     You  are  quite  in  the  right. 

O'Flam.  Upon  my  foul,  they  have  got  the 
old  gentleman  into  fuch  puzzleation,  that  I 
don't  believe  he  knows  what  he  wifhes  himfelf. 
Stand  by  and  let  me  clear  up  this  matter  a  little. 
Hearkee,  Mr.  Sir  Robert,  if  I  underftand  your 
maning  at  all,  it  is^  that  provided  people  could 
be  prevented  from  publifhing,  you  are  willing 
the  prefs  fhould  be  free. 

Sir  Rob.     That  v/as  my  meaning  no  doubt. 

O'Flam.  Upon  my  conference,  and  nothing 
but  reafon.  There,  I  believe,  we  are  all  of  us 
agreed.  How  feldom  would  people  differ,  if 
once  we  could  get  them  to  be  all  of  a  mind  ? 
And  now  this  difference  is  whole  and  compos'd, 
let  me  try  if  I  can't  inake  up  the  other.  I  un- 
derftand here,  old  gentleman,  you  have  had  a 
daughter  abufed. 

Sir  Rob.     Moft  foully. 

O'Flam.  And  you  want  to  know  who  was 
the  author  I 

Sir  Rob.     That  was  my  fole  bufinefs  here. 

Q'Flam.  Then  why  could  not  you  fay  fo  at 
firft,  without  all  this  bothering  and  bawling  ? 
Well,  mailer  Margin,  come  give  the  aid  buck 
fatisfadion, 

Marg. 
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Marg.     It  v/as  anonymous. 

O'Flam.  Upon  my  foul,  and  I  thought  fo. 
That  is  tlic  moft  damnedft.,  impudent  Ton  of  a 
bitch,  he  had  like  to  have  brought  me  into 
three  or  four  fcrapes,  by  fathering  his  lies  upon 
nie. 

Sir  James.  Will  you  give  us  leave  to  look  at 
the  hand  ? 

Marg.     Freely,  this  is  the  paper. 

Sir  James.  Sir  Robert,  do  you  recollecfb  to 
have  feen  this  writing  before  ? 

Sir  Rob.  It  is  James's,  I  know  it  as  well  as 
my  own  :  here  are  his  B's,  his  G's,  and  his  T's. 

Sir  James.  So  I  guefs'd.  Will  you  truftthe 
paper  with  us  ? 

Sir  Rob.  Let  him  get  it  again,  if  he  can. — 
Sir  James,  I  fhali  exped  you  at  home.      \^Exit. 

Marg.  I  hope  no  bad  ufe  will  be  made  of 
it. 

Sir  James.  The  word  ulc  has  already  been 
made  of  it ;  but  at  parting,  Mr.  Margin,  let  me 
give  you  a  piece  of  advice.  Take  care  how  yoii 
provoke  tlie  publick  patience  too  far.  You  have 
fet  the  laws  at  defiance,  and  long  reign'd  un- 
controui'd,  I  ccnfefs ;  but  dorl't  wonder  if  the. 
fubjedts  of  your  (lander  forget  there  are  laws  in 
their  turn,  and,  vahi' ng  an  honefl  name,  m^ore 
than  their  lives,  lliouli  expofe  their  lives  to  re- 
venge it.  \^Exit. 

O'Flam.  Upon  my  foul,  Mr.  Margin,  very 
v/hoiibme  advice,  and  v/)ll  do  you  much  good 
if  ycu  take  it^  but,  above  all,  rid  you  hands  of 
James  Anonymous  as  foon  as  you  can ;  you 
know  it  was  he  got  you  that  beating. — That  fel- 
low has  brought  you  into  more  fcrapes  than  all 
your  auihor:;  togeth-er. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser,     Gentlemen,  the  milk  porridge  is  ready. 
yllL     Let  us  ftart  fair  I  befeech  you. 

\_Exeunt, 

Enter  Lady  Rifcounter,  Lucy,  and  Kitty. 

Lady  Rife,     Sir  James  Biddulph  is  gone  ? 

Kitty,  Yes,  Madam,  and  with  him  my  maf- 
ter. 

Lady  Rife.  Sir  Robert !  to  what  place,  can 
you  guefs  ? 

Kitty.  I  fliould  think,  by  what  I  overheard, 
to  the  printer's. 

Lady  Rife.  To  the  printer's !  of  what  ufe 
can  that  be  ? 

Kitty.  I  can't  fay;  but  your  ladyihip,  I  hope, 
will  excufe  me. 

Lady  Rife.  Excufe  you,  why  child,  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Kitty.  I  have  heard  feme  whifpering  among 
the  clerks,  as  if  things  Were  not  quite  fo  well 
with  my  m  after. 

Lady  Rife.  What,  fome  little  difappoint- 
ments  in  trade  ? 

Kitty.  Much  worfe,  I  am  afraid  i  1  don't 
know  what  it  means ;  but  they  fay  an  extent  is 
brought  into  the  houfe. 

Lady  Rife,  With  all  my  heart ;  let  what  will 
happen,  it  can  be  of  little  importance  to  me. 

Luey.     No,  Madam  I 

Lady  Rife.  No,  child,  you  can't  fuppofe,  but 
upon  my  marriage,  I  took  care^  at  all  events,  to 
fecure  a  proper  proviHon. 

Lucy.     Indeed  !  can  that  be  done  ? 

Lady 
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Lady  Rife.  A  common  caution,  my  dear; 
don't  you  fee  Mrs.  Paduafoy  rides  in  her  coach, 
whilft  half  her  hufband's  creditors  are  in  gaol  ? 

Lucy.     Is  that  the  cafe  ? 

Lady  Rife.  If  wives  were  to  have  any  thing 
to  do  with  thofe  kind  of  creatures,  who  d'ye 
think  would  marry  with  people  in  bufinefs?  and 
now  I  think  on't,  it  will  be  fo  much  the  better; 
for  the  facher's  failure  muft  in  fome  meafure  fall 
on  the  daughter. 

Lucy.  True;  but  your  ladylhip  faw  Sir 
James  Biddulph. 

Lady  Rife.     For  a  moment  only,  my  dear. 

Lucy.     Well,  Madam,  and — 

Lady  Rfe.  I  only  juft  threw  out  a  hint ;  to 
be  more  explicit  now,  would  make  him  fufpici- 
ous ;  we  muft  give  him  time  to  digeft  his  difap- 
pointment. 

Kitty.     As  I  live,  Mifs  Lydia  is  coming. 

Lady  Rife.     Lydia ! 

Enter  Lydia. 

Lydia.  I  beg  your  ladyfhip's  pardon,  for  in- 
truding without  your  permiffion  3  but,  my  un- 
fortunate fituation  will,  I  hope,  plead  my  ex- 
cufe  :  I  come,  Madam,  to  beg  your  protec- 
tion. 

Lady  Rife.     Mine,  child? 

Lydia.  Your  alTiftance,  in  deteding  the  au- 
thors of  this  horrid  defign. 

Lady  Rife.  Tha:,  child,  is  properly  your  fa- 
ther's concern. 

^ydia.  True,  Madam  ;  bur  the  relation  your 
ladylhip  bears  to  his  faraily  might,  I  hope,'  in- 
duce you  to  do  me  this  juitice. 

Lady 
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L^dy  Rife.  Jufticc,  Lydia  : — as  it  is  my  du- 
ty, I  fiiall  ever  be  ready  to  give  my  advice. 

Lydia.     That,  Madam,  is  all  that  I  want. 

Lady  Rijc.  As  this  affair  has  made  fuch  a 
noife,  there  remains  but  one  f:?p  to  be  taken. 

Lydia.     Which  is — 

Lady  Rife.     A  marriage  with  ^ames. 

Lydia.  With  James!  and  fc  fanctify  the  fcan- 
dalous  (lory. 

Lady  Rife.  It  may  be  ailed ged  by  the  fami- 
ly, that  the  ceremony  had  pafs'd  before  the  de- 
tedion. 

I^'dia.  Detedion  !  I  hope  ycur  ladyfnip  does 
not  notfuppofe  there  is  the  fmallefl  foundation  ? 

Lady  Rife.  That  I  fhaU  not  pretend  to  de- 
termine. But,  at  all  events^  you  are  in  the  right 
to  deny  it. 

Lydia.  Your  ladylhip's  indifference  fhocks, 
me  more  than  the — Your  daughter,  Lucy,  will 
do  me  juftice  I  am  fure,  fhe  has  been  privy  to 
every — 

Lucy.  Me,  Mifs  ?  I  beg  pardon  for  that : 
how  fhould  I  know  your  intrigues  ?  I  beg  you 
will  not  involve  me  in  your  guilt. 

Lydia.  Nay,  then  h  is  in  vain  toftrugglei  \ 
fee,  my  ruin  is  refolv'd. 

Enter  Sir  Robert. 

.9/r  Rob.  Where  is  Lady  Rifcounter  ?  well, 
my  dear,  we  have  got  to  the  bottom  of  this  in- 
fernal bufinefs  at  lail — here,  here  it  is,  in  the 
rafcal's  ov/n  hand. 

L^dy  Rife.     Sir  Robert ! 

Sir  Rcb.  Why,  the  })aragraph  was  fent  to  the 
priacer's  by  James, 

Lady 
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Lady  Rife,     Well  ? 

Sir  Rob,  So  that  you  fee  proves  the  forgery 
plain. 

Lady  Rifi.  Now  I  think  it  makes  the  h^ 
more  apparent. 

Sir  Rob,     How  ? 

Lady  Rife,  By  the  confeflion  of  one  of  the 
parties. 

Sir  Rob.  That  I  confefs,  as  it  was  volunta- 
ry— 

Lady  Rife,  Makes  it  amount  to  a  pofitive 
proof. 

Sir  Rob.     It  looks  very  fufpicious  indeed. 

Enter  Sir  James  Biddulph* 

Sir  Rob,  Here  my  lady.  Sir  James  thinks, 
that  inftead  of  clearing,  this  paper  only  ferves 
to  convince  her. 

Sir  James,  Is  that  your  ladyfhip's  judg- 
ment ? 

Lady  Rife.  Quite  to  a  demonflration,  Sir 
James. 

Sir  James.     But  his  policy. 

Lady  Rife.  Obvious  enough ;  to  force  the 
family  to  folicit  his  marrying  the  girl,  as  a  fa- 
vour. 

Sir  James.     That,  indeed  ! 

Lady  Rife.  With  the  hopes,  perhaps,  of  ob- 
taining fome  additional  advantage. 

Sir  Rob,  In  return,  no  doubt,  for  his  great 
condefcenfion.     An  infamous — 

Sir  James,  I  fhould  have  thought  the  youhg 
lady's  private  fortune,  and  perfon,  efpecially  to 
one  of  his  rank,  a  very  fufficient  inducement. 
But  this  Mr.  Tames  is  an  abfohite  Machiavcl. 

Sir 
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Sir  Rch.     As  fly  a  dog  as  ever  exifted. 

Sir  James.  But  could  not  we  fee  him^  Sir 
Robert? 

Sir  Rob.     The  rafcal  is  run  off. 

Sir  James.     Indeed  ! 

Sir  Rob*  We  have  fearch'd  for  him  all  the 
town  over. 

Sir  James.  That  is  unlucky,  as  I  fhould  have 
been  glad  to  have  afl^'d  him  a  queftion.  I  be- 
lieve it  is  unneceflary  to  apologize  to  the  family^ 
for  any  part  I  take  in  this  bufinefs. 

Sir  Rob,     We  are  all  highly  obliged. 

Sir  James.  But  I  have  received  a  letter,  the 
contents  of  which  aftonifh  me  much. 

Sir  Rob.     About  the  matter  in  hand  ? 

Sir  Ja-mes.  Indeed  the  writer  is  but  a  de- 
pendant of  mine,  but  his  veracity  is  out  of  the 
queftion,  the  fa6ts  muft  fpeak  for  themfelves. 
Mrs.  Kitty,  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  ftay 
here  for  a  moment. 

Kitty.     What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Sir  James.  If  the  charge  is  falfe,  I  am  fure. 
Lady  Rifcounter  will  pardon  me  for  the  fake  of 
the  motive.  If  true,  fhe,  in  her  turn,  will 
ftand  in  want  of  all  our  forgivenefs. 

Lady  Rijc.  Mc  !  who  will  dare  to  impeach 
my  condud,  Sir  James  ? 

Sir  James,  Your  ladyfhip's  patience,  a  mo- 
ment. This  paper,  Sir  Robert,  charges  Lady 
Rifcounter  with  being  the  fole  contriver  of  this 
villainous  projed. 

Si^  Rob.     How  ! 

Lady  Rife.     Me  ! 

Sir  James,  With  a  view  of  diffolving  the 
contrail  between  your  fair  daughter  and  me. 

Sir  Rob^     To  what  purpofe  ?  what  end? 

Sir 
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Sir.  James.  One  that  does  me  too  much  ho- 
nour, I  own,  the  bringing  about  a  union  be- 
tween Mlfs  Lucy  and  me. 

Lady  Rife.  A  moll  probable  (lory,  indeed: 
your  informer's  name,  if  youpleafe. 

Sir  James.  A  fervant  who  has  oft  attended 
me  here. 

Lady   Rife.      And  he  receiv'd  it  from 

Sir  James  One  of  your  Ladyfhip's  women; 
there  ihe  Hands,  I  believe. 

Lydia.     Is  it  podible  that  you,  Kitty — 

Sir  Roh.     Patience,  Lydia,  a  moment. 

Lady  Rife.  And  you  think  this  paltry  plot, 
obvioudy  fram'd  by  a  couple  of  fervants,  (un- 
lefs  you  condefcend  to  be  the  contriver  your- 
felf)  will  juftify  you  in  bringing  this  charge 
againfl  a  perfon  of  my  rank  and  condition. 

Sir  Rob.  Fie,  fie.  Sir  James,  that  is  too 
prefumptuous  indeed. 

Sir  James.  Why,  I  fhould  not  have  ven- 
tur'd,  I  believe,  if  I  had  not  to  produce  a  more 
unexceptionable  witnefs  than  thefe. 

Lady  Rife.     Name  the  perfon  diredlly. 

Sir  James.     Lady  Rifcounter  herfelf. 

Sir  Rob.     What  ? 

Sir  Ja-mes.  There  is  a  little  billet  contain'd 
in  this  letter,  where  your  ladyfliip  promifes  a 
capital  fum,  w  hen  Ibme  certain  feryices  are  fully 
perform 'd. 

Sir  Rob,  By  your  leave.  Sir  James,  let 
me  look.  Oh,  clear,  clear,  it  is  her  hand, 
there  is  no  denying  of  this. 

Sir  James.  I  fancy  Mrs.  Kitty  will  own 
it.  Otherwifc  my  fervant  is  below  to  confi:ont 
her. 

Sir 
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Sir  Rob.  Well,  what  reply  do  you  make 
to  all  this? 

Kitty.  I  beg  pardon.  Sir,  of  my  Miflrefs, 
and  you. 

Sir  Rob.     Pardon  ! 

Kitty.  I  own  the  accufation  isjuft,  though 
I  little  thought  Mr.  Robin  would  betray  me. 

Sir  Rob.  Do  you?  and  what  an  ungrate- 
ful wretch  mufl  you  be?  you  have  been  but 
a  poor  inftrument  only.  But  is  it  pofiTible 
you.  Lady  Rifcounter,  could  lb  entirely  forget 
what  you  owe  to  me,  and  your 

Lady  Rife.  I  fee,  Sir  Robert,  you  are  fo 
far  prepofiefs'd,  that  all  I  can  fay 

Sir  Rob,  Say,  Madam  ?  what  can  be  faid 
for  fuch — 

Lady  Rife.  Nay,  Sir,  I  am  not  going  to 
make  a  formal  defence,  it  is  not  worth  my 
while,  nor  would  you  have  leifure  to  hear  it : 
if  you  will  walk  down,  you  will  find  another 
fort  of'bufinefs,  that  demands  your  attention. 

Sir  Rob.     Madam! 

Lady  Rife.  The  Houfe  fill'd  with  a  new 
kind  of  cuitomers. 

Lydia^  Sir  Robert^  Sir  James.     Hov/  ! 

Lady  Rife.  Only  an  extent,  to  feize  on  all 
his  effeds. 

Lydiay  Sir  Robert^  Sir  James.     Is  it  pofTible  ! 

Lady  Rife.  The  world  will  therefore  fee 
how  ill  1  am  treated — but  don't  imagine, 
Sir  Robert,  that  the  provifion  I  derive  from 
her  father,  fliall  be  lavifhed  to  leiTen  your 
debts,  or  be  eiiiploy'd  in  fijpport  of  their 
author. 

Luey.  Your  I.adyihip  will  have  more  pru- 
dence, no  doubt. 

Lady 
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Lady  Rife,  No,  child,  we  will  quit  this 
manfion  diredlly,  and  leave  him  for  confolation 
to  the  care  of  his  daughter. 

Lydia,  A  more  precious  trufl,  I  could  ne- 
ver receive.  Your  treachery  to  me.  Madam, 
I  could  both  defpife  and  forgive :  but  your  in- 
folent  triumph,  at  the  diftrefs  of  an  unfortu- 
nate hufband,  gives  you  a  pre-eminence  above 
the  word  of  your  fex.  If,  Sir,  what  you 
are  pieafed  to  call  mine,  can  either  reinflate, 
or  afeft  you,  I  beg  it  may  be  all  employed  in 
the  fervice. 

Sir  Rob.     Nay,  prithee,  Lydia — 

Lydia.  You  fee,  Sir  James  Biddulph,  there 
are  new  obflacles  opposed  to  your  purpofe. 

Sir  James.  If  you  mean  thofe  her  ladyfhip 
has  been  pieafed  to  produce,  they  add  only 
an  additional  ftrength  to  my  wilhes.  The  pie- 
ty with  which  this  great,  this  firft  duty  is  dif- 
charg'd,  mufl  accompany  every  other  relation 
in  life.  I  applaud,  and  fhall  be  happy  to  join 
in  your  purpofe. 

Lady  Rijc.  Come,  Lucy,  let  us  leave  thefe 
romantick  creatures  together,  they  are  only 
fit  for  each  other  j  when  your  effeds  are  con- 
veyed to  proper  truftees,  I  fliall  take  care  to 
put  in  my  claim. 

\_Exeunt  Lady  Rifcounter  and  Lucy. 

Sir  Rob.  Unfeeling,  infolent  woman  ! 
but  thy  goodnefs,  Lydia,  fuppl^es  every  lofs, 
nor  will  my  creditors,  whei^  they  find  I  never 
deceived  them,  take  advantage  of  thy  filial 
affcdtion. 

Enter  a  Clerk. 

What  now  ? 

Clerk. 
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Clerk,     The  Dutch  mall  is  arrived. 

Sir  Rob.  Any  private  letters  from  Hol- 
land? 

Clerk,  Your  Correfpondents,  Sir,  have 
konour'dyour  bills. 

Sir  Rob.      And  difcharg'd  them  ? 

Clerk.     Every  one. 

Sir  Rob.     And  the  report   of  their  failing — 

Clerk.  Was  without  the  fmallefl:  founda- 
tion. 

Sir  Rob.  Heaven  be  prais'd ;  now,  Lydia, 
thy  father  can  look  again  with  confidence 
in  the  face  of  his  friends. 

Lydia.  A  more  real  tranfport  could  never 
have  reach'd  me  ! 

Sir  Rob.  I  know  it,  Lydia,  I  know  it. 
This  gentleman  will  both  thank  and  reward 
you. 

Clerk.     Sir,  I  would  beg  jufl:  to 

Sir  Rob.  I  guefs  what  you  mean  -,  fome 
inquifitive  perfons  below ;  they  fhall  be  fatis- 
fied  foon.     I  will  attend  them  dire6lly. 

\_Exit  Clerk. 

Sir  James.  Give  me  leave  to  join  in  the 
general  joy.  But  what.  Sir  Robert,  fhall  we 
do  with  this  paper  ?  I  fancy  my  man  is  in 
waiting ;  Robin. 

Enter  Robin 
Sir. 

Sir  James.  You  have  !)een  of  fingular 
fcrvice  to-day,  which  I  Iball  take  good  care 
to    acknowledge.     The     worth    of   this    note, 

as  x.\\z  conditions  have  fail'd 

Robin.     Like   many  more   of  its    kindred, 

is 
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is  reduc'd  to  walte  paper,  your  honour !  but 
as  this  happy  turn  has  been  chiefly  owing  to 
Kitty,  I  hope  fhe  will  be  reftor'd  to  favour 
again. 

Sir  James.  But  confider,  Robin,  that  was 
not  her  intention. 

Robin,  But  recoiled:,  Sir,  the  temp- 
tation— 

Sir  Rob.     But  t'le  treachery — 

Robin.     Fiv^^  hundred  pounds. 

Sir  Rob.  1  hat  is  true — as  many,  her  fu- 
periors,  tho'  perhaps  not  her  betters,  are  dai- 
ly dete6led  in  doing  things  more  criminal  for 
lefs  confideration,  it  is  fome  excufe,  I  confefs. 
But  what  fays  mv  Lydia  ? 

Lydia,     I  ilial]  be  diredled  by  you. 

Sir  Rob.  And  now,  my  children,  nothing 
remains  but  the  laii:  act,  to  eftablifh  your 
union,  and  if  (as  I  am  refolved  to  difengage 
myfeif  from  that  bad  vroman,  and  the  other 
cares  of  this  world)  you  will  fufFer  me  to  be 
a  partaker  of  youi'  dorneflric  felicity 

Sir  'J^m^b,  I.uiia.  Yoii  cannot  in  any 
thiiui;  obligL'  usfo  much. 

Sir  Rob,  That  is  all  I  have  to  afk  of  you, 
or  rht:  n Olid ,  \Exeunt. 


i    %       END. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written  by  Mr.  GARRICK. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  FOOTE, 

IN  trifling  works  of  Fancy,  wits  agree. 
That  nothrng  tickles  like  a  fimile: 
And  Co,  by  way  of  tuning  you  to  laughter, 
With  which,  I  hope,  you'll  tickle  us  hereafter. 
From  our  poetic  (lorehoufe,  we  produce 
A  couple,  fpick  and  fpan  for  prefent  ule, 
Dramatick  writers  were,  like  watchmen,  meant 
To  knock  down  Vice — few  anfwer  the  intent ; 
Both  (hould  be  quick  to  fee  and  feize  their  game ; 
But  both  are  fometimes  blind,  and  fometimes  Iame5 
Can  thofe  cry  ftand^  while  they  themfelves  arc  reeling  ? 
Can  thofe  catch  thieves,  while   they  themfelves  are  ftealing? 

When  wanted  nroft,  the  watch  a  nap  will  take^: 

Are  all  our  comick  authors  quite  awake  ? 

Or,  what  is  worfe,  by  which  they  dill  come  near  *em. 

Are  not  you  more  than  half  afleep  who  hear  *em  ? 

I,  your  old  watchman,  here  have  fix'd  my  Hand, 

On  many  a  vice  and  folly  laid  my  hand  : 

'Twas  you  cried  nuatch !  I  limp'd  at  your  command. 

Let  me,  like  other  watchmen,  blefs  the  times, 

And  take  the  privilege  to  nod  betimes ; 

Nor  let  your  frowns  now  force  me  on  a  fright 

To  cry *'  Paji  /even  o*clock,  and  a  cloudy  night*^ 

But,  with  your  patience  not  to  be  too  free, 
We'll  change  the  fubjed  and  the  fimile. 
To  chafe  a  fmuggling  crew,  who  law  deride, 
We  launch  a  cutter  of  three  guns  this  tide  : 
With  your  afliftance,  we  will  make  the  foe 
Sink,  or  fubmit  to  Captain  TIMBERTOE. 
Ye  pirate  criticks,  fall  not  foul  on  me ! 
If  once  I  fink,  I  founder  in  the  fea. 
In  this  condition,  can  I  fwim  to  ftiore  ? 
I'm  cork'd,  'tis  true  ;  but  then  I  want  an  oar, 
YoQ  oft  have  fav'd  my  little  bark  from  fmking; 
\  am  no  filh,  fave  me  from  watcr-drinking! 

DRA- 
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ACTi.       SCENE    I. 

Enter  Mrs,  Fleece* em  and  Flaw. 
Mrs,  Fleece\m, 

NOT  a  word  more !  you  put  me  out  of  all 
patience. 

Flaw.  Well,  but,  madam  Fleece'em,  liilen,  I 
beg,  to  a  little  reafon. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Reafon  !  had  you  the  lead  atom  about 
you,  you  would  reft  contented  with  our  prefent 
agreement. 

Flaw.  But  furely,  madam,  a  change  of  cir- 
cumftances 

Mrs.  Fl.  Change  !  And  pray,  mafter  Flaw, 
how  are  mine  changed  for  the  better  ?  Anfwer 
me  a  few  fhort  queftions,  and  deny  what  I  fay, 
if  you  can.  When  I  was  compelled,  by  the 
cruel  laws  of  this  country,  to  go  into  exile  for 
taking  by  miftake  a  fmall  parcel  of  lace  out  of  a 
fhop  in  the  Strand,  did  not  I  choofe  Bofton  for 
my  place  of  retirement  ? 

Flaw.  Granted. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Did  not  T  pafs  there,  by  means  of 
letters  from  mynheer  Van  Smuggle  of  Rotter- 
dam, for  a  perfon  moft  honourably  and  nobly 
allied  } 

Flaw, 
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Flaw.  For  aught  I  know. 

Mn,  FL  Did  not  I  receive  a  handfomc  prcfcnt 
from  that  merchant,  for  promoting  the  running 
Dutch  teas,  and  rejecfling  thofe  imported  from 
England  ? 

Flaw,  Like  enough. 

Mrs,  FL  Did  not  my  burning  the  firft  pound 
of  Souchong,  and  my  fpeeches  at  Faneuil-Hall, 
and  the  Liberty-Tree,  againfl  the  colonies  con- 
tributing to  difcharge  a  debt  to  which  they  owe 
their  exiflence,  procure  me  the  love  and  efteem 
of  the  people  ? 

Flaw,  May  be  fo. 

Mrs.  FL  And  what,  but  your  letters,  could 
induce  me  to  return  to  a  country  where  1  had 
been  treated  fo  ill  ?  But  fure,  you  mufl  have  for- 
got your  propofals ;  here  they  are,  and  figned 
by  yourfelf.  Let  me  fee  ! — ^^Reads,"]  "  Articles 
*'  of  Agreement  between  Philip  Flaw,  of  Tha- 
'^  vies-Inn,  in  the  city  of  London,  on  one  part, 
*^  and  Felicia  Fleece'em,  late  of  Bofton,  but 
''  now  of  Pail-Mall." 

Flaw,  But  what  occafion 

Mrs.  Fl.  "  Imprimis^  That  the  faid  Felicia  do 
*'  take  a  handfome  houfe,  at  the  weft  end  of  the 
*^  town,  with  fuitable  fervants  ;  for  the  furnifli- 
*^  ing  of  which  the  faid  Flaw  engages  to  pro- 
**  cure  her  credit/' 

Flaw.  And  have  not  I  ? 

Mrs.  FL  **  Secondly,  that  the  faid  Flaw  fhali 
'^  circulate,  privately  and  publicly,  in  taverns, 
*'  coffee- houfes,  Journals,  Chronicles,  Morning 
**  and  Evening  Pofts,  and  Courants,  that  the  faid 
*^  FcHcia  is  a  perfon  of  great  addrefs  and  abili- 
**  ties ;  and  that,  by  means  of  many  powerful 
'*  conne(ftion5,    fne   is   able    to   procure    pofts, 

*'  places, 


THE  COZENERS.  y 

*^  places,  preferments  of  all  conditions  and  fi^es  5 
*'  to  raife  cafh  for  the  indigene,  and  procure 
"  good  fecurities  for  fuch  as  are  wealthy  ;  fuitable 
**  matches  for  people  who  want  hufbands  and 
"  wives,  and  divorces  for  thofe  Who  wilh  to  get 
*^  rid  of  them." 

Flaw.  And  have  not  I  performed  every  tittle  ? 
have  not  my  expences  in  attending  plays,  operas, 
mafqiierades,  and  Pantheons,  not  to  mention 
fabfcription- money  to  moil  of  the  clubs,  and 
coteries,  amounted  to  a  mod  enormous ■ 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  am  near  at  an  end. — \_Reads.]  "  That 
^'  the  faid  Flaw  Ihall  at  all  times  advife  the  faid 
"  Felicia  how  far  fhe  may  go  without  incurring 
"  the  law  ;  for  all  which  he  is  to  receive  out  of 
*^  the  neat  profits  thirty  per  cent.'' — You  fee,  Sir  ! 

Flaw.  1  do. 

Mrs.  FL  And  don*t  you  think  that  a  very  ample 
provlfion  ? 

Flaw.  But  confider,  madam,  I  have  facrificed 
my  whole  time  to  your  bufmefs,  and  I  don't  be- 
lieve the  law  has  procured  me 

Mrs.  Fl.  The  law  !  What,  a  little  private! 
agency  at  the  Old  Bailey  ?  a  wonderful  facrifice  ! 
fy,  fyi  Mr.  Flaw  I 

Flaw.  You  are  the  laft  perfon,  Mrs.  Fleece'em^ 
that  fhould  cad  fuch  a  refledtion  as  that :  Unlefs 
I  miftake,  my  attendance  there  was  pretty  ufeful 
to  you  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  To  me  ! 

Flaw.  Without  my  ikill  and  addrefs,  your  laft 
voyage  to  America  would  have  been  changed  to 
a  much  fhorter  trip. 

Mrs.  FL  Sir ! 

Flaw,  A  tour  to  Tyburn,  in  a  tim-whiiky  and 
two,  would  have  concluded  your  travels. 

Mrt, 
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Mrs.  F/.-^Why,  you  impertinent,  infamous, 
petty- fogging  puppy,  it  was  through  your  igno- 
rance that  I  was  obhged  to  travel  at  all. 

Flaw.  Mine  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Did  not  Alick  Alibi,  before  your 
face,  at  Blackwall,  in  the  Tranfport,  declare, 
that  he  never  faw  fuch  a  bungling  bufinefs  ;  ihac 
if  he  had  been  employed 

Flaw.  Alibi  ? 

Mrs^  Fl.  You  know  him,  1  fancy. 

Flaw,  Perfedlly  :  As,  madam,  you  think  him 
fo  wonderfully  clever,  you  had  better  employ 
him  ;  I  am  ready  to  refign  in  his  favour. 

Mrs.  FL  That  is  ungenerous  in  you,  Mr.  Flaw, 
to  infult  a  gentleman  under  misfortunes :  You 
know  the  clipping  and  filing  affair  compels  him 
to  keep  a  little  private  at  prefent. 

Flaw.  Oh,  then,  that's  the  reafon  I  am  con- 
fulted  ?  fweet  madam,  your  fervant !  But,  ma- 
dam, I  mud  defire  you  to  find  out  fome  other 
agent:  I  declare  off!  you  (ha'n't:  make  a  flop- 
gap  of  me  ! 

Mrs.  FL  Sir  ! 

Flaw.  Our  accounts  are  eafily  fettled  :  Let  mc 
fee  !  Seven  pounds  feven  fhillings,  from  the 
brewer's  clerk,  who  is  gone  with  your  recommen- 
datory letters  to  India. 

Mrs.  FL  Nine  pounds,  if  you  pleafe. 

Flaw.  Seven.  The  reft  paid  out  of  my  pocket 
to  Kitt  Copywell,  for  manufa<fturing  the  letters 
from  the  direclors. 

Mrs.  Fl  Very  well !  Have  you  got  the  fellow 
aboard  ? 

Flaw.  Sailed  the  latter  end  of  the  week. 

Mrs.  Fl  Then  there  is  the  crimp's  money,  for 
procuring  ihe  company  an  able  recruit. 

Flaiv. 
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^law.  Already  deduced,  for  promifing  to  get 
Bob  Blueikin  a  reprieve  at  the— 

Mrs.  FL  Thefe,  Mr.  Flaw,  "are  but  trifling 
affairs  ;  they  may  be  fettled  at  fome  other  time; 

Flaw.  I  am  ready,  whenever  you  pleafe ;  And 
fo,  madam  Fleece'em,  I  am  your  mod  humble, 

and  very Oh  !    I  had  like  to  have  forgot ; 

if  any  thing  fhould  happen,  that  I  may  not  be 
blamed,  in  futuroy  I  would  advife  you  to  take 
care  of  yourfelf :  I  overheard  Luke  Lockup, 
the  turnkey,  fay,  as  you  paffed  by  in  a  coach, 
that  he  had  fome  notion  of  having  feen  you  be- 
fore, and  wanted  much  to  know  where  you 
lodged. 

Mrs.  FL  Luke  Lockup  !  why,  how  is  it  pof- 
fible  he  could 

Flaw,  I  know  nothing  of  that :  Forefeeing, 
indeed,  that  fuch  a  thing  might  poflibly  happen, 
I  had  provided  a  couple  of  people  to  prove  that 
you  were  ihipwreck'd  on  the  Weftern  coaft ;  fo 
that,  though  you  were  returned  before  your  time 
from  your  travels,  it  was  none  of  your  fault; 
but  that  is  all  over  now;  Mr.  Alibi  will,  no 
doubt,  take  proper  care. 

Mrs.Fl,  Nay,  as  to  that,  Mr.  Flaw,  there  is  no 
man  living  to  whofe  care  I  would  fooner  trull 
myfelf  than  your  own  ;  but  fure,  in  this  afiair  we 
have  been  both  of  us  rather  too  quick.  Let  us 
coolly  confider  :  I  am  fure,  I  am  the  furtheft  ia 

the  world    from But  come  ;    let   us   know 

what  are  your  further  demands. 

Flaw.  I  fcorn,  madam,  to  take  any  advantage  : 
As  our  rifques  and  labour  are  equal,  an  equal 
partition ;  that's  all. 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  confent  to  the  agreement. 

Flaw.  Very  well.     I  will  prepare  a  draft  to  lay 

before 
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before  council ;  which,  when  approved,  you  m\\ 
fign  ? 

Mrs,  FL  Without  fcruple;  that  being  fettled, 
let  Us  come  a  httle  to  bufinefs.  What  new  game 
have  you  fprung  ? 

Flaw,  Plenty,  plenty ;  the  family  I  expedled 
out  of  the  country  is  come. 

Mrs,  FL  Father,  mother,  and  fon  !  have  you 
{ttn  them  ? 

Flaw,  I  received  their  note  but  this  inftant  : 
They  have  made  a  little  miilake,  I  believe,  as  to 
their  lodgings. 

Mrs,  FL  How  fo  } 

Flaw.  I  advifed  them,  at  their  coming  to 
town,  to  ftay  at  one  of  the  Hotels  for  a  week  or 
ten  days  ;  inftead  of  that,  they  are  got  to  a 
Bagnio. 

Mrs.  FL  A  Bagnio  ? 

Flaw.  At  the  fign  of  the  Lamb,  in  Long-Acre. 

Mrs,  FL  Nay,  for  aught  I  know,  that  place 
will  bed  anfwer  our  purpofe. 

Flaw,  1  muft  lUp  diredly  to  the  Salopian  Cof- 
fee-houfe  ;  Enfign  Gaters  is  to  fend  you  a  hun- 
dred for  obtaining  him  a  (lep  in  his  corps. 
Here ;  I  have  brought  you  the  complimentary 
cards  to  put  over  the  chimney. 

^Gives  hir  the  cards, 

Mrs.  FL  That's  right.  Let  me  fee  ; — The  Duke 
of — hejl  re/pen s — Earl  of — Vif count — Ah,  ah  ;  very 
well  I  Have  you  prevailed  on  the  coachman  you 
mentioned  ? 

Flaw,  He  has  promifed  to  parade  before  your 
houfe  for  an  hour,  after  his  mafter  is  fet  down 
at  the  Cockpit.  A  couple  of  fervants  to  wait  at 
the  door,  as  if  ^the  great  man  was  above,  will  be 

right. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv,  A  note.  Sir,  from  a  perfon  below. 

Flaw.  Let  us  fee  it. — [Reads,]  "  Mr.  O'Flan- 
**  nagan's  compliments  to  Mr.  Flaw,  and  as  he 
**  perhaps  may  not  choofe  to  be  at  home  to  him, 
*'  being  at  another  body's  houfe,  begs  to  know 
*'  where  he  may  fee  him  this  evening.^ — A  ba- 
gatelle ;   fome  trifling  affair. 

Mrs.  FL  You  had  therefore  better  difpatch  him 
at  once.     Shew  him  up. 

F/aw.  He  brought  me  a  recommendatory  let- 
ter this  morning ;  but  I  was  in  a  hurry,  and  de- 
fired  him  to  meet  me  here  about  this  time.  Here 
he  is. 

Enter  Mr.  0*Flamiagan, 

O'Flan.  Mr.  Flaw,  I  am  your  mod  Ifumble  far- 
vant.     Madam,  I  am  yours  unknown. 

Flaw,  Well,  Mr.  O'Flannagan,  what  are  your 
commands  with  me  ? 

CFlan.  Oh,  Mr.  Flaw,  we  will  podpone  that, 
if  you  plafe ;  I  hope  I  am  a  little  better  bred 
than  to  mention  any  thing  of  my  private  affairs 
before  ladies  ;  their  little  ears,  fweet  craturs, 
fliould  be  tickled  with  nothing  but  love. 

Flaw.  True,  true ;  but  here  you  may  fufpend 
your  politenefs  a  little  ;  for,  unlefs  I  am  miftaken, 
it  is  to  this  lady's  good  offices  you  mull  be  ob- 
liged in  your  prefent  purfuit. 

O'llan,  Oh  !  that  indeed  alters  the  cafe.  Why 
then,  madam,  this  is  my  bufinefs  at  once  :  You 
muft  underftand  1  came  over  lately  from  Lime- 
rick ;  and  there,  upon  my  foul,  all  the  world 
are  gone  mad  about  running  beyond  fea,  in 
fearch  after — 1  think  it  is  emigrations  tliey  call 
them. 

Mrs. 
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AIn.  n.  I  have  heard,  indeed,  that  there  hits 
been  a  prodigious  defertion. 

CFlan,  Prodigious  1  upon  my  foul,  madam, 
in  a  hundred  miles  riding,  I  did  not  meet  with 
a  human  cratur,  except  iheep  and  oxen,  to  tell 
me  the  road  ;  and  I  fhould  have  lofl  myfelf 
again  and  again,  but  for  the  mile-ftones,  that 
are  fo  kind  to  anfwer  your  queftions  without 
giving  you  the  trouble  to  afk  them  :  And  fo, 
being  defirous  to  follow  my  neighbours'  ex- 
ample, I  have,  madam,  made  bold  to  come 
over  before  them. 

Flaw.  Right  ;  one  would  not  like  to  be  lad  in 
the  chafe. 

O'Flati.  True.  Now,  madam,  as  fome  emigra- 
tions mud  be  better  than  other  fome,  I  fhould 
be  glad  to  be  recommended  to  one  of  the  bed. 

Flaw.  Why,  that  will  be  no  very  difficult  mat- 
ter. Let  me  fee  !  is  the  colledlor  of  the  win- 
dow-lights in  Falkland's  Ifland  difpofed  of? 

A4ri  FL  1  have  not  heard  that  it  has  been 
^iven  away  ;  but,  however,  if  it  fliould,  the 
iurveyorfhip  of  the,woods  there  is  vacant,  I  am 
fure. 

Flaw,  Indeed  ! 

CfFlan,  And  pray,  madam,  Is  that  a  lucrative 
place,  as  to  the  profit  ? 

Mvi.  FL  Befides  the  falary,  for  perquifites  you 
are  to  have  all  ihe  loppings  and  toppings. 

Flaw,  Av  !  upon  my  word,  if  that  can  be 
got,  you  will  be  a  happy  man,  Mr.  OTlanna- 
gan. 

O'Flan,  Without  doubt,  I  fliall  be  in  very  good 
luck.  But  pray,  madam,  what  was  the  name  of 
the  Falklands  ? 

Mri,  FL  Falkland's  Ifland. 

O'Flan. 
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O'Flan.  Ifland  ?  true,  true.  But,  Mr.  Flaw,  is 
it  a  place  one  can  go  to  by  land.?  becaafe,  why, 
I  am  not  over- fond  of  the  fea ;  coining  over 
t'other  day  from  Donechedy,  it  tumbled  and 
jumbled,  and  rumbled  me  to  fuch  a  degree ! 

Mrs,FL  Mr.  Flaw— 

Flaw.  I  am  afraid  it  will  be  difficult. 

O'Flan.  Why  then,  if  it  is  equally  the  fame,  I 
fhould  be'  glad  to  have  an  emigration  in  fomc 
other  parts. 

Mrs,  FL  There  was  a  thing  that  I  got  yefterday 
for  a  relation  of  mine,  that  would  have  fuited  this 
gentleman. 

O'Flan.  Pray,  what  might  that  be? 

Mr^.  Fl.  A  tidewaiter's  place  in  the  inland  part 
of  America. 

O'Flan,  Inland  !  that  would  juft  do  to  a  T. 

Flaw.  Why,  you  may  eafily  provide  in  fomc 
Other  way  for  your  coufm. 

Mrs,  Fl.  That's  true  -,  but  then,  you  know, 
he  has  put  himfelf  to  fome  expence,  In  fitting 
himfelf  out  for  the — — 

Flaw.  Oh\  I  dare  fay  Mr.  O'Flannagan  will 
be  glad  to  reimburfe  hmi. 

O'Fian,  That  I  will ;  and  give  him  a  good  fpill 
for  his  refignation  into  the  bargain. 

Mrs.  Fl*  Well,  Sir,  if  you  will'  call  here  to- 
morrow, we  will  try  to  bring  matters  to  bear ; 
and \^C^ Flan,  going. 

Flaw.  This  will  be  a  damn'd  fine  thing,  if 

you  can  get  it. Hark'ee!  a  word  In  your  ear! 

if  you  difcharge  well   your  duty,  you  will  be 
found  in  tar  and  feathers  for  nothing. 

O'Flan,  Tar  and  feathers  !  and  what  the  devil 
will  I  do  wid  them,  my  dear  ? 

Flaw,   When  properly  mixed,  they  make  a 

genteel 
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genteel  kind  of  drefs,  which  is  fometimes  wore 
in  that  climate. 

O'F/an,  Oh  !  what,  I  fuppofe,  a  kind  of  linen, 
like  that  at  Belfaft,  that  the  natives  malefador 
themfelves. 

Flaw.  True.  And  they  will  fhew  you  the  beft 
manner  to  wear  it;  it  is  very  light,  keeps  out  the 
rain,  and  (licks  extremely  ciofe  to  the  fkin. 

O'Flon.  Indeed  !  That  is  very  convanient. 
Why,  as  this  place  feems  to  fuit  me  fo  well, 
before  I  get  the  nomination,  by  way  of  binding 
the  bargain,  had  not  I  better  give  lome  earneft 
beforehand  ? 

Flaw.  That  will  be  making  things  fure. 

O'Flan.  Here  is  a.  fifty  pound  note  of  La- 
touche's,  payable  at  fight  in  a  fortnight. 

Mrs.  FU  Vaftly  well !  I  fhall  take  proper  care 
on't. 

O'Flan,  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all.  Feathers  that 
keep  out  the  rain !  they  muft  be  ducks',  to  be 
fure,  becaafc  they  are  uled  to  the  water :  I  can't 
help  thinking,  Mr.  Flaw,  when  I  have  got  on 
the  drefs,  how  like  a  goofe  I  fhall  look.       [^Exit. 

Flaw.  Here  is  the  note. 

Mrs.  Fl.  This  was  lucky  beyond  expectation  ! 
If  this  goes  on,  in  a  little  time  we  fhall  grow  as 
rich  as  a  keeper  of  one  of  the  capital  clubs. 

[A  rap  at  the  door. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  A  gentleman  below  wifhes  to  fee  Mr. 
Flaw. 

Flaw.  What  fort  of  a  perfon  ? 

Serv.  Vaft  finely  drefs'd,  pleafe  3^our 

F/aw.  Oh!  1  know.  Shew  him  up! — The 
Ifraelite  I  was  telling  you  of. 

Mrs.  FL 
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Mrs.  FL  What,  Mr.  Mofes  Manaflcs> 
Fldw,  The  fame. 

Enter  Mofes  Manajfes. 

Walk  in,  Mr.  Manafles!  this,  Sir,  is  the  lady. 

Mofes,  I  vas  never  fee  a  more  finer  vomaas 
fince  I  was  born.  Madam,  I  vas  take  de  li- 
berty to  beg-a  your  protedion  upon  a  littel 
affairs. 

Mr,  FL  Sir,  any  friend  of  Mr.  Flaw's 

Mofes.  I  vas  live  in  de  fheety;  but  I  have 
great  ambition  to  refide  at  de  court-end  of  d» 
town. 

Mrs,  FL  City!  I  could  not  have  imagined  that 
a  gentleman  of  your  drefs  and  addrefs  would  fub- 
mit  to  live  in  the  city. 

Mofes.  Madam,  you  vas  exceeding  polite,  in- 
deed: I  always  finds  de  ladies  very  partial  to  me; 
I  vas  have  de  honour  to  be  chofe  lall  veek  maif- 
ter  of  de  ceremony  to  de  Mile-End  Afl'embly; 
and  Mrs.  Alderman  herfelf  make  alvays  choice 
of  me  for  de  cotilions. 

Mrs.  FL  I  make  not  the  leaft  doubt  of  your 
great  fuccefs  with  the  ladies. 

Mofes,  Oh,  Madam ! 

Flaw,  Mr.  ManafTes,  madam,  is  modeft.  The 
city!  his  fuccefs  has  not  been  confined  to  the 
city;  many  a  heart-ach  has  he  given,  to  men 
of  confequence  too,  let  me  tell  you,  on  this  fide 
the  Bar. 

Mofes,  Oh,  fy,  fy,  malfter  Flaw ! 

Flaw.  What !  don't  1  know  ?  did  not  you 
occafion  the  feparation  between  Mrs.  Modifh,  of 
Marybone,  and  her  hufband  ? 

Mofes,  Oh,  fy,  fy !  a  flam,  indeed,  Mr, 
Flaw. 

Flaw, 
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Flaw,  Pooh !  bcfides,  was  not  you  feen  dur- 
ing all  the  laft  fummer,  lounging  on  horfeback, 
through  all  the  lone  lanes  about  Cheliea  and  Ful- 
ham,  with  young  Lady  Harrowheart? 

Mofis,  All  fcandal,  upon  my  honour. 

Flow,  Zounds!  why,  have  not  I  heard  the 
young  felloWs  at  Betty's,  when  you  have  been 
pafling  by  with  Lady  Kitty  Carmine,  in  her 
new  vis-a-vis,  exclaim,  "  Look,  look  !  there  is 
*'  Mofes  again  !  dammee,  I  can't  conceive  what 
**  the  ladies  can  fee  in  that  pencil-felling  mon- 
*'  grel  xManaffes  1  Gad,  I  fancy  he  catches  women, 
<'  as  people  do  quails,  with  his  pipe." 

Mofes,  Dat  is  all  fpite,  all  malice,  on  my  ho- 
novir ! 

Mrs.  Fl   Pipe'  what,  does  he  fing? 

Flaw,  He !  the  voice  of  Squallache,  with  the 
tafle  and  manner  of  Millico. 

Mofes  fmgi'], 

"  Ven  faw  you  my  fader? 
*'  Ven  faw  you  my  moder? 

Mrs.  FL  I  fee,  I  fee:  Nay,  then,  I  don't 
wonder. 

Flaw,  Befides  all  this,  mafter  Mofes  is  an  ab- 
folute  Proteus  -,  in  every  elegance,  at  the  top  of 
the  tree. 

Mrs,  Fl.  Indeed ! 

Flaw.  From  his  prefent  drefs,  you  would 
think  that  all  his  days  were  fpent  in  a  drawing, 
room. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Without  doubt. 

Flaw,  But  were  you  to  fee  him  on  the  turf,  at 
Newmarket,  in  his  Tyburn-topp'd  wig,  tight 
boots,  and  round  bat,  you  would  fvvear  he 
had  never  handled  any  thing  but  a  curry- 
comb 
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comb  fince  he   was  born.     Why,    he    has   hd 
matches. 

Mrs,  FL  Really  ! 
Flaw,   Many. 

Mefes.  No,  madam ;  but  vone,  on  my  vord ; 
a  match  with  Lord  Billy  Booty  :  I  vas  firft,  hard 
in  hand  on  a  canter;  my  Lord  came  fide  by 
fide,  give  a  little  bit  of  chuck  vid  de  elbow,  and 
pop  me  plump  into  de  ditch  of  de  Devil ;  and 
de  people  all  hollow  ! 

Mrs.  FL  Brutes!  very  unlucky  indeed.  But 
pray,  Mr.  ManalTes,  how   can    1  ferve  you  ?     I 

ihould  be  happy  to 

Mofes,  Why,  madam,  in  vone  vord — I  fhould 
be  glad  to  be  as  well  wid  de  gentlemen  as  Mr. 
Flaw  fay  I  be  wid  de  ladies;  and  if,  by  your 
affiftance,  I  could  get  into  de   Boodles,  de  Al- 

macks,  or  vone  of  de  clubs 

Mrs.  FL  Blefs  me !  is  it  poffible  that  you  are 
not  a  member  ? 

Mofes.  I  vas  often  put  up;  but  dey  always  give 
me  de  black  ball. 

Mrs,  FL  Blefs  me !  what  can  be  the  meaning 
of  that  ? 

Mofes.  I  don't  know;  perhaps  my  religion  was 
de  objedlion. 

Mrs,  FL  I  fhould  hardly  think  them  fo  fqueam- 
ifh  as  that :    The  dice    are   indeed  often  called 
Dodlors ;    but,   by   the   large    evacuation    they 
caufe,  1  fhould  rather  think  them   graduates  of 
phyfic,   than    of  divinity :     No,  no ;   that  can't 
be  the  cafe.     Let  me  fee! — perhaps  you   have 
had  dealings  with  fome  of  the  club. 
Mofes.  Yes;  I  have  de  little  annuity. 
Mrs,  FL  Oh,  ho! — fo  you  have  been  admitted 
into  the  Jerufalem  Chamber ! 

Mofes  » 
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Mofes.  Yes,  yes,  very  often. 
Mrs.  Fl.  Oh!  then  the  burmcfs  is  out j  there  then 
IS  the  reafon  at  once. 


M'.fes.'H 


ow 


Mrs.  Fl.  Some  of  the  parties,  I  fuppofe,  flow 
in  their  payments. 

Fldtv.  And  there  is  nothing  thofe  gentlemen 
dread  (o  much  as  meeting  a  dun  there. 

Mrs.  Fl.  But  1  dare  fay,  Mr.  ManafTes,  at  fuch 
a  place,  would  be  above  dropping  a  hint. 

Mofes.  Oh,  fy !  madam,  upon  no  account. 

Mrs.  FL  Very  well!  why  then,  I  may  venture 
to  afTure  them  as  much ! 

Mojes,  Sure,  vidout  doubt. 

Flaw.  But  however,  madam,  tho'  fome  of  the 
old  dons  iliould  be  crufty 

Airs,  Fl.  To  be  fure,  means  might  be  ufed  to 
^;et  over  that  bar. 

Flaw,  Eafy  enough,  I  fliould  think. 

Mrs.  FL  Let  us  feel  ftuffing  the  negative  fide 
.)i  the  box,  that  the  black  balls  cannot  defcend. 

Flciv.  Or  advancing  or  retarding  the  clock. 

Mrs.  FL  True ;  but  then  the  waiters  fliould  be 
properly  fpoke  to. 

Flaiv.  Oh,  I  dare  fay  Mr.  ManaflTes  does  not 
mind-  upon  fuch  an  occafion. 

Mofes,  0\i,  not  at  all  j  I  ami  ready  to  part  vid 
de  money. 

Fiaiv.  \  dare  fay.  AVhy,  do  you  confider  that  a 
feat  there,  as  Mr.  ManalFes  can  manage- 

Mrs,  Fl.  May  turn  out  better  for  him,  per- 
haps, than  a  borough. 

Mofes.  Den  I  may  rely  upon  you,  madam? 

Mrs.  FL  Give  yourfelf  no  further  trouble 
about  ir. 

Mofes.  I  have  de  honor,  ma'am [going.^ 

Mrs.  Fl. 
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Mrs.  PL  But  fhould  not  Manafles  make  a  de- 

pofit?  \Jpari  to  FlaWo 

Flaw.  To  be  fure.— Mr.  ManalTes!  well,  Sir, 
I  wifh  you  joy.  Sir  :  What,  we  are  ro  have  a  lot- 
tery, I  find? 

Mofes,  Dat  is  all  fixed  5  dere  is  no  danger  of 
dat.  1  think,  madam,  dere  is  no  finer  light  can 
be,  dan  to  fee  de  lottery-lanthorns  hang  up  in  de 
fireets,  vid  large  red  letters,  write  on  ail  fides;  it 
is  fo  noble! 

Mrs.  FL  An  elegant  ornament,  it  muft  be 
confefled,  to  a  capital  city  :  Befides,  if  the  pafilon 
for  play  cannot  be  fupprelied,  all  that  human 
wifdom  can  do>  is  to  turn  private  vices  to  the  ufe 
of  the  public. 

Mojes,  True,  true. 

Flaw.  I  fuppofe  you  are  an  adventurer. 

Mojes.  Ay,  ay ;  I  have  my  fliare,  to  be  fure. 

Flaw.  Mrs.  Fleece'em  was  faying,  that  ihe  had 
fome  thoughts  of  trying  her  fortune. 

Mofes.  By  all  means;  I  wifh  her  much  luck! 

Flaw.  If  you  fhould  have  any  tickets  about 
you — 

Mojts.  Perhaps  de  lady  may  have  de  fancy  to 
de  particular  number. 

Flaw.  No,  no ;  we  are  not  fuperflitlous  as  to 
the  number;  it  is  the  numbers  we  wifh  to  get 
at. 

Mofrs,  Dere  is,  madam,  a  couple  de  fheets : 
would  you  give  de  draft  on  de  banker  ?  dey  are 
at  prefent  mulh  above  par.     Let  me  fee ! 

Flaw.  Oh,  as  to  the  price,  we  don't  trouble 
our  heads  about  that;  we  will  fettle  that  ibme 
other  time;  make  a  dedudion,  you  know,  for 
'vvhat  madam  befhows  upon  the  waiters. 

Mofes,  True,  true  I    Well,  madam  your  moft 

humble  ! 
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humble!  you  may  tell  de  club  dat  I  fhall  make 
de  very  good  member;  for  now  and  den  I  love 
to  play  a  little  myfelf. 

Mrs,  Ft.  You  do  ? 

Mofes,  Yes ;  to  let  de  caller  at  hazard,  and 
hold  de  Pharaoh-bank  wid  de  cards. 

Flaw.  Be  cautiour.,  or  you  may  meet  with  your 
match. 

Mojes.  Never  fear !  ven  I  vas  play,  I  always  do 
keep  myfelf  up  for  de  purpofc,  like  de  fighting 
cock,  or  de  horfe. 

Mrs.  FL  Very  right ;  for  intemperance  upon 
fuch  an  occafion 

uMofcs.  It  would  be  de  devil,  as  I  eats  fo  little, 
and  drinks  nothing  at  all. 

Flaiu.   N  o ! 

Mofes,  No,  never  at  cards ;  de  claret  would 
turn  all  topfy-turvey  :  no,  no,  I  muft  take  care 
not  to  drown  Pharaoh  again  in  de  Red  Sea. 

[^Exit  Manajfes. 

Flaiv  a7:d  FL  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mrs.  Fl.  Oh !  have  you  advertifed  ail  honour- 
able feat  to  be  fold  ! 

Flaw.  I  never  negledl  buflnefs,  you  know; 
but  the  perpetuating  this  damn'd  bribery-ad  has 
thrown  fuch  a  rub  in  our  way— — 

Mrs.  FL  New  ads,  like  new  brooms,  make  a 
litde  buftle  at  firft;  but  the  dirt  will  return,  ne- 
ver fear.     What,  have  ho  offers  been  made  ? 

Flaw.  A  fhort  note  from  a  broker,  who  hopped 
out  of  the  Alley  into  a  good  eftate  in  the  North. 
By  the  firft  (hips  I  exped  fome  good  fubjeds 
from  the  fiege  of  Tanjore. 

Mrs.  Fl.  A  fure  importation  of  candidates; 
they  come  in  good  time,  for  in  fuch  a  country  as 
this,  v/hat  fignifies  cafh  without  confequence? 

Flaw, 
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Flaw.  True;  which  in  order  to  get,  what  they 
acquire  by  conqueft  they  e^^pend  in  corruption. 

Mrs.  Pi.  Whilil  perhaps  a  borough,  pretty 
warmly  contefted,  compels  the  unhappy  hero  to 
make  a  fecond  trip  to  the  Eaft. — [Knocking.]  Who 
can  that  be  ? 

Eaiv.  Had  not  I  better  withdraw  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Firft,  fee  who  it  is. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  Mrs.  Simony,  madam,  below  in  a 
chair. 

Flaw.  Shew  her  up,  by  all  means. 

Mrs.  Fi,  Simony  ? 

Flaw.  The  Dodor's  lady,  about  the  living, 
you  know. 

Mrs,  Fi  I  remember;  but  I  thought  the  Doc- 
tor himfelf  a 

Flaw.  A  late  miftake  has  made  him  a  little 
cautious  at  prefent. 

Mrs.  FL    A  burnt  child  dreads  the -But, 

pray,  what  kind  of  a  wom^^n  is 

Flaw.  An  abfolute  gofTip :  your  ihare  in  the 
fcene  will  be  fhort :  let  her  run  on;  (he  neither 
expecls  nor  defires  a  reply,     Here  ihe  is. 

Enter  Mrs.    Simcny, 

Mrs.  Sim,  Madam,  I  am  your  obe<iient,  and 
very  devoted  1  Mr.  Flaw,  I  am  entirely  yours  1 
ten  thoufand  pardons  for  waiting  upon  you  in 
this  difhabille !  but  I  ftayed  fo  late  laft  night  at 
Lady  Lurch'em's  affembly,  that  I  have  h^d  but 
juft  time  to  huddle  on  my  things;  and  now  I 
have  not  five  mintutes  to  fpare,  as  I  promifed 
precifely  at  twelve  to  call  on  Lady  Frolic,  to 
take  a  turn  in  Kenfington  Gardens,  to  fee  both 

the 
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the  exhibitions,  the  ftained  glafs,  dwarf,  giant, 
and  Cox's  Mufeum.  Mr.  Flaw,  J  prefunie,  has 
mentioned  our  little  affaii*  The  Do6lor  would 
have  waited  on  you  himfelf;  but  meja  hum^  and 
ha^  and  are  (o  roundabout,  aukward,  and  fny  ! 
now  I  4ni  always  for  coming  plump  to  the  point: 
belkies,  women  bed  underftand  one  another,  you 
know.  Eur,  as  1  was  faying,  the  patron  of  the 
bufmefs  in  quePiion  is,  as  we  underftand,  a  near 
friend  and  relation  of  your*s. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Madam,  1  (hall  be  happy  to 

Mrs.  Sim.  Your  patience,  madam  I  for  I  have 
not  a  m.omenc  to  fpare.  Now,  as  it  cannot  be 
fuppofcd  that  fome  people  fhould  do  favours  for 
other  people,  wirh  which  people  thofe  people  are 
pot  acquainted,  1  am  ready  to  advance — for  the 
Dc(ftor  knows  nothing  about  it. 

'Mrs.  Fl.  How,  madam!  I  underftood 

Mrs.  Sin\  The  Dodor  !  not  he,  I  affurc  you, 
madam  ;  entirely  ignorant,  in  every  refped. 
Now,  if  fuch  a  favour  can  be  obtained,  I  am 
ready  to  depofit,  as  Mr.  Flaw  has  doubtlefs  in- 
formed you 

Mrs.  FL  Why,  I  can't  fay,  madam,  but  it  is 
very  handfopne. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Nay,  madam,  the  party  will  lofe 
no  credit  by  doing  what  is  defired:  the  Do6lor's 
powers  are  pretty  well  known  about  town;  not 
a  more  populous  preacher  within  the  found  of 
Bow  bell;  I  don't  mean  for  the  mobility  only; 
ihofe  every  canting  fellow  can  catch ;  the  beft 
people  of  fafliion  ar'n't  afhamed  to  follow  my 
Dodor.  Not  one,  madam,  of  the  hum-drum, 
drawling,  long-winded  tribe;  he  never  crams 
congregations,  gives  them  more  than  they  can 

carry 
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carry  away;  not  above  ten  or  twelve  minutes  at 
moft. 

Mrs.  FI.  Indeed  ! 

Mrs,  Sim.  Even  thedowager-duchefs  of  Drow- 
fy  was  never  known  to  nod  at  my  Dodlor ;  and 
then  he  doesn't  pore,  with  his  eyes  clofe  to  the 
book,  like  a  clerk  that  reads  the  hrft  leifon ;  not 
he!  but  all  extemporary,  madam;  with  a  cam- 
brick  handkerchief  in  one  hand,  and  a  diamond 
ring  on  the  other:  and  then  he  waves  this  way, 
and  that  way  ;  and  he  curtfies,  and  he  bows,  and 

he  bounces,  that  all  the  people  are  ready  to 

But  then  his  wig,  madam!  I  am  fure  you  mufb 
admire  his  dear  wig  ;  not  with  the  bufhy,  brown 
buckles,  dangling  and  dropping  like  a  New- 
foundland fpaniel ;  but  fhort,  rounded  off  at  the 
ear,  to  fhew  his  plump  cherry  cheeks;  white  as 
a  curd,  feather-topped,  and  the  curls  as  clofe  as 
a  (Cauliflower. 

uMrs.  FL  Why,  really,  m.adam- 

Mrs,  Sim.  Then,  my  Doctor  is  none  of  your 
fchifmvitics,  madam  ;  believes  in  the  whole  thirty- 
nine;  and  fo  he  would,  if  there  were  nine  times 
as  many. 

Mrs,  FL  Very  obedient. 

Mrs,  Sim.  Obedient)  As  humble  and  meek  as 
a  curate;  does  duly  his  duties;  never  fcruples  to 
bury,  though  it  be  but  a  tradefman — unlefs,  in- 
deed, he  happens  to  be  better  engaged. 

Mrs,  Fl.  Why,  with  all  thefe  good  qualities, 
I  ihould  think  our  fuccefs  mud;  be  certain. 

Mrs,  Sim,  With  your  afliftance,  madam,  I  have 
not  the  leaft  doubt  in  the  world;  fo,  madam, 
begging  your  pardon  for  having  intruded  fo  long, 
i  leave  Mr.  Flaw  and  you  to  confer  on  the  fub- 
jed. — Not  a  ftcp,   I  befeech  you. — Lord  blefs 
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me!  I  had  like  to  have  forgot:  my  memory,  as 
the  Doctor  fays,  is  fo  very  tenacious,  that  it  is 
not  one  time  in  twenty  I  can  remember  the  text- 
Befides  all  I  have  fald,  my  Dodor,  madam,  pof- 
feires  a  pretty  little  poetical  vein:  I  have  brought 
you  here  alitile  hymn  in  my  pocket. 

Ah s.  F'i.  Madam,  you  are  very 

Mrs.  Sim.  Of  which  the  Dodor  defires  your 
opinion. 

AJrs.  F!.  Hymn!  then  the  Do(fi:or  ^ir\g^,  I  pre- 
fume. 

jVIrs.  Sim.  Not  a  better  pipe  at  the  playhoufe; 
he  has  been  long  notorious  for  that.  Thtn  he  is 
as  chearful,  and  has  fuch  a  choice  collection  of 
fongs !  Why,  he  is  conftantly  afked  at  the  great 
city  feafts;  and  does,  I  verily  believe,  more  in- 
door chriftenings  than  any  three  of  the  cloth.  But 
this  compofition,  madam,  is  of  a  different  kind: 
It  is  but  fhort ;  but  if  the  party,  your  worthy 
friend  and  relation,  fliould  happen  to  like  the 
manner  of  writing,  he  has  a  much  longer  one 
for  his  immediate  perufal. — Madam,  1  am  your 

obfequious,  and  very  devoted Not  a  ftep,  my 

good  Mr  Flaw!  my  chairmen  are,  you  know, 
in  waiting.  \_Exit, 

Ms.  F:,  a  hymn!  ^'.hat  the  deuce  can  the 
woman  mean  bv  a  hymn?  Let  me  fee! — "  Pro- 
"  mife  to  pay  to  the  bearer  one  hundred  pounds, 
*'  for  the  governor  and  company'* — Ay,  marry, 
this  is  coming  piuwp  to  the  bvfmejs:  No  man  can 
deny,  Mr.  Fluv-,  but  thefe  lines  are  fterling.  If 
the  Dcclor's  profe  is  as  good  as  his  poetry,  I 
don't  v^cnder  he  has  fo  many  admirers.  But 
when  ft! all  I  fee  you  ? 

Flazu.  Imn:iediately  afcer  I  have  paid  my  pro- 
vincials a  vifit, 

Mrs,  Fi. 
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Mrs,  FL  Oh,  then  I  may  have  time  to  execute 
a  little  fcheme  of  my  own. 

Flaw,  Of  what  kind? 

Mrs,  FL  One  that  will  turn  out  both  pleafant 
and  profitable:  You  know  the  prim  mercer,  not 
far  from  St.  PauTs? 

Flaw^  What,  young  Prig,  that  prefents  you 
an  eternal  attitude  to  all  hacks  of  the  city,  and 
(lands  in  llifF  buckle  before  his  own  fhop,  like 
a  fign  ? 

Mrs,  FL  Even  he. 

Flew,  The  fellow  is  a  fop,  to  be  fure ;  but  you 
will  not  find  it  an  eafy  matter  to  gull  him  ^  the 
coxcomb  is  fufpicious  and  guarded. 

Mrs,  Fl.  Againft  a  common  contrivance,  per- 
haps; otherv^ife  he  would  be  no  objedt  for  one 
of  my  original  genius.  Befides,  there  is  a  ne- 
ceflity  for  fome  new  filks  to  grace  my  niece's 
nuptials,  you  kno\v^ 

Flaw^  True,  true ;  well,  fuccefs  attend  you ! 

[Exit. 

Mrs.  FL  Be  in  no  pain  about  me.  Who's 
there  } 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Order  the  carriage  to  the  door  ;  and  do  you  and 
the  coachman  put  on  your  beft  liveries. 

Serv,  Yes,  madam. 

Mrs,  FL  And,  do  you  hear,  John?  if  they 
fhould  be  inquifuive,  where  I  Itop,  as  to  my 
place  of  abode,  give  'em  no  information  :  I 
(hould  be  forry  to  have  it  known,  that  one  of 
my  rank  and  fortune  was  pent  up  in  a  paltry 
lodging. 

^Serv,  Your  Ladylhip  need  be  under  no  fears. 

Mrs.  FL 
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Mrs.  FL  If,  at  coming  from  the  mercer's, 
where  I  fhall  go  firfl:,  the  maflcr  of  the  fhop 
fhoiild  get  into  the  coach,  drive  to  Do6lor  Hel- 
lebore's, who,  you  know,  is  famous  for  curing 
of  mad  folks ;  the  third  door  to  the  left  in  Lin- 
coln's Inn  Fields. 

Serv,  I  fhall  give  the  coachman  diredlions. 

Mrs.  FL  And,  John!  if  any  body  fhould  call 
in  my  abfence,  let  them  know  that  I  am  gone, 
with  the  Countefs  of  Carnarby,  to  fee  the  pre- 
parations for  the  great  trial  in  Weftminfler  Hall. 

Serv.  Mighty  well,  madam.  [^Exit. 

Mrs.  FL  That  fellow  has  uncommon  talents, 
for  one  of  his  ftation :  What  a  matchlefs  porter 
would  he  make  to  a  great  minifter !  for  he  lies 
like  an  attorney,  and  his  mufcles  are  as  fteady  as 
thofe  of  his  mailer.  [£*•//, 


ACT     IL      SCENE    L 

J  Bagnio.      Enter  Flaw^  followed  hy  Tom, 

Flaw. 
U  A  VE  not  you  a  family  here,  that  came  lately 
out  of  the  country? 
Tom.  I  fuppofe  you  mean,  Sir,  Mf.  Aircaftle. 
Flaw.  I  do;  is  the  gentleman  within? 
Tom.  In  the  back  dining-room,  up  one  pair  of 
flairs. 

Flaw.  Will  you  let  him  know  there  is  a  perfon 
who  wifhes  to  fee  him?  If  he  wants  to  know  my 

name 

Tom.  1  can  tell  him. 

Flaw. 
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Flaw.  Ay !  why,  have  we  been  ever  acquainted  ? 

Tom.  What!  have  you  forgot  Tom,  mafter 
Flaw,  at  the  Crown  and  Rolls  in  Chancery-lane? 

Flaw.  I  recoiled.  But  I  thought  by  this  time 
you  had  fet  up  for  yourfeif:  you  feemed  in  ^ 
very  good  way. 

Tom.  Pretty  well,  mafter,  for  that  part  of  the 
town  :  but,  Lord,  Sir,  the  penurious  pence  of  the 
lawyers  won't  do  for  us,  who  are  the  fuperior 
knights  of  the  napkin;  after  poring  an  hour  over 
a  fix  and  eight-penny  bill,  "  Here,  Tom,  give  us 
*'  change !  and  mind,  there  is  a  groac  for  yourfeif:'* 
How  was  it  poflible  to  fupport  a  girl  and  a  gelding 
ijpon  fuch  a  two-penny  tax  ?  it  could  not  be. 

F/aiv.  That  is  true,  indeed. 

Tom.  No,  no.  So,  dipping  pretty  deeply  in 
debt,  I  got  a  friendly  commifTion  of  bankruptcy 
to  difcharge  my  old  fcores,  and  removed  to  this 
end  of  the  town. 

F/aiu.  Where  you  thrive,  without  doubt. 

Tom.  To  give  you  a  fample — it  was  but  laft. 
night.  Sir  Ralph  Riot  moved,  that  every  man  in 
the  ckib  fhould  give  the  waiter  two  guineas  a- 
piece  by  way  oifurpnfmg  the  rafcal. 

Flaw,  And  it  was  carried? 

Tom.  Oh,  nem.  con. — the  members  never  flinch 
at  a  frolic. 

Fiaw.  1  wiih  you  joy  of  your  ftation ! — But, 
pray,  by  what  accident  came  the  family  above 
to  your  houfe?  There  mufthave  been  fome  mif^ 
take  in  the  matter,  for  they  are  people  of  very 
good  reputation. 

Tom.  1  can't  guefs.  Only  that  the  town  is  thin, 
and  bufmefs  begins  to  grow  dead,  we  ihiould  hardly 
have  given  them  admittance ;  they  are  a  ftrange 
unaccountable  tribe:  Pray  who  the  deuce  are  they? 

Flaw. 
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Flaw,    A  refpedable  family  from  the  county  of 
Wilts,  with  a  very  good  landed  eftate,  I  afllire  you. 

Tom,  On  which,  1  fuppofe,  the  Tquire  conde- 
fcends  to  kill  his  own  meat ;  and  madam,  his 
lady,  to  drefs  it.  Then  it  is  one  eternal  wrangle 
between  them,  conduded  in  a  language  pjretty 
near  as  coarfe  as  their  carter's. 

Flaw,  They  have  been  bred  in  a  flate  of  Na- 
ture, Tom. 

Tom,  The  hufband,  for  once  or  twice,  is  enter- 
taining enough:  He  fets  out  to  inform  you  in  a 
mod  material  point,  as  he  thinks,  which  he  for- 
fakes  in  an  inftant  to  follow  fome  other  circum- 
ftance,  not  material  at  all ;  this  he  foon  quits  for 
another,  and  foon  for  another,  if  you  will  give  him 
attention.  He  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  pack  of 
hounds  in  a  hare-warren ;  by  eternally  fhifting 
the  game,  the  purfuit  never  ends. 

Flaw,  You  have  him,  Tom:  Mr.  Aircaftle  is, 
I  own,  very  prolix  and  digreffive. 

Tom,  Unlefs  I  am  miftaken,  the  fon  h^s  an  old 
acquaintance  here  in  the  houfe. 

F/aw,  Ay ! 

Tom,  Mifs  Betfy  Bloflbm,  one  of  our  ladies,  who 
comes,  I  fancy,  from  their  part  oi  the  world:  fhe 
wiflies  to  avoid  the  father  and  mother,  but  hints 
that  (he  h\as  good  reafon  to  remember  the  fon. 

F/aw,  Perhaps  fo. 

Tom,  Madam  the  mother  too,  who  is  dill  a 
jolly  brifk  dame,  feems  determined  to  make  the 
mod  of  her  time. 

Flaw,  How  fo  ? 

Tom,  She  has  difpatched,  this  morning,  a  billet 
to  Col.  Gorget,  an  old  mailer  of  mine. 

F/aw,  If  they  are  at  prefent  alone,  you  will  be 
fo  kind  to  announce  me. 

Tom. 
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Tom.  Thofe  ftairs  lead  to  their  door;  there  is 
no  occafion  for  a  mailer  of  the  ceremonies. 

Exit  Flaw. 
Mifs!  MifsBetfyl 

Enter  Betfy, 

Well ;  have  you  encountered  your  Corydon  ? 

Betfy.  No  ;  I  have  carefully  kept  myfelf  out 
of  his  way. 

Tom.  Then  now  throw  yourfelf  into  it  as  foon  as 
you  can  ;  for,  iinlefs  you  prevent  it,  I  can  fore- 
fee  a  defign  to  difpofe  of  him  in  a  very  different 
manner. 

Betfy.  In  the  interim,  I  could  wifli  to  have  him 
all  to  myfelf;  no  danger  of  an  interruption  from 
the  father  and  mother. 

Tom.  Watch  then  when  they  are  out  of  the 
way.  But  remember  you  run  no  rifque  in  over- 
adling  your  part ;  treat  him  with  a  large  di(h  of 
daggers,  death,  and  defpair. 

Betfy.  Never  fear ;  I  know  how  to  proportion 
my  dofe. 

Tom.  Are  you  prepared  with  the  two  verfes  I 
gave  you. 

Betfy.  Yes,  yes ;  and  I  warrant  will  thunder 
them  with  good  effedl  in  his  ears. 

Tom,  Succefs  attend  you,  my  girl !        [Exeunt, 

Scene  changes  to  another  room. 

Mr,  and  Mrs.  Alrcajlk  difcovered. 

Air.  Well,  well,  mark  the  end  on't !  this  will 
turn  out  like  all  the  reft  of  your  projeds. 

Mrs.  Air.  Blefs  me,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  will  you 
never  giv^  over  your  grumbhngs  ?  I  thought  I 

had 
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had  convinced  you,  before  you  left  home,  that 
London  was  the  only  fpot  for  people  to  thrive  in. 

Air.  Convinced  me  !  Did  not  1  tell  you  what 
parfon  Prunello  faid — I  remember  Mrs.  Light- 
f  ^ot  was  by — (he  had  been  brought  to  bed,  that 
day  was  a  month,  of  a  very  fine  boy — a  bad 
birih  ;  for  dodor  Seeton,  who  ferved  his  time 
with  Luke  Lancet  of  Guife's — there  was  a  talk 
about  him  and  Nancy  the  daughter — fhe  after- 
wards married  Will  Whitlow,  another  apprentice, 
who  had  great  expedlations  from  an  old  uncle  in 
the  Grenades  ;  bat  he  left  all  to  a  difiant  relation^ 
Kit  Cable,  a  midfhipman  aboard  the  Torbay — 
Ihe  was  loft,  coming  home,  in  the  Channel — the 
captam  was  taken  up  by  a  coafter  from  Rye, 
loaded  with  cheefe — ■ — 

Mrs,  Air.  Mercy  upon  me,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  at 
what  a  rate  you  run  on  !  What  has  all  this  to  do 
with  our  coming  to  London  ? 

Jh\  Why,  1  was  going  to  tell  you;  but  you 
will  never  have  patience  ! 

Mrs.  Air,  More  than  ever  woman  poiTelTed* 
Would  you,  I  fay,  be  contented  to  fpring,  grow, 
and  decay,  in  the  fame  country  fpot,  like  a  cab- 
bage } 

J'lr.  Yes;  provided  I  left  behind  me  fome 
promifing  fprouts. 

Mrs.  Air,  What  I  have  you  no  ambitition  )  no 
foul  ?  could  you  be  eafy  to  ftand  ftock-ftill, 
whilft  your  neighbours  are  advancing  all  round 
you  ?  Cottagers  are  become  farmers  ;  farmers  are 
made  juftices;  and  folks  that  travelled  barefoot 
to  London,  roll  down  again  in  their  coaches  and 
chariots ;  but  ftill  we  fiick  [ 

Air,  What  then  ?  For,  as  counfellor  Crab  faid 
at  the  aflizes — he  came  down  to   plead  for  Ned 

Nick 'em, 
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Nick'em,  who  won  at  Bath  a  large  fum  of  Lord 
Lucklefs — the  principal  wirnefs  was  Chrifto* 
pher  Cogg'em — who  was  condemned  to  the  pil- 
lory ;  but  faved  by  Phil  Fang  the  attorney — 
who 

Mrs,  Air.  What  matters  what  any  body  faid  ? 
but  you  are  always  flying  from  the 

Jir,  Why,  what  a  pox  would  the  woman  be 
at  ? — ^Ha'n't  1  lopped  off  a  handfome  limb  of 
my  land  to  put  your  hopeful  projedl  in  practice  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Well ;  and  muft  not  every  body 
who  ventures  in  the  lottery  of  life  firft  pay  for 
his  ticket  ? 

Air.  I  believe  Toby  will  hardly  thank  me  for 
o'oino;  into  the  wheel. 

Mrs.  Air.  No  ;  I  fuppofe  he  would  rather  flay 
at  home,  and  marry  Bet  BlolTom  :  A  pretty  al- 
liance he  had  like  to  have  given  us ! 

Air.  But  you  know  I  drove  the  girl  out  of  the 
parifh. 

Mrs.  Air.  Are  there  none  of  the  fame  flamp 
left  behind  ? 

Air.  Well,  well,  here  we  are,  and  what's  to 
be  done  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Our  firfl  bufinefs  is  to  get  Toby  dif- 
pofed  of;  upon  your  head,  we  will  confult  Mr. 
Flaw  ;  as  to  my  affairs,  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

Air.  And  as  for  Toby,  the  bed  method,  you 
think,  will  be 

Mrs.  Air.  To  advertife  the  boy,  to  be  fure._ 

Air.  Do  you  think  fo  ?  Advertife  Toby  !  1  was 
once  told  by  Tom  Type,  a  printer  of  one  of  the 
papers — he  was  tried  for  a  libel  before  Sir  Philip 
Flogg'em,  at  the  Old  Bailey — two  of  the  jury 
died  that  feffions  of  the  diftemper — doctor  Dry- 
bones  recommended  vinegar  by  way  of  preven- 
tion 
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tion — the  doflor  wore  the  (Irangeft  black  wigs ! 
— ihey  were  made  by  Ben  Block'em,  of  Bow- 
ftreet — I  dined  with  him  once,  when  he  was 
churchwarden,  upon  two  baftard  children — we 
had  a  haunch  of  venifon — the  venifon  was  over- 
roafled,  and  flunk— but  dodor  Dewlap  twilled 
down  fuch  gobs  of  fat- 

Mrs.  Air,  But  what  is  all  this  to  the  purpofe  ? 

Jir.  I  was  going  to  tell  you,  if  you  would  but 
l.ften  a  bit  1 

Mrs,  Air.  What  did  Type  fay  ? 

Jir,  That  he  never  knew  any  good  come  of 
that  kind  of 

Mrs,  Air,  Then  Type  was  a  fool  I  don't  we 
fee  by  the  news,  that  there  is  no  other  way  of 
making  matches  in  London  ? 

Air,  Well,  well — you  know  bed,  to  be  fure. 

Mrs.  Air,  Here  the  advertifement  is;  I  have 
penned  it  myfelf. 

Air.  You  penned  it  ?  Damn  me,  if  fhe  can 
fpell  a  fingle  fyllable  of  the  language  ! 

Mrs,  Air.  Call  the  boy  in  ;  and  obferve,  Mr. 
Aircaftle,  if  he  correfponds  with  the  marks. 

Air.   Toby  1  [Calling. 

Enter  Toby, 

Lord,  Mrs.  Aircaftle,  how  you  have  altered  the 
boy !  why,  his  face  is  as  long  as  a  fiddle-ftick  ! 
and  then  he  has  a  bundle  at  his  back,  as  big  as 
a  child  ! 

Mrs.  Air,  Pray,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  mind  your 
own  bufmefs,  I  beg  !  would  you  have  him 
drefled  like  yourfelf,  in  a  fuit  of  cloaths  made 
thirty  years  ago,  when  you  were  (heriff  for  the 
county  ?— Toby,  ftand  forth  !    **  V/anted  for  a 

*'  young 
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"  young   gentleman  of  an  ancient  family,  and 
^'  agreeable  perfon" — Toby,  hold  up  your  head  ! 

Toby,  I  does,  mother,  I  does. 

Air.  It  is  impoffible,  my  dear,  the  boy  fhould 
ever  walk  in  that  manner;  why  he  will  run 
againft  every  body  he  meets.  Toby,  do  you 
think  you  can  ftep  without  Humbling  ? 

Toby,  Not  in  the  flreets ;  but  crofs  a  room 
pretty  well,  I  believe. 

Mrs,  Air,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  have  you  no  idea  of 
grace  ?  Shoulders  back,  Toby ;  and  cheft  a  little 
more  out  ! 

Air,  Now,  child,  look  at  his  elbows !  you 
have  pinioned  him  down  like  a  pickpocket. 

Mrs.  Air,  Grace,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  grace. 

Air,  Grace  !  he  has  neither  grace,  nor  greafe  : 
his  breaft-bone  fticks  out  like  a  turkey's. 

Mrs,  Air,  Nothing  but  grace !  I  wifh  you 
would  read  fome  late  Pofthumous  Letters ;  you 
would  then  know  the  true  value  of  grace  :  Do 
you  know,  that  the  only  way  for  a  young  man  to 
thrive  in  the  world,  is  to  get  a  large  difli  of  hy- 
pocrify,  well  garnifhed  with  grace,  an  agreeable 
perfon,  and  a  clear  patrimonial  eftate  ? — *'  A 
*'  wife  with  a  very  large  portion  :  If  the  fortune 
*'  anfwers,  proper  allowance  will  be  made  for 
^^  perfon  and  mind.  The  party,  and  his  rent- 
"''  roll,  may  be  feen  at  the  Lamb  in  Long- Acre, 
*'  every  hour  of  the  day." 

Air.  Why,  this  will  bring  the  whole  town  to 
the  houfe. 

Mrs.  Air.  That  is  juft  what  I  intend  ;  the  more 
bidders,  the  better. 

Enter  Tom  and  Flaw^ 

Tom.  Mr.  Flaw.  \^Exit, 

Flaw, 
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Flaw^  Good  folks,  you  are  welcome  to  London ! 

Jtr.  Ay,  here  we  are,  Mr.  Flaw  :  here's  Toby 
too. 

Toby.  Yes,  here  I  am,  Mr.  Flaw. 

Flaw,  Blefs  me !  what  a  change !  I  (hould 
fcarce  have  known  him. 

Toby,  Yes,  I  fuppofe  I  am  pretty  much  altered, 
being  garniflied  with  grace. 

Air,  Ay ;  a  grace,  I  believe,  that  will  tempt 
nobody  to  tafte  of  the  difh. 

Mrs,  Air.  Never  mind  him,  Mr.  Flaw ;  he  is 
g,  defponding  creature,  you  know.  But,  as  a 
proof  that  we  have  not  been  idle,  here  is  the  firfl: 
fruits  of  my  labour. 

Flaw,  What  is  it  ? 

Mrs,  Air,  An  advertifement  to  procure  a  part- 
ner for  Toby. 

Flaw,  A  partner ! 

Mrs,  Air,  Ay,  a  wife,  with  a  fuitable  fortune. 

Flaw,  I  hope  it  is  not  fent  to  the  papers. 

7oby,  What,  the  notice  where  I  am  to  be  feen? 
here  it  is  in  my  hand. 

Mrs.  Air.  Give  it  me  ;  and  go  you  out,  and 
wait  till  you  are  wanted";  And  don't  liflen  !  d'ye 
hear  ?  And,  Toby,  be  mindful  of  grace  1  and, 
d'ye  hear  ?  don't  laugh  !  you  may  grin,  indeed, 
to  fhew  your  teeth,  and  your  manners. 

Toby.  Will  that  do  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Pretty  well,  for  the  firft  time. 

{Exit  Toby. 

Flaw.  Blefs  me,  madam  !  how  could  fuch  a 
thought- 

Mrs.  Air.  Don't  we  every  day  fee  fuch  things 
in  the  news  ? 

Flaw.  Ay,  from  an  old  maid  in  defpair,  a 
broken  milliner,  or  a  tottering  tobacconift: 

Air. 
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4ir,  I  told  her  To,  Mr:  Flaw*:  Zounds,  fays 
I,  you  treat  the  boy  as  if  he  was  a  white  bear,  or 
an  oftrich — though  it  is  quite  a  miftake,  Mr. 
Flaw,  that  thofe  creatures  eat  iron  :  I  faw  one 
once  at  the  Checquer  at  Salifbury— the  keeper's 
name  was  Evan  Thomas,  a  Welfliman — he  had 
but  one  hand — he  loft  the  other,  endeavouring 
to  fteal  a  piece  of  cheefe  out  of  a  rat-trap — the 
trap  went  down,  and 

Mrs.  Air    Did  ever  mortal  fee  fuch  a  man  ? 

Air.  And,  zounds,  why  muft  not  I  fpeak  ?  fhe 
likes  to  liften  to  no  founds  but  her  own  ;  but  I 
will  be  heard,  and- 

Mrs.  Air.  And  fo  you  fhall,  when  you  talk  to 
the  purpofe. 

Air,  Purpofe,  madam  1  Damn  it,  I  would 
have  you  to  knovV 

Flaw,  Oh,  fy,  fy,  good  people  1  curb  your 
cholcrs  a  little  :  Confidcr  you  are  not  now  in  the 
country. 

Jir,  Well,  well,  I  am  calm. 

Flaw.  Then,  to  return  to  our  bufinefs  ;    Be- 
fides,  my  good  madam,  I  had  provided  a  match 
that  would  have   completed  all  our  matters  at 
once. 
Mrs,  Air.   How  ? 

Flaw,  A  lady,  an  acquaintance  of  mine,  lately 
arrived  with  her  niece  from  the  Indies 

Mrs.  Air.  And  rich  ? 

Flaw.  Enough  to  purchafe  the  fceptre  of  Po^ 
land. 

Air.  How  ! 

Flaw.  Ay,  even  before  his  very  good  neighs 
bours  had  brought  that  monarchy  down  to  a 
manor. 

Air.  And  pray,  as  to  the  party  I 

Flaw, 
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Flaw.  Fleece'em  is  the  name  of  the  aunt ;  not 
much  indebted  to  fortune ;  but  whoever  is  happy- 
enough  to  marry  the  niece,  won't  fcruplc,  I  dare 
fay,  to  procure  her  a  proper  provifion. 

Mrs,  Air,  The  moll  reafonable  thing  in  the 
"world. 

Flaw,  I  ventured  to  promife  as  much. 

Mrs.  Air,  Then  you  have  hinted  the  bufinefs  ? 

Flaw,  As  good  as  concluded.  As  marriage- 
bonds  are  illegal,  it  will  be  right  to  make  a  de- 
pofit  before  the  folemnization. 

Mrs,  Air,  To  be  fure.  Now,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  I 
hope  I  w^as  right ;  for  feeing  a  little  cafti  might 
promote  our  deiigns,  I  got  him  to  fell  Sycamore- 
farm,  and  we  have  brought  the  money  to  town. 

Flaw,  How  much  might  the 

Mrs,  Air,  Five  thoufand. 

Flaw,  But,  with  a  few  diamonds,  for  which  I 
will  get  you  credit 

Mrs,  Air,  By  all  means. — When  fhould  we  wait 
on  the  young  lady? 

Flaw,  This  very  morning ;  we  cannot  be  too 
quick ;  fomeof  the  young  blades  about  town  begin 
to  have  an  inkling,  I  fear ;  I  obferve  them  throw 
their  eyes  up  to  the  windows. 

Mrs,  Air,  Without  doubt.  Mr.  Aircaflle,  you 
will  go  out  to  the  (hops,  and  provide  Toby  with 
a  new  Beckford-hat,  and  a  couteau  du  chalie  ? 

Flaw,  And  purchafe  at  the  fame  time  fome 
prefents  for  the  young  lady. 

Mrs,  Air,  The  firft  time  ? 

Flaw.  Always  the  rule  in  the  Eaft  ;  you  never 
approach  a  fuperior  without  a  fuitable  prefent. 

Mrs  Air,  No  ! 

Air.  No!  why,  fool,  that  is  the  way  the  Na- 
bobs have  got  all  their  wealth — I  knew  one  of 

them 
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them  once  ;  and,  if  he  had  not  been  fo  rich, 
really  a  good  fort  of  a — he  was  inoculated  for 
the  fmall-pox,  by  one  of  the  Suttons,  at  the 
great  houfe  by  Hyde- park — the  builder  of  it  got 
jnto  the  Bench,  and  was  afterwards  cleared  by 
an  ad  of  infolvency — though  Tom  Jenkins,  one 
of  his  creditors 

Airs.  Air,  You  fee  ! — Lord  blefs  me,  now,  Mr. 
Aircafhle,  how  can  you,  when  we  have  not  a 
moment  to  lofe — Go,  go  out  with  the  boy,  I 
befeech  you  ! 

Jir.  Well,  well,  well!  [Going. 

Flaw,  I'll  run  before,  and  prepare  Mrs. 
Fleece'em. 

Mrs.  Air,  By  all  manner  of  means. 

Air.  Pray,  is  not  the  toy-fhop  at  the  end  of 
the  ftreet,  kept  by  the  fon  of — I  remember  I 
met  the  father  once  at  Newarket — he  was  in  a 
one-horfe  chaife,  made  by  Varnilh  here  in  Long- 
Acre — who  built  a  ftate-coach  for  the  Emprels 
of  Ruflia — he  was  recommended  by  Lord — I 
can't  think  of  his  name — who  was  chofen  one  of 
the  lixceen  for  the  kingdom  of 

Mrs.  Air.  Take  him  with  you,  dear  Mr.  Flaw  ! 

Flaiv.  Come,  Sir,  I  will  ilievv  you  the  (hop. 

[Exeunt  Aircaftle  and  Flaw, 

Mrs.  Air.  So  !  having  provided  for  Toby,  I 
am  at  leifure  to  attend  to  my  own  private  con- 
cerns.    Who's  there  ? 

Enter  M^id- Servant. 

Bid  the  Waiter  come  up  !  [Exit  Maid. 

If  Colonel  Gorget  anfwers  my  letter  in  the  way 
I  expedl,  it  will  prove  a  pretty  good  beginning  : 
The  colonel,  I  make  no  doubt,  knows  the  ways 
of  the  world,  and  will  foon  take  the  hint :  He 

was 
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was  vaftly  fbruck  with  me  during  the  races ;  and 
I  don't  fee  why  I  have  not  as  good  a  right  to 
profit  by  my  perfon,  as  I  am  told.fome  ladies  do, 
who  live  in  this — — 

Enter  Waiter^ 

Well,  Sir,  what  return  to  my  letter  ? 

JVaiter.  The  colonel,  madam,  will  obey^  your 
commands. 

Mrs,  Air,  Very  well !  when  he  comes,  fhevv 
him  into  the  next  room.  \Exeunt, 

Another  Room  in  the  Bagnio, 
Enter  Colonel  Gorget^  reading  a  letter. 

Gorget,  Bravo,  bravo,  my  fweet  country  ac- 
quaintance !  this  is  a  rendezvous  with  a  witnefs. 
Let  me  fee !  UJw,  um^  um !  "  Unexpededly 
*'  brought  by  bufinefs  to  town — no  time  to  make 
"  a  proper  provifion — accommodate  me  with 
"  Five  Hundred  Guineas" — accommodate  !  an 
apt  phrafe,  and  a  pretty  fum  too  ;  but  how  the 
deuce  could  the  woman  fuppofe  that  I  was  able 
to  advance  fuch  a  fum  ?  Um,  um  / — "  Not  prove 
ungrateful — Elizabeth"— Oh,  ho!  ndw  I  begin 
to  conceive. — Stay  !  who  have  we  here  ?  2^oks ! 
the  hufband  himfelf. 

Enter  Aircajile, 

Air.  What,  Colonel  Gorget ! 

Gorget,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  I  am  happy  to  fee  you  ! 
But  what  important  bufmefs  can  have  brought 
you  to  London  ? 

Air,  Som.e  family  affairs,  and  to  lay  out  a  pret- 
ty 
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ty  large  fum,  which  I  lately  got  for  a  parcel  of 
land. — But  is  this  vifit  intended  to  me  ? 

Gorget,  No  ;  Iwas  quite  a  ftranger  to  your  be- 
ing in  town.  A  lady  in  the  houfe,  that  I  lately 
knew  in  the  country — — ^ 

Air.  What,  from  our  part  of  the  world  ? 

Gorget,  No,  no ;  but  a  devilifli  fine  woman  : 
Laft  fummer  fome  little  gallantries  pafl  between 
us  below. 

Air.  Ay,  ay ;  you  officers  play  the  very  deuce 
when  you  come  down  into  the  country.  I  re- 
member enfign  Safh,  about  ten  years  ago — his 
father  came  from  Barbadoes — I  met  him  at 
Treacle's,  the  great  fu gar- baker's,  who  had  a 
houfe  in  St.  Mary-Axe — he  took  the  leafe  from 
alderman  Gingham,  who  ferved  fhcriff  with  de- 
puty— there  was  tight  work  on  the  huftings 

'Gorget,  Oh,  the  devil  1  he  runs  on  at  the  old 
rate. — But  we  forget  the  lady. 

Air,  Oh,  ay  ;  '*  Gallantry  with  her  below ;" 
which  I  fuppofe  you  have  finijfhed  above. 

Gorget  No,  faith,  not  entirely,  my  friend ;  but 
I  think  we  are  in  a  fair  way. 

.Air,  Ay  ! 

Gorget,  The  garrifon  has  offered  to  furrender. 

Air,  Then  what  prevented  you  from  taking 
polTeffion  ? 

Qorget.  The  governor,  as  ufual,  in  lifts  on  a 
bribe,  which  it  was  not  immediately  in  my  power 
to  pay' 

Air.  Damn  thofe  governors  !— why,  there  was 
the  governor  of  Bergen -op-zoom,  in  the  laft 
war 

Gorget,  But  hear  me  ! — I  was  jufl  ftepping 
home  to  provide  the  credentials ;  but,  however, 

this 
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this  lucky  meeting  will,  I  flatter  myfelf,  put  an 
end  to  my  journey. 

Jir.  As  how  ? 

G9rg£t.  If  you  will  fupply  me  with  the  fum  till 
evening,  I  (hall  clofe  the  bargain  without  quit- 
ting the  houfe. 

Air,  How  much  ? 

Gtrget,  Five  hundred  guineas. 

Air,  Five  hundred  guineas  !  what  a  cormorant 
the  woman  mufl  be  1 

Go  get.  Not  at  all,  when  her  hufband  is  rich> 
and  fhe  is  above  accepting  a  trifle. 

Air.  Now,  I  (hould  have  thought  that  would 
have  made  her  more  reafonable. 

Gorget,  Quite  the  reverie  ;  why,  did  you  ever 
know  a  wealthy  courtier  accept  of  a  moderate 
penflon  ? 

Air,  That,  indeed — But  are  you  really  feri- 
ous ) 

Gorget,  So  ferious,  that  if  you  will  lend  me 
the  money 

A^r,  Nay,  but,  colonel,  that  is — — 

Gorget.  Nay,  but  if  you  hefitate 

Air.  -No,  it  is  not  that ;  the  money  is  quite  at 
your  fervice  ;  but  you  will  repent,  and  then  re- 
proach me — What !  five  hundred  ?  there  can  be 
no  woman  worth  it. 

Gorgit,  You  would  alter  your  tone,  if  you 
faw  her. 

Air,  Should  I  ?  Prithee  tell  me  her  name ; 
perhaps  I  may  know  her. 

Gorget,  I  durfl  not ;  you  know  my  honour  is 
concerned. 

Air,  Honour  with  fuch  a  woman  as  that  } 

Gorgtt,  She  is  very  well  known. 

Jir,  And  ought  to  be  better. 

Gorget. 
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Gorget,  But  I  wafte  time,  and  may  lofe  the 
critical  minute  ;  Will  you  fupply  .me,  or  muft 
1 

Air.  With  the  greateft  pleafure  in  life  :  Here 
is  in  this  bag  the  very  fum,  which  I  have  jufl 
received  for  a  draft  in  the  city. 

Gorget.  Ten  thoufand  thanks,  my  dear  Mr. — 

Air.  I  can't  fay  tho',  but  I  am  forry 

Gorget.  Oh,  it  is  not  impoffible  but  I  may  come 
off  at  an  eafier  rate ;  With  fuch  a  capital  in  hand, 
one  may  haggle,  you  know. 

Jir.  True,  true ;  Fd  endeavour  to  get  her  for 
nothing  ;  Choufe  her,  choufe  her  !  do,  colonel. 
If  indeed  (he  had  afked  for  a  ring  with  a  poefy, 
or  any  fuch  trifle  as  that — but  fuch  a  monftrous 
demand  !  I  would  give  fomething  to  fee  her. 

Gorget.  Why,  it  is  my  opinion  you  know  who 
flie  is. 

Air.  Really? 

Gorget.  Now,  if  it  fhould  turn  out  that  you 
had  been  happy  with  the  lady  yourfelf,  would 
not  that  greatly  furprife  you  ? 

Jir.  Me  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  !  the  deuce  a  bit :  Tho*, 
when  I  came  firil  to  the  Temple,  there  was  a 
lawyer's  wife  that  lived  in  Quality-court,  that  I 
was  exceedingly  fond  of — her  hufband  came 
home  one  night,  and  I  crept  under  the  bed,  where 
1  fhould  have  remained  concealed,  but  for  a  little 
dog  of  Charles's  breed  ;  he  went  hw^  wow^  wow — 

Gorget.  Oh,  the  devil  !■ — But  confidcr,  time 
prelTes ;  I  muil  away  to  the  lady. 

Jir.  True,  true ;  and  I  to  the  (hops  with  my 
boy.  And  I  happy  with  the — ha,  ha,  ha — How- 
ever, if  that  be  the  cafe,  colonel,  it  Js  a  ftronger 
reafon  for  clofing  your  purfe-ftrings  ;  for  the  de- 
vil take  me  if  1  ever  knew  a  woman  who  was  de- 

ferving 
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ferving  a  tythe  of  that  fum  in  my  life  !— \es ;  I 
lie  !  1  did  ;  a  Greek  girl,  they  called  Circafliaa 
— I  faw  her  at  Tunbridge-7-where,  by  the  bye, 
they  have  the  oddeft  pantile- walk — with  the  mu- 
fick  on  a  fhelf — and  as  the  company  walk  to  and 

fro,  the  fidlers  go  tal,  lal^  la 

Gorget,  Nay,  but — [fujhing  him  out].  This  is 
lucky  beyond  expedation  ;  what  a  civilized  huf- 
band,  to  fupply  me  with  the  very  money  I  wanted  1 

Enter  Tom, 

Is  the  lady  at  leifure  ? 

Tom,  She  knows  her  hufband  is  gone  out,  and 
will  be  with  you  this  inftant. 

Gorget.  Very  well !  take  care,  and  watch  his 
return. 

Tom.  Here  flie  is.  \^Exit, 

Enter  Mrs,  Aircajile. 

Mrs,  Air,  What,  you  are  come,  my  dear  co- 
lonel !  I  have  waited  for  you  with  the  utmoft  im- 
patience. 

Gorget.  And  I,  madam,  have  flown  to  obey 
your  commands. 

Mrs.  Air.  No  more  of  that,  colonel,  I  beg  :  I 
bluih  to  confider • 

Gorget.  Blulh  !  and  why  fo,  madam  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  At  what  you  muft  think  of  my  let- 
ter :  But  the  high  fenfe  I  entertain  of  your  friend- 
Ihip,  induced  me,  in  fuch  an  exigence,  to  make 
the  trial. 

Gorget,  and  the  wifeft  ftep  you  could  take. 

Mrs.  Air,  Pardon  me,  Sir !  I  am  not  to  learn 
how  dangerous  it  is  to  have  an  obligation  to 

you. 

Gorget. 
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Gorget,  And  why  fo  ?  Can  there  be  any  thing 
more  natural  than  to  defire  the  affiftance  of  the 
perfon  who  loves  us  ?  Of  my  attachment  I  hope 
you  have  no  reafon  to  doubt. 

Mrs,  Air.  That,  Sir,  is  the  very  fource  of  my 
forrow,  and  has  determined  me  to  fupport  every 
evil ;  nay,  to  apply  even  to  Mr.  Aircaflle  him- 
felf,  rather  than 

Gorget.  How,  madam"^  then  it  is  plain  I  have 
loft  your  efteem.  Fool  that  I  was,  to  be  lulled 
by  the  bewitching  lines  of  your  letter  !  I  thought 
that  I  had  deteded  Love,  that  fly  lurcher,  lurk- 
ing under  the  mafk  of  confidential — But  now  I 
unfortunately  find  how  far  I  am  from  your  favour. 

Mrs.  Air.  Cruel,  unjuft  colonel  Gorget ! 

Gorget.  Ha !  am  I  unjuft  ?  you  revive  me  ! 
you  reftore  me  to — But  banifh  every  thought  of 
an  obligation  to  any  but  me ;  I  fliould  be  jea- 
lous  of 

Mrs.  Air.  But  really,  colonel,  the  fum  is 

Gorget.  Of  no  importance  at  all ;  a  mere  trifile  ; 
juft  nothing  :  I  ihall  not  feel  it,  believe  me. 

Mrs.  Air.  How  can  I  be  too  grateful  for  fuch 
a  generous  proof  of  your  friendfliip  ?  Sure  you 
were  born  to 

Enter  Toby. 

What  the  deuce  has  brought  that  booby  back  ! 

\^Afide. 

Toby.  Father  defires  you  would  call  in  your 
way,  and  take  him  up  at  the  fword-cutler's. 

Gorget.  How  !  the  young  cub  ?  This  is  lucky 
beyond  expedation ! — Here,  madam,  are  the 
five  hundred  guineas,  which  you  will  be  kind 
enough  to  pay,  with  my  thanks,  to  Mr.  Aircaftle, 
your  hufband. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Air,  Finely  taken  and  turned  ;  what  in- 
finite wit  and  contrivance!  [a/tJe,] — I3ut  would 
it  not  be  right,  colonel,  juft  to  fign  a  receipt  ? 

Gorget.  UnnecefTary,  madam;  butjuitasyou 
pleafe. 

Mrs,  Jir,  There  is  pen  and  ink  in  the  room 
over  head. 

Gorget,  Give  me  leave  to  condud  you. 

\^Exeunt  Gorget  and  Mrs,  Air. 

Tohy,  I  don*t  underftand  what  father  and  mo- 
ther's about.  Here  am  I  dizened,  and  fkewer- 
ed,  and  graced,  jufl  like  a  young  colt  that  is 
a-breaking  :  Nay,  they  were  going  to  advertife 
me  too,  as  if  I  v^as  really  a  horfe ;  but  lawyer 
Flaw  has  made  them  alter  their  minds,  and  I  am 
to  be  difpofed  of  by  private  contract,  I  think. 
I  can't  fay  that  I  am  over-fond  of  their  ways. 
Oh,  poor  Betfy  Bloflbm  1  let  them  match  me  to 
■whoever  they  will,  I  fhall  never  love  any  like 
thee  :  I  believe  I  (hould  have  put  an  end  to  their 
projed,  if  I  could  but  have  found — Hey  !  who 
is  this  ?  Mercy  on  me  !  fure  it  mufh  be  her  ghoftl 
and  yet  that  can't  be  ;  becaufe  ghofls,  they  fay, 
never  comes  but  at  night.     Betfy  ! 

Enter  Betfy  Bkjom, 

Betfy,  Mafler  Toby  ! 

Toby.  But  is  it  poffible  !  can  it  be  you  ? 

Betfy.  As  you  lee. 

Tohy.  Well,  and  how  ?  Lord,  I  have  ten  thou- 
fand  queflions  to  aik  you.  Where  haft  been  ? 
how  doft  do  ?  how  comefh  here  ?  Why,  you  are 
vaft  fine,  Betfy,  all  of  a  fudden  ;  you  be  not 
married? 

Betfy.  Married  !  no,  no ;  you  have  put  that 
out  of  my  power,  you  know. 

Toby. 
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Tohy.  Me  ?  how  fo,  Mrs.  Betty? 

Betfy,  Is  that  a  queftion  now  to  be  afked? 
have  you  fo  foon  forgot  what  has  happened  be- 
tween us  ? 

Toby.  No,  no;  I  remember  fome  part  pretty 
well,  I  believe :  But  you  cannot  ^ome  for  to  go 
for  to  fay,  that  we  ever  went  to  church  together, 
in  that  there  way  you  mean. 

Betfy,  That  ceremony,  Mr.  Toby,  you  know 
well,  was  all  that  was  wanting 

Tohy,  Befides,  it  could  not  be,  Mrs.  Betfy; 
becaufewhy,  as  father  fays,  fince  the  parliament- 
houfe  interfered,  it  is  againft  the  law  to  marry 
for  love. 

Betfy.  How !  what,  are  all  your  vows,  oaths, 
promifes,  forgot  ?  does  not  this  lixpence,  broken 
between  us,  when  we  laft  met  in  the  grove,  flare 
you  full  in  the  face  ? 

Toby.  Yes ;  I  have  t'other  half  in  my  pocket. 

Betfy.  Does  not  your  confcience,  Mr.  Toby^ 
upbraid  you?  But  men  are  all  traitors  alike! 
their  whole  ftudy  is  to  delude  poor  innocent 
maids.  Oh  1  why  did  I  trufl  that  fair  face  and 
flattering  tongue,  and  not  fufpedt  the  wily  ferpent 
that  was  lurking  beneath  ? 

Toby.  Nay,  Betfy 

Betfy.  But  my  prayers  are  granted,  however; 
my  only  wifli  was  to  fee  you  once  more 

Toby.  My  fweet,  dear,  little  Betfy 

Betfy.  Once  more  to  furvey  that  fweet  form; 
the  bufinefs  of  life  is  now  over !  Eyes,  take  your 
laft  look  !  open,  thou  cold  earth,  to  receive  me — 

Toby.  Lord  have  mercy !  if  you  don't  frighten 
me  out  of  my  wits. 

Betfy,  To  thy  dreary  manlion  I  come!   there 

my 
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my  forrows  will  ceafe,  and  my  fhame,  and  name 
be  forgot  by  the  unpitying — Oh"!  [Faints. 

Toby,  Stop,  flop,  dearell  Betfy,  and  take  me 
along  with  you !  Murder,  fire,  water !  Waiter ! 
what,  will  nobody  come  to  affift  her  ? 

Enter  Tom. 

Tom,  Blefs  me,  Sir !  what  can  be  the  matter  ? 

Tohy,  Why,  here  is  a  poor  young  creature  at 
her  laft  gafp  :  Clap  her  hand,  and  bend  her  for- 
ward a  bit ! 

Tom.  Mifs  Betfy?  mercy  on  us!  how  came 
this  about?  It  is  only  a  fits  fhe  revives,  her  eyes 
begin  to  open  a  little. 

Betfy,  Where  am  I  ? 

Tohy,  In  the  fore-room,  up  one  pair  of  flairs. 

Tom,  Blefs  me,  Sir,  what  can  be  the  occafion 
of  this? 

Tohy,  Why,  it  is  a  young  woman  that  is  break- 
ing her  heart. 

Tom,  Her  heart?  and  for  what? 

Tohy,  Why,  fgr  love  of  me,  to  be  fure. 

Tom,  And  can  you  be  fuch  a  barbarian  ?  why, 
you  mufl  have  the  heart  of  a  tiger,  to  fland  un- 
ihocked  at  fuch  a  horrible  fcene, 

Toby,  Nay,  I  have  been  fhocked  enough,  if 
that  is  all. 

Tom,  Then  why  don't  you  remove  her  diftrefs  ? 

Toby,  Why,  fhe  wants  me  to  marry  her. 

Tom,  And  is  that  all  fhe  afksj  and  can  you 
hefitate  for  fuch  a  trifle  as  that  ? 

Toby,  Why,  how  can  I,  when  father  and 
mother  have  promifed  me  to  an  Indian  woman, 
as  rich  as  a  Jew,  from  beyond  fea  ? 

Betfy,  How!  and  have  I  a  rival?  perjured 
monfler !   But  think  not  my  death  fhall  finally 

clofe 
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clofe  our  account;  my  fhade,  like  Margaret's 
grimly  ghofl,  fhall  purfue  thee,  haunt  thee  in 
dreams  at  midnight,  fhake  thy  curtains  round 
thy  guilty  head,  and  holloa  in  thine  ear ! 

Bethink  thee  ^  Tohy^  of  thy  faulty 

Thy  pledge  and  broken  oath ; 
jlnd  give  me  hack  my  maiden  vow^ 

And  give  me  haek  my  troth, 

Tohy  Take  it  with  you,  Mrs.  Betty,   whenever 
you  pleafe. 
Betfy  ^Slngs^, 

For  this  ril  haunt  thy  midnight  dreams^ 

And  hover  round  thy  bed-, 
Thy  ears  P II  fill  with  horrid /creams^ 

Nor  leave  thee  till  thovtrt  dead, 

Toby,  Why,  you  won*t  go  to  be  fo  cruel,  I 
hope  !  what,  is  there  no  amends  to  be  made  ? 

Tom.  So,  Sir,  you  fee,  dead  or  alive,  flie  is 
determined  to  plague  you. 

Tohy,  Yes,  yes;  I  fee  it  well  enough.  Lord, 
who  could  have  thought  it?  ihe  is  mightily 
changed  fince  her  coming  to  London. 

Tom,  This  town  is  apt  to  open  the  mind. 

Toby,  Is  it?  I  hope  it  will  Ihut  again,  though, 
when  fhe  gets  into  the  country.  But  pray,  Mr, 
What-d'ye-call-em,  by  what  chance  did  Betfy 
come  here  ? 

Tom,  My  Miflrefs  took  her  in,  out  of  com- 
paflion:  It  is  wonderful  how  charitable  a  lady 
(he  isl  why,  we  have  five  or  fix  more  young 
women  here  in  the  fame  fituation. 

Toby,  Indeed?  Ihe  mufl  be  the  mofl  goodeft 
woman  on  earth :  Well,  if  fhe  don't  go  to  hea- 
ven, what  chance  has  fuch  a  poor  creature  as  I  ? 

Tom^ 
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Tom,  None  at  all,  unlefs  you  repair  the  wrongs 
{he  has  fufFered. 

Toby.  But  if  I  was  minded  to  comply  with  her 
wifli,  I  don't  fee  how  I  can  bring  it  about. 

Tom,  You  arc  one-and-twenty,  no  doubt. 

Toby,  Thefe  three  years  and  above. 

^om.  And  Mifs  ? 

Toby,  \yithin  a  twelvemonth  of  me. 

Tom,  Oh,  then  I  will  manage  matters,  I  war- 
rant.    Where  are  you  going  ? 

Toby,  To  call  on  father,  at  a  (hop  near  the  old 
black  man  a-horfeback  ;  die  wind  has  blown  his 
hat  from  his  head. 

Tom.  Very  well !  Give  them  the  flip  as  foon  as 
you  can  ;  run  back  here ;  you  will  find  us 

Betfy,  What,  is  he  a-going  ?  oh  ! 

Tohy,  Nay,  Betfy,  be  quiet !  ben't  I  ready  to 
do  all  that  you  want  ?  If  you  faint  any  more,  I 
wifh  1  may  die  if  1*11  have  you. 

Betfy,  Won't  you  ? 

Toby,   No. 

Tom.  Courage,  Mifs !  keep  up  your 

Toby.  Right,  Mr. ■,  or,  if  fhe  muft  faint, 

can't  file  wait  a  little,  till  I  get  out  of  the  houfe  ? 

Exit, 
Tom.  He  is  off :  Finely  managed  !  Do  not  flir 

from  hence ;  I  will  run  to  the  Commons,  and 

be  back  again  in  a — One  kifs  as  a  reward  for  the 

part  I  have 

Enter  Toby, 

Toby.  I  forgot  to  afk,  Sir,  where  I  fhould 

Tom.  Run  1  here.  Sir  1  fhe  is  fainting  again  ! 
Tohy.  Is  fhe  ?  then  call  fomebody  elfe,  for  I 

will  make  the  bed  of  my  way [Exit, 

Tom  and  Betfy.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT    III.        SCENE    1. 


Enter  Mrs.  Fleece  em  and  Prig, 

Mrs.  Fleece^ em. 

T  T  is   lucky    the   Doclor    is  at  home    [aftdi\ 

John,  you  may  take  the  filks  of  Mr.  Prig, 
and  put  them  into  the  coach. — How  could  I  be 
fo  giddy  to  forget  my  purfe,  and  leave  it  on  the 
table  ?  All  my  fervants  are  honeft,  I  hope. 

Prig.  No  doubt;  it  would  be  the  greatefteft  of 
crimes,  to  injure  a  lady  of  your  affability  and 
aimiability. 

Mrs.  FL  Quite  polite,  I  proteft,  Mr.  Prig !  I 
am  forry,  however,  Sir,  to  have  given  you  all 
this  trouble. 

Prig.  I  confides  it,  mad#m,  as  one  of  the  mofl 
greatefteft  pieces  of  happinefs  that  could  have 
befallen  Paul  Prig.  Your  la'fhip  is  a  perfedt 
pattern  of  humility :  To  fuffer  a  fimple  tradefman 
like  me  to  occupy  part  of  your  la'fhip's  coach, 
is  fuch  an  honour  that 

Mrs.  FL  Honour!  by  no  means,  Mr.  Prig: 
I  don't  know  a  ftation  more  ufeful,  or  indeed 
more  reputable,  than  that  of  a  citizen  like  you, 
who  condefcends  to  employ  his  genius  in  adorn- 
ing his  fellow  creatures.  The  ladies,  indeed, 
are  moft  obliged  to  your  labours. 

Prig.  Were  all  the  ladies  like  you,  madam,  my 
condition  would  be  celeftial  indeed ;  for,  as 
Mafter  Shakfpur  fays, 

''  The  labour  we  delight  in  phyficks  pain." 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  FL  Mr.  Prig,  I  protcil  you  furprize  me  ! 
who  could  have  expected  lb  much  gallantry  from 
the  Ward  of  FarrKrigdon-Within  ? 

Prig.  Your  charms,  madam,  would  animate 
even  a  native  of  Hockley  in  the  Hole ! 

Mrs.  FL  Fy,  Mr.'^ 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Sir.  My  mafter  begs  you  would  ftep  into  his 
fludy.  ^  lExit. 

Mrs.  FL  Mr.  Prig,  you  will  excufe  me  a 
moment :  It  is  lucky  my  lawyer  is  at  home ;  Ifhall 
take  the  money,  and  not  give  you  the  trouble 
to  go  fo  far  as  my  houfe.  I  fhall  foon  call  again 
at  your  fbop.  \_Exit, 

Prig.  The  greateft  pleafure,  madam,  that  I 
could  ever  have. — Ha,  ha  I  left  her  purfe  on  the 
table  ?  a  likely  fliory,  indeed  !  No,  no;  I  under- 
fland  her  ogles  and  leers ;  her  eyes  fpoke  more 
truth  than  her  tongue.  I  don't  recoiled  to  have 
feen  her  before  ;  but  fhe  has  feen  me,  tha,t  is  clear, 
from  the  ftrength  of  her  paflion.  '*  Soon  call  at 
"  your  fhop  ?"  and  how  foft  the  tone  of  her 
voice!  Yes,  yes;  1  believe  you  will.  Well,  well, 
you  flia'n't  be  difapointed,  my  dear;  his  worfl 
enemies  can't  accufe  Paul  Prig  of  being  cruel. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  You  had  better  ftep  into  this  room; 
there  is  a  fire. 

Prig.  By  all  means.  '*  A  ftation  more  ufeful, 
*'  or  more  reputable,  than  that  of  a" — poor 
creter!  fhe  muft  be  very  far  gone  indeed. 

^Exeunt. 

Jnother 
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Another  Room. 
Do5lor  Hellebore  and  Mrs,  Fleece  m  dif covered, 

Helle,  To  whofe  recommendation,  madam,  do 
I  owe  the  honour 

Mrs,  FL  The  world^s,  dodlor;  your  great  re- 
putation. 

Helle.  Oh,  madam! 

Mrs.  Fl.  But,  as  I  v/as  obferving  to  you.  Sir, 
if  it  was  not  for  thefe  unaccountable  whims  in 
my  uncle,  no  man  in  England  has  a  finer  under- 
flanding,  or  a  clearer  conception :  Nothing  irre- 
gular in  his  conduct ;  difcharges  all  the  focial 
duties  with  the  utmoft  exadneis ;  reafons  with  the 
moft  perfed  precifion  upon  every  fubje^l. 

Helle,  And  the  ftate  of  his  bodily  health  ? 

Mrs,  FL  He  does  not  complain. 

Helle,  And  thefe  diftra(5lions  are  frequent  ? 

Mrs.  Fl,  I  think  more  fo,  of  late. 

Helle.  Ay,  the  great  tenlion  of  the  Pia-mater 
muft  enfeeble  the  fyftem  j  and  the  paroxifms,  of 
courfe,  oftener  repeated,  and  of  longer  continuance* 
And  his  whims,  you  fay 

Mrs.  Fl.  To  the  lad  degree  extravagant:  Laft 
week  he  fuppofed  himfelf  a  young  neftling  crow, 
and  conftantly  opened  his  mouth,  like  a  bill, 
and  cawed  for  food,  when  hefound  himfelf  hungry. 

Helle.  A  manifeft  mark  of  diftradion ! 

Mrs,  Fl,  His  whim  of  to-day  is  peculiar  enough, 

Helle.  Of  what  kind? 

Mrs,  Fl,  He  fuppofes  himfelf  a  mercer  upon 
Ludgate-HilL 

Helle,  A  mercer! 

Mrs.  FL  And  that  he  has  fold  me  a  parcel  of 
filks,  for  the  payment  of  which  I  have  conduced 
him  hither, 

Helle. 
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Helli.  Why,  madam,  we  do  now  and  theiJ 
meet  with  extraordinary  inftances:  But  could  not 
I  fee  your  uncle? 

Mrs.  FL  I  brought  him  hither  on  purpofe. 

Helle.  \_caliing~]  Defire  the  gentleman  iDelow  to 
walk  up.  Why,  madam,  the  goodnefs  of  his  health 
we  look  upon  as  a  bad  fymptom,  in  thefe  kind  of 
of  cafes ;  when  they  arife  from  a  fever,  why 

Mrs.  FL  I  hope  there  will  be  no  occafion  for 
violent  remedies,  fuch  as  corredion,  or  ftraight 
waiftcoats? 

Helle.  Not  if  he  is  tractable. 

Mrs.  FL  But  if  that  fliould  not  be  the  cafe,  Sir  ? 

Helle.  The  bed  way,  ma'am,  is  to  leave  him 
to  my  care  a  little:  I  have  a  convenient  houfe 
not  far  from  town,  where  mad  people  are  managed 
with  greater  advantage. 

Mrs.  FL  I  fhall  fubmit  his  treatment  entirely 
to  you. — But  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  it  wiU  be  right  for 
me  to  wichdraw,  as  you  may  have  fome  queftions 
to  alk  him,  improper  for  the  ear  of  a  lady.  I 
will  pay  a  ihortvifit,  now  I  am  in  this  part  of  the 
town. 

Helle.  As  you  pleafe,  madam. — Adifereet  per- 
fon  !  this  does  not  feem  to  be  a  family  complaint. 

IJfide. 

Mrs.  FL  Here  he  is.  I  mufl  humour  him  a 
little. 

Enter  Prig, 

This  gentleman.  Sir,  will  fettle  our  little  affair. 
Depend  upon  it,  I  fliall  be  with  you  foon.   [^Exit. 

Prig.  I  (hall  wait  for  that  honour  with  the 
greatefl  impatience. — She  is  a  fine  creter! 

Helle.  Come,  Sir,  take  a  chair. 

Prig.  Sir,  there  is  no  occafion. 

Helli. 
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Helle.  You  had  better,  as  I  fbail  have  a  good 
many  queflions  toafkyou. — (They  fit)  Well,  Sir, 
and  how  do  you  find  yourfelf  ? 

Prig,  Sir,  you  are  very  obliging  !  I  am,  I 
thank  you,  in  very  good  health. 

Helle,  Don't  you  feel  yourfelf  at  times  inclined 
to  be  feverifh  ? 

Prig,  Feverifh !   not  I,   Sir. 

HelU,  And  have  you  had  no  material  com- 
plaints, for  any  time  back? 

Prig.  Not  that  I  recollect;  a  flight  touch  of 
the  influenza,  indeed:  but  fared  full  as  well  as 
my  neighbours. 

Helie.  And  your  appetite? 

Prig,  As  ufuali   but  I  am  at  no  time  an  over- 


great  eater. 


Helle,  So  much  the  better.  Favour  me  with 
your,  hand,  ifyoupleafe. 

Prig.   Sir!  l^^fe^f  ^^^  offers  his  hand. 

Helle.  Keep  your  feat,  if  you  pleafe. — [Feels 
his  pulfeT]  Rather  a  little  too  lively  !  And  as  to 
your  ileep  now,   is  it  continued  or  broken  ? 

Prig.  Sir ! 

Helle,  Are  your  flumbers  without  interruption"? 
have  you  no  ftarts  ? 

Prz^.Not  that  I  know  of ;  indeed,  I  never 
was  ov^er-fond  of  my  bed. 

Helle.  Ay,  reftlefs;  I  thought  fo. 

Prig,  Indeed,  my  bufinefs  requires  thati  fhould 
be  an  early  rifer;  when  an  apprentice,  I  was 
always  the  firft  in  the  fhop. 

Helle,  An  apprentice  ?  poor  man  !  but,  how- 
ever, I  fee  no  violent  fymptoms  at  prefent;  a  pre- 
paratory medicine,  till  -we  can  put  him  into  a 
regimen.  Be  leated  !  1  will  fetch  you  a  draught 
that  will  immediately  fettle  the  buiinefs.      [Exit, 

Prig,    A  draft!- — A  draft  on   his   banker,     I 

reckon : 
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j^ckon:    Why  could  not  he  have  given  it  me  at 
firft  ?  An  odd  man !  what  the  deuce  has  my  health 
to  do  with  my  bill  ?    Let  us  fee  ;    what  is  the 
tote?    A  hundred  and  ninety-two  pounds,    fix, 
and —  oh  !  here  he  is,  I  fuppoie,  with  the  check. 

Enter  Hellebore,  with  a  bottle  and  phial, 

Helle,  You  will  take  this  draught,  three  times 
a-day,  at  two  hours*  diftance,  firft  fhaking  it  well. 

Prtg,  Sir? 

Helle,  And  nine  drops  of  this,  in  a  glafs  of 
water,  firft  going  to  bed^  it  will  ferve  to  com- 
pofe- - 

Prig,  Compofe?  here  muft  be  fome  miftake 
in  this  matter!  I  fancy,  Sir,  you  take  me  for 
fomebociy  clfe— my  name,  Sir,  is  Prig;  I  keep  the 
great  mercer's  fhop,    as  you  go  up  Ludgate 

Helle.  'Hum!   very  well.  Sir. 

Frig,  And  am  come  with  the  lady  below,  to 
be  paid  rhis  here  bill  in  my  hand. 

Helle.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  no  ftranger  to  the  whole 
of  that  ftory  ;  But  how  could  you  now — for,  as 
you  are  cool  at  prefent,  I  will  reafon  the  matter 
a  ]i::lr  -hew  could  a  man  of  your  rank  and  for- 
tune, indulge  fuch  an  improbable  whim?  1  fay 
a  mercer  indeed! 

Png.  And  pray,  good  Sir,  who  d'ye  take  me 
to  be? 

Helle,  Oh,  Sir,  I  know  very  well;  your  niece' 
has  fully  informed  me. 

Prig,  My  niece  ?  I  have  no  niece  ;  at  leaftnot 
in  London,  I  am  ftire. 

Hellt  No?  what  d'ye  think  of  the  lady  wh« 
conduced  you  hither? 

Prig,  She  my  niece  ?  Damn  me,  Sir,  tiD  this 
morning,  if  ever  I  fee  eyes  on  her !  Sur^— 

HdU, 
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Hslle.  Oh,  oh  !  what  you  are  beginning  to  be 
violent :  You  had  better  be  quiet,  or  I  fhall  find 
a  method  to  tame  you. 

Prig,  Tame  me,  Sir?  1  don't  underfland  what 
you  would  be  at  1  Will  you  pay  me  my  bill  here, 
or  not? 

Helle,  Your  bill  ?  poor  creature ! 

Prig.  Poor  creter^  Sir?  none  of  yoUr  poor  creien 
to  me!  follow  your  client's  diredions,  and  dif- 
charge  me  at  once. 

Heile,  My  client  ? 

Prig.  Ay,  Sir.  When  money  is  in  the  cafe, 
a  man  may  as  well  have  to  do  with  Old  Nick, 
as  a  lawyer:  there  is  no  getting  it  out  of  their 
hands. 

HelU,  Oh,  he  takes  me  for  a  lawyer.  The 
paroxifm  is  exceeding  ftrong.  AVho  is  there? 
Order  a  coach,  and  let  the  three  keepers  convey 
him  to  Chelfea. 

Enter  three  Keepers. 

Prig,  Me  to  Chelfea?  let  any  body  touch  me 
that  dare ! 

Helle.  Ay,  ay,  we  will  fee  that. 

Prig.  This  is  fomiC  confpiracy,  I  fuppofe,  to 
bam,    to  choufe  me  out  of  my  money. 

Helie.  You  will  take  him  to  Chelfea. 

Prig,  Hands  off  1 

Helle.  And  as  you  fee  he  is  violent,  let  him 
have  the  back  room,  with  the  barred  windows, 
up  two  pair  of  ftairs. 

Prig.  Me  to  Chelfea?  me  barred  windows,  and 
back  room  two  pair  of  flairs? 

Helle.  If  the  fit  fliould  increafe,  put  on  the 
ftraight  waiilcoat.  1  Ihali  call  myfelf  in  the 
evening. 


Prk^ 
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Prig,  Let  me  go,  gentlemen!  This  is  a  damned 
contrivance,  to  rob  me!  Unhand  me,  or  you 
fhall  be  all  Twinged  and  foused !  imprifon  a  citi* 
7en,  that  only  comes  for  his  money?  Damn  me. 
Jack  AVilkes's  affair  will  be  but  a  flea-bite  to  this  I 

[^Keepers  hurry  hifn  off". 
Helle,  If  this  is  thcafe,  on  with  the  waiflcoat. 

\^Exeunt, 

SCENE      IL 

Enter  Fleece' em  and  Flaw,. 

Flaw,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  poor  Prig  !  in  what  a  pi- 
teous plight  have  you  left  him  ! — But  the  Air- 
caftles  will  all  be  here  immediately,  fo  take  care 
we  are  not  interrupted. 

Mrs.  FL  As  they  are  fo  exceedingly  credulous, 
the  bufinefs  will  foon  be  difpatched. 

Flaw,  In  a  trice.  I  have  ftipulated  that  your 
provifion  ihall  be  fecured  before  the  folemniza- 
tion. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Right,  right ;   perfectly  right. 

Flaw,  But  have  you  properly  prepared  the  girl 
for  the  purpofe  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  Hsr  part  will  be  eafy. 

Flaw,  True;  but  fhe  Ihould  be  adroit;  as 
events  may  arife,  that  will  require  fome  little 
fkill:  Who  the  deuce  have  you  got  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Why,  I  confidered  that  as  a  very  tick- 
lilh  point;  it  would  be  dangerous  to  truft,  and 
difficult  to  find  in  this  town  a  fuitable  fubjed: 
Don't  you  think  that  the  black  girl  I  brought 
with  me  from  Boflon 

Flaw.  The  negro?  zounds,  her  complexion 
will  betray  her  at  once ! 

Mrs.  FL 
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Mrs,  FL  I  have  thought  of  an  expedient  to 
fecure  us  from  that. 

Eaw.  It  is  true,  thefe  people  have  no  great 
penetration  ;  but  what  we  do 

Mrs.  FL  Muft  quickly  be  done :  I  will  jufl 
fpeak  to  the  girl.     ICa/Is]  Marianne ! 

Enter  Marianne. 

Mar,  What  you  want,   MifTy  ? 

Mrs,  FL  Go  in  and  throw  yourfelf  on  the  bed; 
and,  do  you  hear  ?  let  the  window  be  (hut,  and 
the  curtains  drawn  exceeding  clofe. 

Mar.  Yes,   MiiTy. 

Mrs.  FL  And  whoever  fpeaks  to  you,  don't 
you  chatter  and  talk,  but  figh  now  and  then,  as 
if  you  were  fick :  5Y0U  will  be  only  afked  a  quef- 
tion  or  two  ;  as,  if  you  are  ill  ?  or  are  better  f  tO 
which  you  need  fay  nothing  but  yes. 

Mar.  Nothing  but  //}.  I  take  care,  Mifly, 
never  you  fear. 

Mrs,  FL  And,  Marianne,   no  candle ! 

Mar,  No,  no,  Mifly.  {Exit. 

Mrs,  FL  Oh,  fhe  will  anfwer  our  purpofe,  I 
warrant:  Befides,  unlefs  they  are  very  prefling 
to  fee  her,  .'there  will  be  no  occafion  to  produce 
her  at  all. 

Flaw,  But,  I  beg  your  pardon,  there  will ;  by 
my  directions,  the  fon  is  provided  with  prefents, 
with  a  view  to  propitiate  his  Venus. 

Mrs.  FL  [rap  at  the  door,^  ^ There  they  are  ! 
Mr.  Flaw,  you  will  receive  them?  It  will  be 
right  for  me  to  retire,  to  fee  if  all  things  within 
are  in  order.  {Exit. 

Enter  Aircajlle^  Mrs.  Air^ajlky  and  Toby. 

Air.  I  tell  you  the  boy  is  an  abfokite  fight, 

and 
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and  1  fliould  not  wonder  if  the  young  lady  was 


Mn.  Air,  You  wonder  ?  and  pray  who  nnade 
you  a  judge  of  the  proper — — 

Flaw.  Hufh,  hufh!  for  Heaven's  fake,  l\ufh! 
confider  where  you  are  ! 

Air.  She  is  at  her  old  tricks,  Mr.  Flaw^  there 
is  no ' 

Flaw.  A  key  lower,  good  Sir,  if  you  pleafe ! 
You  will  frighten  the  family. 

Air^  By  her  good  will,  I  fhould  never  open  my 
mouth,  but  to  eat. 

Mis.  Air.  I  know  but  little  elfe  that  it's  good  for; 

Flaw.  Nay,  madam,  now  you  are  as  faulty  as 
he.  Only  think  what  a  flrange  impreflion  this 
will  make  on  the  ladies  within  !  I  beg  you  will 
fufpend  your  warfare  a  while. 

Mrs.  Air.  Well,  well! 

Flaw.  And  no  contradidion,  I  beg;  but  be 
attentive  and  polite  to  each  other,  as  people  of 
fafhion  fhould  be;  you  may  renew  hoftilities, 
and  make  up  for  loft  time,  as  foon  as  yoo  are 
out  of  the  houfe. 

Mrs.  Air.  Why,  how  is  it  my  fault,  Mr.  Flaw  ? 

Air.  Nor  fliall  it  be  mine :  For  man  and  wife 
to  quarrel  before  folks  is  xz.ih.tx  rudifh,  I  own ; 
by  ourfelves,  indeed,  it  is  a  pretty  innocent 
amufement  enough — Tom  Tefty,  of  our  town, 
ufed  to  fay — his  wife  was  a  Devonfhire  girl ;  if 
I  am  not  miftaken,  from  Plymouth — where, 
by  the  bye,  they  have  the  befl  John  Dories  in 
England — OldQuin,  one  fummer,  went  thither 
cn  purpofe— — 

Flaw.  And  if,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  you  would  con- 
traft  your  converfation  a  little — To  be  fure,  your 
manner  is  pleafing,  and  your  matter  full  of  in- 
flrudions ;  but  as  we  meet  upon  bufmefs — 

Air, 
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v^/>.  I  believe  you  are  right,  Mr.  Flaw. 
Come,  my  love,  let  us  fhew  him  how  polite 
we  can  be,  if  we  pleafe. — Dear  Mrs.  Aircaftle, 
how  I  admire  your  tafte !  thefe  here  fkirts  of 
the  boy's  are  fo  light  and  genteel,  and  fo  airy — 

Mrs,  Jir.  True;  I  am  happy,  my  dear,  that 
I  have  your  approbation :  Thole  we  got  made  in 
the  country,  trapes  and  dangle  like  a  parcel  of 
petticoats. 

Jir.  Right,  my  love. — For  all  the  world,  like 
a  Hounilow  poft-boy  !  His  whole  figure  is  juft 
like  a  fpider,  nothing  but  legs ;  a  mere  couple 
of  ftilts ! — And  then  diat  top  to  his  wig,  my  dear 
child 

Mrs,  Jir,  Gives  a  fafliionable  turn  to  his  face; 
alid  then  adds  to  the  height. 

Jir.  It  has  indeed,  my  foul,  a  prodigious  happy 
effed. — A  block,  popping  out  of  a  hair-cutter's 
window,  up  two  pair  of  ftairs  in  the  Strand.— 
Anc  then  that  bunch  at  his  back 

Fhw,  Hufh  [  here  comes  the  lady. 

Enter  Mrs.   Fleece  em. 

This,  madam,  is  the  family  for  whom  I  told 
you  I  had  fo  warm  an  afFedtion;  and  this  the 
young  gentleman  whofe  alliance  I  recommend 
for  Mifs. 

Mrs,  Air.  Grace,  Toby! 

Mrs,  Fl,  I  make  no  doubt,  fnadatti,  but  my 
niece  will  think  herfelf  happy  in  an  union  with 
fo  accomplifhed  a  perfon. 

Air,  Why,  as  to  that,  Toby,  Mrs.— —  what 
is  the  gentlewoman's  name  ? 

Flaw.  Mrs.  Fleece'em. 

Air.  1  recolleft,  madam,  going  fdme  years 
ago  with  one  oi  that  name  in  tlie  ftage-coach 

to 
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to  York — we  were  overturned  about  a  mile  be- 
yond Newark — the  parfon  of  the  parilh — he  be- 
came afterwards  a  prebend  of  Worceiler,  in  the 
room  of  old  Walter  Wench'em,  who  was  cad  in 
a  fuit  of  crim.  con,  by  Sir  Timoihy  Taiiy-hoe, 
remarkable  for  the  bed  pack  of  hounds  in  the 
country 

Mrs.  Air.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Mr.  Aircaflle ! 

Flaw.  Have  a  care !   you  have  forgot. 

Air.  I  am  dumb. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Pray,  madam,  has  the  young  gende- 
man  travelled  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Who  ?  Toby  ? 

Air.  Why,  madam,  I  did  once  intend — but 
Sir  Roger  Ramble — who  I  am  told  will  be 
flrongly  oppofed  next  eledlion,  for  the  borough 
of  Barnftaple,  by  Sir  Walter  Win*em — who 
during  the  whole  time  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole*s 
admin 

Mrs.  Air.  Mr.  Aircaftle,  I  beg  pardon,  but 
the  lady  direded  the  queftion  to  me. 

Air.  True,  my  angel;  and  I  am  fure  nobody 
can  give  a  better  anfwer  than  dear  Mrs.  Air- 
caflle--— r 

Mrs,  Air,  You  are  very  polite. 

Air.  But  I  was  willing  to  fave  you  the  trouble, 
my  foul. 

Mrs.  Air.  I  (hall  think  it  no  trouble  to  fatisfy 
the  lady's  enquiries. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Nay,  it  was  a  matter  of  curiofity 
only:  There  is,  befides,  an  elegance,  a  je  nt 
jcai  quoi,  in  your  foji's  air,  that  is  rarely  acquired 
in  this  country. 

Mrs.  Air.  Did  not  I  tell  you  the  prodigious 
power  of  grace  ? 

Air,  Yes ;  but  I  could  never  have  believed  it. 

Mrs.  Air, 
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Mrs,  Air.  Pray,  madam,  is  the  young  lady  at 
home  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Juft  lain  down  for  a  httle  :  The 
change  of  chmate  has  given  her  a  flight  indif- 
pofition ;  but  a  few  days,  I  dare  fay,  will  reftore 
her. 

Mrs,  Air.  Mifs,  I  prefume,  has  a  phyfician  ! 

Air,  A  what  ?  a  phyfician,  my  life,  for  a  little 
fca-ficknefs  ?  Why,  dodor  Diet,  at  Margate, 
who,  by  the  bye,  intends  to  fettle  in  London-— 
his  aunt,  major  Mortar's  widow — who  was  killed 
by  a  homb  at  the  taking  of  Goree — Tom  Truant, 
an  old  fchoolfellow  of  mine,  was  clcfe  by  his 
fide — Tom  Tru 

Mrs,  Air,  Dear  Mr.  Aircaflle,  what  has  all  this 
to  do  with  the  young  lady's  illnefs  ? 

Air^  I  was  coming  to  that,  my  foul,  if  you 
will  let  me.  I  don't  know  how  it  happens;  in 
general,  nobody  is  better  bred  than  Mrs.  Air- 
caftle  ;  but  to-day  fhe  won't  let  me  bring  out  a 
word. — So,  madam,  Tom  Truant,  as  I  was— 

Mrs.  Air.  Mr.  Aircaftle,  I  mult  interrupt 
you  ! 

Air.  You  muft  1 

Mrs,  Air,  1  can't  fuifer  it,  upon  this  lady's  ac- 
count. 

Air,  It  was  for  her  fake,  my  foul,  I  was  fpeak- 
ing. — So,  madam,  Tom  Truant — — 

Mrs.  Air.  If  you  perfift,  I  fhall  quit  the  houfe, 
I  affure  you  ! 

Air.  Quit  the  houfe  ! 

Mrs.  Air,  This  very  inftant  1 

Air,  Zounds,  madam,  if  you  come  to  that, 
you  may  go  to  the 

Mrs.  Air.  Any  where  to  get  rid  pf  your  ab# 

furd 

Ait* 
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Jir.  For  that  matter,  you  can't  be  more  willing 
than  I. 

Mrs.  Air,  Then,  madam,  I  take  my  leave. 

Jir.  When  you  will  :  This  lady  and  I  can 
eafily  fettle  matters  without  you. — So,  madam, 
as  I  was  laying,  Tom  Tru 

Flaw.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Sir  ! — Mrs.  Air- 
caftle,  be  calm  ! — when  things  are  juft  bringing 
to  bear 

Jir.  AH  I  meant  was  for  the  fervice  of  Mifs. 

Mrs.  FL  Very  obliging,  indeed.  I  (hould  be 
forry  if  any  difference  iliould  arife  on  my  niece's 
account  :  Befides,  her  illnefs  is  fo  trifling,  that 
the  young  gentleman  may,  if  he  pleafes,  ftep 
into  her  room  to  enquire  after  her  health. 

Mrs.  Air.  Toby  will  be  very  happy,  I  am  fare. 
You  fee,  madam,  what  the  lad  is. 

Mrs.  FL  A  mod  agreeable  youth,  I  muft  own  ; 
and  then  his  filcnce  is  a  modeft  mark  of  his 
merit. 

Jir.  Do  you  hear  that,  Mrs.  Air 

Mrs.  Air.  Yes ;  and  I  hope  it  will  make  a  pro- 
per imprefiion  on  you. — You,  doubtlels,  ma- 
dam, know  the  tafle  of  your  niece  ;  may  wc 
hope  that  Toby  has  any  chance  of  fucceeding  ? 

Mrs.  FL  She  was  prodigioufly  pleafed  with  Mr. 
Flaw's  account  of  his  parents ;  which,  indeed, 
I  now  find  to  be  true  in  every  refpedt. 

Air.  and  Mrs.  Air.  Oh,  madam  1 

Mrs.  FL  And  as  to  fortune,  fhe  is  totally  care- 
lefs  in  that,  her  own  being  much  more  than  fuf- 
ficient. 

Air.  How  manly  that  is  in  a  woman ! — I  re- 
member Mifs  Patty  Plumb  of  Jamaica  did  the 
very  fame — they  fay  her  grandfather  was  tranf- 

ported  for  robbing  a  hen-rooft 

Mrt. 
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Mrs.  Air.  But  as  to  his  figure,  madam  ;  do 
you  apprehend  it  will  llrike  her  ?  Toby,  hold 
up  your  head  I 

Mrs,  FL  I  can  fee  no  reafon  againfl  it :  Indeed, 
the  young  gentleman  has  rather  a  fairer  com- 
plexion than  what  (he  has  been  commonly  ufed 
to  ;  the  natives  of  India,  from  their  climate,  have 
rather  a  fallower  hue. 

Mrs,  Air,  True,  madam. 

Mrs,  FL  But,  if  neceflary,  that  may  be  eafily 
altered  by  art ;  fome  faffron,  or  fnuff,  jull  ikim- 
med  over  his  face 

Mrs.  Air,  Quickly  ! 

Air.  I  have  a  box  of  Scotch  in  my  pocket : 
it  may  be  done  in  an  inftant. 

Mrs.  FL  Their  hair,  too,  is  moft  commonly 
dark  ;  but  a  little  German  blacking  here  on  each 
of  the  eyebrows 

Toby,  If  a  burnt  cork  will  do,  I  have  one  in 
my   pocket. 

Air,  Mr.  Flaw,  will  you  ring  for  a  candle  ? 

Mrs.  FL  There  is  no  neceflity  now  :  We  have 
been  obliged  to  iliut  out  the  light,  as  her  eyes 
are  rather  tender  and  weak,  with  looking  fo  long 
on  nothing  but  water. 

Mrs,  Air,  True,  madam.  Well,  madam,  we 
will  detain  you  no  longer :  I  am  fure  it  is  impofl- 

fible  to  fay  how  much  we  are  obliged you 

may  rely  upon  it,  we  (hall  ever  be  grateful. 

Mrs,  FL  I  don't  in  the  leaft  doubt  it  :  Mr. 
Flaw  has,  I  prefume,  hinted  my  fituation. 

Mrs.  Air.  Mod  minutely  ;  Mr.  Aixcaille  has 
prepared  the  depofit.     You  have  the  needful  ? 

Air,  All  but  five  hundred  pounds,  which  you 
may  have  in  the  evening:  I  lent  it  juft  now  to 
a — the  llory  will  make  you  laugh,    I  am  fure  : 

As 
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As  I  was  going  out,  colonel — who  commartded 
lad  war 

Mrs.  Jir,  Is  this  a  time  for  a  ftory  ? 

Flaw.  Fy,  fy  !  difpatch,  Mr.  Aircaftle  ! 

Mrs.  Air.  Here  all  the  bills  are. 

Flaw.  Nay,  hold  a  little,  I  beg !  This  you 
know,  is  a  kind  of  compacft ;  there  are  conditions 
to  be  performed  on  both  fi'des:  Therefore  the 
money  fhould,  I  think,  be  lodged  in  neutral 
hands,  till  the  material  point  is  complied  with. 

Mrs,  Jir.  There  is  no  occafion. 

Mrs,  FL  I  can  have  no  objedion,  I  am  furei 
where  then  Ihall  we  place  it? 

Mrs.  Air.  Mr.  Flaw  is  a  friend  to  both  par- 
ties  

Air.  True  ;   the  properefl  man  in  the  world. 

Mrs.  FL  I  am  not  quite  fo  certain  oftha.u[A/idf. 

Air.  There,   there  the  bills  are,  Mr.  Flaw. 

Mrs.  Air.  Now  we  will  leave  Toby  and  the  lady 
together. 

Air.  Toby,  don't  forget  to  deliver  the  prefents. 

Tohy.  I  have  them  here  in  a  box. 

Air.  Mind  your  behaviour,  my  good  lad !— I 
wifh  we  had  time  though  to  do6lor  his  face: 
Againft  their  next  meeting,  I  will  do  it  myfelf ; 
I  will  manage  the  matter,  I  v/arrant :  I  learnt  the 
art  lafl  autumn  of  a  parcel  of  Rrollers — they  had 
been  playing,  during  the  Dog-days,  with  one 
Foote  in  this  town — a  fellow,  they  fay,  takes  peo- 
ple off,  and 

Mrs.  Air.  Nay,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  come  along,  I 
befeech  you ! 

Air.  Well,  well!  you  are  always  in  fuch  a 
damnable  hurry ! 

Mrs.  Fl.  Mr.  Flaw,  you  are  not  going  I  hope  ? 

becaufe  I  wanted  juft  to  fpeak  a  few  words 

Flayj^ 
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Plaw,  I  (hall  he  back  in  a  minute. 

[Exeunt  Flaw^  Mr,  and  Airs,  Aircaftle^ 
Mrs,  Fl.  This,  Sir,  this  is  the  door ;  tread  foftly* 
Toby,  Had  not  I  better  pull  off  my  Ihoes  ? 
Mrs,  FL  No  occafion  for  thati  [Exeunt ^ 

Another  room.    Mar i mine  in  bed. 

Enter  Mrs,   Fleece' em  and  Toby-, 

Mrs,  FL  This  way  !  your  hand ! — Letty,  my 
dear,  the  young  gendeman  I  mentioned  to  you 
this  morning,  begs  jufi:  to  enquire  after  your 
health.  There;  I  will  leave  you  together:  She 
is  in  the  bed  at  the  upper  end  of  the  room.  I 
make  no  doubr^  Sir,  but  you  will  behave  with 
proper  decorum.  \_Exit, 

Toby,  If  you  are  afraid,  you  need  not  go  out 
of  the  room. — The  place  is  as  dark  as  a  dungeon ! 
Upper  end  of  the  room  !  and  how  the  deuce 
fhould  I  know  which  that  is?  in  the  night,  I  can 
tell  you,  I  fhould  be  a  good  deal  frightened  to  be 
fo  much  in  the  dark,  but  it  is  well  enough  in  the 
day,  when  one  is  about  to  make  love;  becaufe 
why,  one  is  not  fo  bafliful  and  fliy;  one  can  fee 
to  fpeak  one's  mind  with  more  boldnefs  aad  cou- 
rage, than  in  the  light. — Me-Mifs!  I  tliought 
flie  had  fpoke  ;  may  be  not.  If  I  could  but  get 
hold  of  the  curtains — the  befl-  way  will  be  to 
creep  clofe  by  the  wall,  then  I  fhall  be  fure  to — 
Mifs!   Mifs! 

Mar,  Who  be  dat  dere  ? 

Toby,  I. — Dat  dere?  one  may  find  out  by  her 
tongue  fhe  is  a  foreigner:  I  am  pretty  right  now., 
I  believe.    What,  Mifs,  are  3^ou  fick  ? 

Mar,  Ifs. 

Toby.  But  you  are  better,  I  hope? 

Mar. 
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Mar.    Ifs. 

Toby.  I  am  glad  on't :  Then  I  fuppofe,  Mifs, 
if  you  pleale,  1  may  begin  to  make  love  ? 

Mar,  lis. 

Tohy.  Ifs?  gad,  I  think  it  is  ready  made  to 
my  hands. — Did- the  gentlewoman,  Mrs.  Madam 
your  aunt,  fay  any  thing  about  and  concerning  of 
me? 

Mar,  Ifs. 

Toby,  Is  it  a  fecrct? 

.'Mzr.'Ifs. 

T^'oby.  Oh,  then  it  would  not  be  manners  to 
ax :  Well,  Mifs,  I  hope  you  ben't  averfe  to  the 
match  ? 

Mar,  Ifs. 

Toby,  Adzooks,  then  we  are  all  off  in  an  in- 
flant !  What,  Mifs,  I  fuppofe  you  ben't  willing 
to  have  me? 

Mar,   Ifs. 

Toby,  Oh,  then  we  are  on  again,  as  before: 
Then  I  may  produce,  I  believe.  I  have  brought 
you,  Mifs,  fome  curiofities,  by  way  of  prefent- 
ation,  here  in  my  pocket :  Will  you  pleafe  to 
accept 

Mar,  Ifs. 

Toby,  Here,  then,  I  offer  them  up  to  the  fhrine 
of  thy  beauty.  May  I  crave  leave  to  kifs  your 
lily-white  hand  ? 

Mar,   Ifs. 

Toby,  On  my  knees  let  me  thank  you,  faireft 
creature  !— Her  fkin  is  vafl  foft.  They  be  won- 
derful pretty  things  I  have  brought  you;  a'n*t 
you  mio;hty  curious  to  fee  them  ? 

Mar,^\{^^, 

Toby,  May  I  draw  up  the  curtain  a  bit,  only 
juft  to  give  you  a  glimpfe  ? 

Mar. 
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Mar,  Ifs. 

Toby.  So  I  win. — I  fhould  be  glad  to  have  a 
peep  at  her  too;  fhe  is  a  mighty  agreeable  body; 
does  not  talk  much,  indeed;  but  is  vaftfenfible, 
whatever  fhe  fays.  This,  I  beUeve,  is  the  (Iring. 
I  wonder  if  fhe  is  as  handfome  as  Betfy  BlofTom: 
Gad,  if  fhe  is,  Mifs  BlofTom  mud  look  out  for 
fomebody  elfe,  I  can  tell  her.  That's  high 
enough,  I  believe. — That  there  thing  in  the 
leather-cafe  is  a  watch;  if  you  touch  the  nob 
that  juts  out,  it  ftrikes  all  the  world  like  a  clock  ; 
mother  has  one,  but  then  him  is  as  big  as  a  warm- 
ing-pan. Perhaps,  Mifs,  you  mayn't  find  the 
trick  out:  I'll  fhew  you.— Hey!  what  is  this? 
Lord  have  mercy  on  me !  fhe  is  turned  all  of  a 
fudden  as  black  as  a  crow !  fure  as  can  be,  a 
judgment  for  forfaking  poor  Betfy. 

Mar.  MalTa,  won't  you  come  here  ? 

Toby.  Not  I. 

Mar.  I  come  to  you  den. 

Toby.  The  devil  you  will !  you  mufl  run  pretty 
fafl  then. — Keep  off  me !  holloa  1  houfe !  flop 
the  black  thing  that  is  hard  at  my [^ExU. 

Enter  Mrs.   Fleece' em, 

Mrs.  Fl.  The  rude  puppy  had  like  to  have  run 
over  me :  What  is  the  meaning — Ha !  the  curtain 
drawn  up  ?  nay  then — Marianne,  who  opened  the 
window  ? 

Mar.  Little  MafTa,  to  fhew  me  de  tick-tick — - 

Mrs.  Fl.  Fool,  did  not  1  tell  you — But  it  was 

my  own  fault,  to  trufl  fuch  an  ideot !    Go,  get 

out  of  my  fight !  \^Exit  Mar. 

Enter  Flaw. 

Flaw.  What  the  deuce  is  the  matter?    Toby- 
is 
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is  fcampcrcd  down  the  flreet  as  if  he  had  a  legion 
of 

Mrs.  FL  Matter?  why  he  has  difcovered  the 
wench. 

Flaw,  'Sdeath!  I  told  you  the  folly  of  tru  fl- 
ing thefe — we  fliall  all  be  blow^n  up  in  an  inftant: 
1  faw  the  mother  flop  her  chariot  at  the  fight  of 
the  whelp ;  fo  I  fuppofe  we  fhall  have  her  back 
in  a 

Mrs.  FL  Ay?  then  fomething  muft  be  fud- 
denly  done. 

Flaw,  Done!  but  what? — I'll  run  after  the 
boy,  and  hear  his  account  of  the  matter. 

Mrs.  FL  Stay !  had  not  you  better,  Mr.  Flaw, 
juft  leave  with  me  Mr.  Aircaftle's  depofit  ? 

Flaw,  Phol  time  enough;  is  this  a  feafon  to 
fettle  accounts  ?  [^Exit. 

Mrs.  FL  So!  I  fuppofe  he  will  march  off  with 
the  money  at  laft:  I  would  have  done  as  much, 
if  I  could  but  have  touched  it. 

Enter  Mrs.  Aircaftle, 

Mrs.  Air.  Dear  madam,  I  am  in  the  utmoft 
confufion !  I  am  afraid  that  wild  boy  has  mifbe- 
haved  himfelf  in  fome  manner  or  other. 

Mrs.  FL  A  little  miftake,  madam ;  but  I  proteft 
my  niece  is  fo  terrified,  that  fhe  is  unable  to  give 
me  any  account 

Mrs.  Air.  Some  rude  prknk  of  his,  I  dare  fay; 
I  never  could  get  his  father 

Enter  Colonel  Gorget, 

Gorget.  The  houfe  is  in  fuch  confifion,  that 
I  can't  get  any  body  to  give  me  an  anfwer.— 
Mrs.  Aircaftle ' 

Mjs.  Air, 
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Mrs,  Air,  Blefs  me,  Colonel  Gorget!  v/ho 
thought  of  meeting  you  here  ? 

Gorget,  An  odd  affair;  but  this  lady,  I  fuppofe, 
Mrs.  Fleece'em,  will  be  fo  kind  to  explain  it. 
A  pretty  young  lad,  an  enfign  of  mine,  has,  1  am 
afraid,  been  tricked  out  of  a  large  fam  of  money 
by  one  Flaw,  a  fellow  of  very  bad  fame. 

Mrs.  Air.  How!  Flaw? 

Gorget.  Under  pretence  of  gaining  promotion 
by  this  lady's  afliftance. 

Mrs.  FL  Mine,  Sir:  1  promife  you  this  is  the 
firft  mention  I  ever  heard  of  the  matter. 

Gorget,  Juil,  madam,  as  I  fufpedled:  But 
pray,  Mrs.  Aircaftle,  have  you  long  had  the 
honour  of  this  lady's  acquaintance? 

Mrs,  Air,  Acquaintance?  Lord,  Colonel,  I 
am  terrified  out  of  my  wits.  Your  ear  for  a 
moment. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser,  A  note,  madam,  which  you  are  de fired 
diredly  to  read. 

Mrs.  Fl,  Flaw's  hand.  \^Reads^,  *'  The  game 
^'  is  up — we  are  blown — make  off  as  fad  as 
"  you  can."  As  matters  Hand,  the  beft  advice  I 
can  take.  [Going  off, 

Mrs.  Air,  Madam,  you  ^re  not  going  to  leave 
us  ? 

Mrs,  Fl.  Only  juft  to  enquire  how  my  niece 
does  after  her  fright :  I  fhall  be  back  immediately. 

lExit. 

Gorget.  How!  is  it  poffible?  a  capital  fum? 
Good  Heavens,  madam,  and  how  could  you  truft 
it  without  confulting  fome  friend  ? 

Mrs.  Air,  Why,  we  both  thought  Mr.  Flaw — 

Gorget,  Flaw;  an  infamous — 

Enter 
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Enter  Mr.  Aircafile, 

Jir.  Why,  what  the  deuce  has  been  the  matr 
ter  amongil  you  ?  They  tell  me  Toby  has  been 
at  home  frightened  out  of  his  wits ;  and  then  run 
out  diredly  with  the  waiter  and  fome  wench  or 
other  :  I  have  fent  your  Roger  in  fearch  of  the 
whelp. — Ah,  colonel,  are  you  there  ? 

Gorget,  Came  the  minute  before  you. 

Jir.  Well,  colonel,  hey,  how  ?  W^hat,  I  fup- 
pofe,  by  being  here  fo  foon,  your  aflair  has  mif- 
carried. 

Gorgd.  You  are  miftaken  indeed,  my  good  friend. 

Mrs.  Air.  What  affair  ? 

Jir.  1  forgot  to  tell  it  you,  child  :  Of  a  fine  lafs 
in  this  town,  that  fcts  up  her  perfon  for  fale 

Airs.  Jir.    How  ? 

Jir.  And  had  the  modefly  to  fix  the  price  to 
the  colonel  at  five  hundred  guineas. 

Mrs.  Jir.  Abominable  !  Can  there  be  fuch 
creatures  ? 

Air.  Afk  the  colonel ;  that  is  all :  An  infa- 
mous harpy  ! 

Gorget.  Dear  Mr.  Aircaftle,  you  are  here  in  an 
error. 

Jir.  Error  !  why,  did  not  you  tell  m.e  of  a  line 
flie  fent  you  ? 

Gorget.  Very  true. 

Jir.  And  did  not  I  advance  the  cafh  ? 

Gorget,  Do  I  pretend  to  deny  it  ? 

Jir.  well  then  ? 

Gorget,  Your  patience  a  moment,  my  dear 
friend  1   I  gave  her  the  money,  it  is  true 

Air.  There,  Mrs.  Aircaftle  !  did  not  I  tell  you — 

Gorget.  But,  then,  like  a  woman  of  honour — 

Jir,  Well? 

Gorgets 
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Gorget.  She  told  me  that  fhe  did  it  but  to  try 
the  ftrength  of  my  paflion 

j^ir,  Pho,  pho  ! 

Gorget,  And  fo  immediately  returned  it  again. 

Jir.  Pfhavv  !  a  bam,  Mrs.  Aircaflle  ;  don't 
believe  it,  my  dear  ! 

Gorget.  To  put  the  matter  out  of  difpute,  I 
returned  to  your  lodyng  diredlly ;  when,  not 
finding  you,  1  delivered  the  cafli  to  your  lady. 

Air,  Indeed  ! 

Gorget.  In  the  very  individual  bag  that  you 
gave  me  ;  and  before  Mafler  Toby,  your  fon. 

J'lr.  Ay  ?  and  have  you  got  the  money,  my 
dear  ? 

Mrs  Air.  Yes,  yes ;  I  received  it. — Was  ever 
woman  fo  duped  !  but  this  town  is  full  of  Co- 
zeners. \Afide. 

Gorget.  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  that  it  was 
pretty  lucky  for  you  I  happened  to  have  the  calh 
in  my  hand. 

Air.  Lucky  !  I  don't  underhand 

Gorget.  Otherwife,  it  might  have  flown  away 
with  the  reft. 

Air.  Flown  away  ? 

Gorget.  By  what  Mrs.  Aircaftle  has  told  me,  T 
fhrewdly  fufped  you  are  got  into  the  hands  of 
foipe  villainous  fliarpers. 

Air.  How  ! 

Gorget.  Mr.  Flaw,  and  his  coadjutrix. — With- 
in !  who's  there  ? — But  we  Ihall  foon  get  the  bi> 
finefs  explained. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Gorget,  Do  yovi  live  with  the  perfon  who  inha- 
bits this  houfe  ? 

Serv,  But  a  very  (hort  time, 

Gorget, 
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Gorget,  We  wifh  to  fee  her  diredly, 
Serv.  She  is  gone  out. 

Gorget.  I  thought  fo  ;    And  her  niece  too,  I 
fuppofe ! 
Serv.  Her  niece,  Sir  ? 
Gorget.   Ay. 

5^rz;.  I  know  no  niece  fhe  has, 
Jir.  and  Mfs,  Jir,   How  ! 

Gorget.  Juft  as  I  fufpeded  :  Now,  Sir,  do  you 
begin  to  find  what  a  fituation  you  are  in  ? 

Air,  Then  I  am  totally  ruined  !  I  told  you, 
Mrs  AircaHle,  what  would  come  of  your — I 
remember  Martin  Moneytrap,  of  the  Minories, 
was  once  in  the  very  fame  way— he  was  taken-in 
by  a  Portuguefe  Jew ^ 

Gorget,  A  truce  to  recrimination,  I  beg !  we 
have  more  material  bufinefs  in  hand  :  Let  this 
woman  be  diredly  purfued  ;  and  endeavour  to 
recover  at  lead  a  part  of- — — 

O'Flan.  [without.']  Pray  flep  in  a  bit,  if  you 
plafe,  and  refund  freely  the  bill ;  or,  upon  my 
foul,  I'll  make  you  do  me  the  favour  by  force  ! 

Enter  O' Flannagc^n  with  Mrs,  FUece$m, 

All,  Mrs.  Fleece'em  ! 

0*Flan.  Yes,  yes ;  it  is,  fure  enougl) ;  flie 
overtook  me,  as  I  met  her  hard  by. 

Gorget.  We  are  obliged  to  you  then  for  the 
lady's  return  ! 

O^Flan.  You  may  fay  that  :  I  flopped  her  juft 
in  the  nick,  as  fhe  was  llily  walking  off  in  a 
coach.  Arrab,  put  off  your  hood,  my  dear 
honey ;  don't  be  fhame-faced  amopgfl  your 
friends  and  acquaintance. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Stand  off,  you  rude  brute ! 

O'Flan,  Better  words,  if  you  plafe  I  you  want- 
ed 
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ed  to  fend  me  to  be  feathered  abroad  ;  fo,  in  re- 
turn, I  fhall  beg  lave,  madam,  to  pluck  you  at 
home. 

Gorget.  No  violence  to  the  lady,  I  beg,  Sir  ! 
(he  now  finds  (he  is  dete<9:£d,  and,  I  dare  fay, 
will  do  every  body  all  the  juftice  fhe  can.  And, 
iirft,  madam,  as  to  the  capital  fum  which  you 
had  the  addrefs  to  obtain  from  this 

Mrs.  FL  What  concern  have  I  in  the  byfinefs? 
]Che  gentleman  himfelf  gave  it  into  the  pofleffion 
pi  Flaw. 

Gorget.  Mr.  Aircaftle ! 

Jtr,  That's  true,  I  confefs. 

Gorget.  But,  fmce  that,  has  not  the  property 
fuffered  a  transfer  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Not  to  me  :  But  if  you  doubt  it,  you 
may  fearch  the  houfe  when  you  pleafe. 

Gorget,  Then  it  has  got  into  worfe  hands,  Vm 
afraid. 

Enter  Mrs,  Simony. 

Mrs.  Sim.  I  fee  by  their  confufion  my  infor- 
mation was  right. — Not  to  interrupt  you,  ma- 
dam, I  Ihould  take  it  as  a  particular  favour  if 
you  would  immediately  return  the  Httle  note  I 
left  in  your  hand — for  I  have  not  a  moment  to 
fpare. 

Mrs,  FL  Note,  madam  !  what  note  ?  I  recol- 
iedl,  indeed,  a  hymn  that  you^. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Well,  madam,  that  hymn,  if  you 
pleafe. 

Mrs,  FL  I  gave  it  diredly  to  Flaw,  to  get  a 
friend  of  his  to  fet  jt  to  mufick. 

Mrs.  Sim,  Mufick  ?  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  a 
tank-note,  I  proteft  \ 

Jir, 


74  THE    COZENERS. 

Jtr.  What !  fet  a  hank- note  to  mufick  !  I 
never  heard  of  fuch  a  thing. 

Gorget,  And  pray,  madam,  what  could  induce 
you  to  truft  that  woman  with  a  bank-note  ? 

Mrs,  FI.  That  fhe  will  not  lb  readily  own  ;  a 
little  earnefl  of  a  much  larger  bribe,  to  procure 
her  hufband  a  living. 

Gorget.  How,  madam  !  I  hope  your  hufband 
was  not  apprifed  of  this  application  ? 

Mrs.  Sim,  The  doctor  was  totally  ignorant ; 
knew  nothing  about  it. 

Gorget,  I  am  very  happy  to  hear  it :  I  fhould 
be  forry  to  find  that  a  gentleman,  whofe  pecu- 
liar duty  it  is  to  fuftain  the  purity  of  his  profef- 
fion,  fhould  himfelf  be  the  very  perfon  to  foil  it ; 
or  that  an  office  of  fo  facred  a  nature,  fliould  be 
folicited  by  fuch  unfandified  means. 

Mrs,  Sim,  I  believe  my  dodor.  Sir,  will  be 
hardly  fufpeded  :  But  I  have  not  time  to  fay 
more  for  the  prefent ;  I  (hail  be  flayed  for,  and 
have  not  a  moment  to  fpare.  [^Exit, 

Gorget,  Lether  go !  that  plunder,  however,  is  fair. 

Jir,  Well,  well !  but,  colonel,  notvvithfland- 
ing  all  that  you  fay,  I  have  heard  there  was  a 
bet  once  made  between  the  patron  of  a  hving 
and  one  Parfon  Plurality — Plurality  had  been 
a  Prefbyterian — his  father  keeps  a  paflry- cook's 
fliop  in  Spring-gardens — -juft  where  Cox's  Mu- 
feum — by  the  bye,  they  tell  me,  Cox  will  get 
devihfh  rich  by  his  lottery. 

Gorget,  But  if  we  don't  ufe  fome  difpatch,  I  am 
afraid  you  will  get  devilifh  poor. 

Enter  Prig,   in  a  waijlcoat  and  cap^ 

Prig.  Where  is  this  damn'd  infernal — fhe  is 

burrow'd  here,  but  I'll  make  her 

Jir, 


THE    COZENERS.  75 

Air.  Who  the  deuce  can  this  be  ? 

Mrs,  FL  Some  madman  efcaped  from  his 
J^eepers,  I  reckon. 

Prig.  Yes,  yes,  I  am  efcaped  !  but  not  mad  : 
and  if  there  is  law  to  be  had,  I'll  make  3^ou  to 
know — keepers ! — if  I  had  not  luckily  met  with 
fome  friends  at  the  turnpike,  i  fhould  have  been 
kept  pretty  clofe,  I  believe.  I  lecolledled  your 
footman  that  ftood  at  the  door^  and  gueffed  you 
were  not  far  off. 

Jir.  What  is  this  ?  a  madman  ?  I  went  to  fee 
one  once  in  Bedlam — he —  \^Exit  Prig, 

Enter  Roger, 

Oh,  here  is  Roger,  Well^  did  you  find  where 
Toby  is  ? 

Roger.  Yes,  yes^  I  found  un  out ;  and  in  fweet 
company  too. 

Mrs.  Jir.  Company  ? 

Roger.^  A  clergyman,  Betfy  Bloflbm,  and  our 
waiter  at  hom.e. 

Jir.  Zounds !  I  hope  the  boy  is  not  married. 

Roger,  No ;  but  they  would  have  been,  if  I 
had  nor  come  juft  in  the  nick  to  fetch  un  away. 

Jir.  Where  is  he  ? 

Roger.  In  a  Ihop  at  the  corner.  I  wanted  un 
to  flep  over ;  but  he  would  not,  becaufe  why, 
he  (ays  as  how  the  houfe  is  haunted. 

Jir.  And  why  not  ?  There  was  the  manor- 
houfe  in  the  parifh  of  Paddington — Mrs.  Air- 
caftle,  you  may  remember  it  formerly  belonged 
to  the  JefTops ;  but,  by  the  marriage  of  the 
heirefs  with  one  of  the  Haflewoods — — 

Gorget.  Come,  come,  it  is  a  lucky  prevention  ; 
and,  to  give  you  a  little  confolation,  I  believe  I 
Ihall  be  able  to  recover  your  money  from  Flaw. 

Mrs. 
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Airs,  Air,  and  Air,   How,  coIoncl  ? 

Gorget,  I  took  the  liberty,  by  way  of  preven- 
tion, to  get  him  fecured  for  the  money  received 
of  my  exn(ign. 

Air.  Indeed  ! 

Gorget,  And,  as  this  affair  is  rather  of  a  crimi- 
nal nature,  he  will  think  himfelf  happy  to  efcape 
by  rclloring  the  pUinder. 

Air.  My  kind  colonel  1 

Gcrgct,  I  hope,  madam,  this  will  make  you 
amends  for  your  difappointment  in  the  ^vt  hun- 
dred pounds.  [Aftde. 

O'Flan,  But  what  the  devil  is  all  this  to  my 
bill? 

Gorget,  Did  this  woman  receive  it  ? 

Mrs,  Fl,  Flaw  had  it ;  but  it  wants  fome  days 
of  being  due. 

Gorget.  Then  we  fliall  be  able  to  flop  the  pay- 
ment, at  lead  ;  it  is  fafe,  never  fear. 

G'Flan.  That's  lucky,  however  :  And,  by  all 
I  can  hear,  my  beft  way,  Mr.  Colonel,  will  be 
to  make  an  emigration  back  to  Ireland  again. 

Gorget,  By  all  means ;  and,  by  this  time,  many 
more  of  your  countrymen  would,  I  believe,  be 
glad  to  follow  your  fleps. 

O'Flan.  Like  enough. 

Air,  And  if,  Mrs.  Aircaftle,  we  were  to  return 
back  again^ 


Gorget,  It  would  be  the  wifefl  thing  you  could 
do. 

Mrs,  Air.  What,  to  vegetate  like  a  parcel  of 
plants  1 

Gorget.  Ay,  madam  ;  for  there  are  trees  that 
won*t  bear  tranfplanting ;  they  thrive  befl  in 
their  natural  foil. 

Air. 
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Jir,  That*s  true,  I  can  anfwer.  Lad  fummer, 
1  tranfplanted  fome  elm-trees 

Gor££t,  Lord  !  Mr.  Aircaflle,  how  can  you — 

^ir.  Zounds !  I  mull  n't  fpeak — Sir,  let  me 
tell  you  the  ftory  of  the  elm.  [To  Q'Flan. 

Gorget.  You,  madam,  till  you  have  made  *all 
the  fatisfadlion  you  can,  muft  be  contented  to 
fuffer  a  little  confinement ;  after  which,  unlefs 
your  country  (hould  have  fome  other  call  upon 
you,  you  may  difpofe  of  yourfelf  as  you  pleafe. 

Mrs,  FL  I  am  deteded,  diftrefled,  and  muft: 
therefore  fubmit  1  But,  gentlemen,  if  all  who 
have  offended  like  us,  were  like  us  produced  to 
the  public,  much  higher  names  would  adorn  the 
the  Old  Bailey  Chronicle  than  thofe  of  poor 
Fleece'em  and  Flaw  ! 


END    OF    THE    THIRD   ACT. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr.  GARRICK. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  FOOTE. 

X XTHO  but  has  read,  if  you  have  read  at  all, 

^^     Of  one,  they  Jack  the  giant  killer  CdMt 
He  was  a  bold,  ftout,  able-bodied  man, 
To  clear  the  world  oi  fee,  fawy  fum^  his  plan  * 
Whene'er  a  monjler  had  within  his  power 
A  young  and  tender  'virgin  to  devour, 
To  cool  his  blood,  Jacky  like  a  flcilful  furgeon. 
Bled  well  the  monjier,  and  releas'd  the  'virgin-, 
Like  the  beft  dodors,  did  a  method  learn. 
Of  curing  fevers  never  to  return. 

Mayn't  I  ih\s giant- killing  trade  renew? 
I  have  my  'vi  gin  and  ray  monjier  too. 
Tho'  I  can't  boaft,  like  Jaik,  a  lift  of  flain, 
I  wield  a  lancet  and  can  breathe  a  vein ; 
To  his  Herculean  arm  my  nerves  are  weak. 
He  cleft  his  foes,  I  only  make  mine  fqueak  : 
As  Indians  wound  their  flaves  to  pleafe  the  court, 
I'H  tickle  mine,  Great  Si/s,  to  make  you  fport. 

To  prove  myfelf  an  humble  imitator. 
Giants  are  q/ices,  and  yack  ftands  for  fatire; 
*By  tropes  and  figures,  as  it  fancy  fuits, 
Paffions  rife  monfters,  men  fink  down  to  brutes ; 
All  talk  and  write  in  allegoric  didion. 
Court,  city,  town,  and  country  run  to  fiftion  ! 

Each  daily  paper  allegory  teaches 

Placemen  are  loci/Jls,  and  contractors  leeches  ; 
Nay,  even  Change-alley^  where  no  bard  repairs. 
Deals  much  in  fidion  to  pafs  off  their  wares; 
For  whence  the  roaring  there  ?— from  bulls  and  hears ! 
The  gaming  fools  arc  doves ,  the  knaves  are  rooks y 
Change-alley  bankrupts  waddle  out  lame  ducks  ! 
But,  ladies,  blame  not  you  your  gaming  fpoufes. 
For  you,  as  well  as  they,  have/Z^^oa-houfes. 

To  change  the  figure — formerly  I've  been, 
To  ftraggUng  follies  only  luhipper-in ; 

By 
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By  royal  boanty  raifed,  I  mount  the  back 

Of  my  own  hunter,  and  I  keep  the  pack ; 

Tallyho! — a  rank  old  fox  we  now  purfuc. 

So  llrong  the  fccnt,  you'll  run  liim  full  in  view  ; 

If  we  can't  kill  fuch  hrufes  in  human  fhape, 

Let's  fright  'em,  that  your  chkkem  may  efcapc  ; 

Roufe  'cm,  when  o'er  their  tender  prey  tHfcy'rc  grumbling, 

And  rub  their  gums  at  leall,  to  mar  their  mumbling. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONiE. 


Sir  Christopher  Cripple, 

Mr.  Flint, 

Major  Rackett, 

Billy  Button, 

Peter  Poultice, 

Fillup, 

Mynheer  Sour-Croux, 

Monf.  DE  Jarsey, 

John, 


Mr,  Woodward. 
Mr,  FoQte, 
Mr.  Aickin. 
Mr,  IVefion, 
Mr,  Fearon, 
Mr,  Davis, 
Mr,  CaJiU. 
Mr,  Loyd, 
Mr,  Jacobs, 


Lady  Catharine  Coldstream,  Mrs.  Fearcn. 
Mrs.  Linnet,  Mifs  Piatt, 

Mifs  Linnet,  Mrs,  Jewell. 

Maid,  Mrs,  fVeJlon, 

Waiters,  ^c. 


THE 


THE   MAID   OF  BATH. 


ACT    I.       SCENE    L 

The  Bear  Inn  at  Bath. 

Enter  Fillup: 

Fillup. 

VyHY,  John,  Roger,  Ralphy,  Harfy  Buckle  1 
^^    what  a-dickens  are  become  of  the  lads? 
Can*t  you  hire  ?—Zure,  zure,  thefe  whelps  arc 
enow  to  make  a  man  mazed ! 

Enter  feveral  Waiters, 

Alk  Coming,  Sir  ! 

Fillup,  Coming!  ay,  zo  be  Chriftmas,  t think. 
Where  be'ft  thee  gwain,  boy  ?  what,  I  reckon 
thee  ca'ft  not  zee  tor  thy  eyes — Here,  take  the 
candle,  and  light  the  gentlefolk  in. 

Enter  'John. 

John,  Carry  a  couple  of  candles  into  the 
Daphne.  \Exeuni  JValurs, 

Fillup,  John,  who  is  it  be  a  come  ? 

John, 
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John,  Major  Racket t,  in  a  chay  and  four, 
from  the  Devizes. 

Fillup.  What,  the  young  youth  that  lafi:  zea- 
fon  carried  away  vvi'  un  Mrs.  Muzlenefes  'pren- 
tice ? 

John,  Mifs  Patty  Prim,  from  the  GroVe  ? 

Fillup,  Ay,  zure  :  Thee  dofl  know  her  well 
enow. 

John.  The  fame. 

Fillup,  Zure  and  zure,  then  we  fhall  have  old 
doing  and  by  ;  he  is  a  deadly  wild  fpark,  thee 
dofl  know. 

John,  But  as  good  a  cuflomer  as  comes  to  the 
Bear. 

Fillup,  That^s  zure  enough  :  Then  why  dofl 
not  run  ^ind  light  un  in  ?  Stay  !  gee  I  the  candle; 
I  woole  go  and  light  un  in  myzelf.  \_Exit. 

Rack,  [without.']  Give  the  poft-boys  half  a 
guinea  between  'em. 

John.  Ay,  there  is  fome  life  in  this  chap  ! 
Thefe  are  your  guefts  that  give  fpirit  to  Bath  : 
Your  paralytica!  people,  that  come  down  to  be 
parboiled  and  pumped,  do  no  good,  that  I  know, 
to  the  town,  unlefs  indeed  to  the  phyfical  tribe  ; 
How  I  hate  to  fee  an  old  fellow  hobble  into  the 
houfe,  with  his  feet  wrapt  in  flannel,  pufhing 
forth  his  fingers  like  a  crofs  in  the  harwis  to 
point  cut  the  different  roads  on  a  common  ! — 
Hufh! 

Enter  Rackett  and  Fillup, 

Fillup,  I  hope,  mefter,  you  do  zee  your  way : 
There  be  two  fteps  ;  that  you  do  know.  Well, 
zure,  I  be  heartily  glad  to  zee  your  honour  at 
Bath. 

Rack. 
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Rack.  I  thank  you,  my  honed  friend  Fillup.— 
What,  have  you  many  peop'^  in  the  town  ? 

Fillup,  There  ben^t  a  power,  pleafe  your 
honour,  at  prefent.  Some  zick  folk  that  do  no 
zort  of  zarvis,  and  a  few  layers  that  be  corned  off 
a  the  zircuit,   that's  all. 

Rack.  Birds  of  pafTage,   ha,   Fillup? 

John.  True,  Sir;  for  at  the  beginning  of  term, 
when  the  woodcocks  come  in,    the  others  fly  off. 

Rack.  Are  you  there,  honefl:  Jack? 

John,  And  happy  to  fee  your  honour  in  town. 

Rack.  Well,  mafter  Fillup,  and  how  go  you 
on  ?  any  clubs  fixed  as  yet? 

Ftllup.  No,  Zir,  not  to  zay  fixed ;  there  be 
parfon  Pulruddock  from  the  Land's-End,  mafter 
Evan  Thomas,  a  Welch  attorney,  two  Briftol 
men,  and  a  few  port- drinking  people,  that  dine 
every  day  In  the  Lion;  the  claret-club  ben't  ex- 
pe6led  down  till  the  end  of  next  week. 

Rack.  Any  body  in  the  houfe  that  I  know? 

Fillup.  Yes,  zure:  Behind  the  bar  there  be 
Sir  Chriftopher  Cripple,  frefli  out  of  a  fit  of 
the  gout,  drinking  a  drop  of  punch  along  wy 
Mefter  Peter  Poultice,  the  potter- carrier  on  the 
Parade. 

Rack.  The  Gazettes  of  the  Bath;  the  very  men 
I  want.  Give  my  compliments  to  the  gendemen, 
and  tell  them  I  Ibould  be  glad  of  their  company. 
But,  perhaps'it  may  be  troublefome  forSir  Chrif- 
topher: . 

Fillup.  No,  no,  not  at  all ;  at  prefent  he's  a 
little  tender  for  zure ;  but  I  warrant  un  he'll  make 
a  iliift  to  hobble  into  the  room.  \_Exit 

Rack.  Well,  Jack,  and  how  fares  it  with  you? 
You  have  throve,  I  hope,  11  nee  1  faw  you  ? 

John,  Throve?   no,    no.    Sir:    ^Your   honour 

knov/s 
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knows  that  during  the  fummer,  taverns  and  turn- 
fpits  have  but  little  to  do  at  Bath. 

Rack.  True.  But  what  is  become  of  your  col- 
league, honeft  Ned?  I  hope  he  has  not  quittdd 
his  place, 

Johu  The  (hare  he  had  in  your  honour's  in- 
trigue with  Mifs  Prim,  foon  made  this  city  too 
hot  for  poor  Ned. 

Rcuk,  Then  why  did  not  the  fool  go  to  Lon- 
don with  me?  The  fellow  has  humour,  fpirit, 
and  fmgs  a  good  fong.  I  intended  to  have  re- 
commended him  to  one  of  the  theatres. 

John.  Why,  Sir,  Ned  himfelf  had  a  bias  that 
way;  but  his  uncle.  Alderman  Surcingle  the  fadler, 
a  piece  of  a  Puritan,  would  not  give  his  confent. 

Rack,  Why  not? 

John,  He  was  afraid  that  kind  of  liffe  might 
corrupt  or  endanger  Ned's  morals ;  fo  has  fet  hird 
up  in  a  bagnio  at  the  end  of  Long-Acre, 

Rack.  Nay,  if  the  fellow  falls  after  fuch  a 
fecunty-- 

Sir  Chr.  ( -without,)  At  what  a  rate  the  rafcll 
is  running!  Zounds,  I  believe  the  fellow  thinks 
I  can  foot  it  as  faft  as  Eclipfe !  Slower,  and  be 

Enter  Sir  Chrijiopher  Cripple  and  Fillup,   followed  by 
Peter  Poultice. 

Where  is  this  rakehelly,  rantipole  ? — Jack,  fet  me 
a  chair. — So,  Sir!  you  rnuft  poflefs  a  good  {hare 
of  affurance  to  return  to  this  town,  after  the 
tricks  you  have  played.--— Fillup,  fetch  in  the 
punch? — Well,  you  ungracious  young  dog,  and 
what  is  become  of  the  poor  wench  ?  Ah,  poor 
Patty  1  and  here  too  my  reputation  is  ruined  ^'s 
well  as  the  girl's. 
Rack,  Your  reputation  ?  that's  a  good  jeft. 

Sir  Chr. 
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Sir  Cbr.  Yes,  firrah,  it  is;  and  all  owing  to 
my  acquaintance  with  you:  I,  forfooth,  am 
called  your  advifer;  as  if  your  own  contriving 
head  and  profligate  heart  flood  in  need  of  any 
affiftance  from  me. 

Rad.  Well,  but,  dear  Sir  Kit,  how  can  this 
idle  ftuffafFed:  you? 

Sir  Chr.  How?  eafy  enough:  I  will  be  judged 
now  by  Poultice. — Peter,  fpeak  truth !  before 
this  here  blot  in  my  efcutcheon,  have  not  you 
obferved,,  when  I  went  to  either  a  ball  or  abreak- 
fafling,  how  eagerly  all  the  girls  gathered  round 
me,  gibing,  and  joking,  and  giggling?  gad  take 
me,  as  facetious  and  free  as  if  I  were  tlieir  father ! 

PouL  Nothing  but  truth. . 

Fillup.  That*s  truth,  to  my  zertain  knowledge ; 
for  I  have  zeen  the  women-folk  tittering,  *till 
they  were  ready  to  break  their  zides,  when  your 
honour  was  throwing  your  double  tenders  about. 

Sir  Chr.  True,  honcft  Fillup.— Before  your 
cursed  affair,  neither  maid,  widow,  or  wife  was 
aftiamed  of  converling  with  me;  but  now,  when 
I  am  wheeled  into  the  room,  not  a  foul  under 
feventy  will  venture  within  ten  yards  of  my  chair: 
I  am  fhunned  worfe  than  a  leper  in  the  days  of 
King  Lud;  an  abfolute  hermit  in  the  midft  of  a 
croud  !  Speak,  Fillup,  is  not  this  a  melancholy 
troth  ? 

Fillup,  Very  molycolly,  zurel 

Sir  Chr,  But  this  is  not  all ;  the  crop-eared 
curs  of  the  city  have  taken  it  into  their  empty 
heads  to  negled  me:  Formerly,  Mr.  Mayor 
rould  not  devour  a  cuflard,  but  I  received  a 
t^ivil  card  to  partake;  but  "now,  the  rude  rafcals, 
in  dieir  bu(hy  bobs,  brufh  by  me  without  deign- 
ing, to  bow!    in  Iliort,  1  do  not  believe  J  have 

had 
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had  a  corporation  cruft  in  my  mouth  for  thefe 
fix  months:  You  might  as  well  expedl  a  minifter 
of  ftate  at  the  Manhon-Houfe,  as  fee  me  at  one 
of  their  feafts -^ 

Fillup.  His  honour  tells  nothing  but  truth. 

Sir  Chr.  So  that  I  am  almoft  famifhed,  as  well 
as  forfaken. 

Fillup,  Quite  famiihcd,  as  a  body  may  zay, 
meftcr. 

Sir  Chr,  Oh,  Tom,  Tom,  you  have  been  a 
curfed  acquaintance  to  me!  what  a  number  of 
fine  turtles  and  fat  haunches  of  venifon  has  your 
wickednefs  loft  me ! 

Rack.  My  dear  Sir  Kit,  for  this  I  merit  your 
thanks:  How  often  Dr.  Carawitchet  has  told 
you,  rich  food  and  r^^wpaigne  would  produce 
you  nothing  but  poor  health  and  real  pain  ? 

Sir  Chr,  What  (ignifies  the  prattle  of  fuch  a 
punning  puppy  as  he?  what,  I  fuppofe,  you 
would  ftarve  me,  you  fcoundrel !  When  I  am 
got  out  of  one  fit,  how  the  devil  am  I  to  gather 
ftrength  to  encounter  the  next  ?  Do  you  think 
it  is  to  be  done  by  fipping  and  flopping  ?  [jirinks'] 
But  no  matter!  Look  you,  major  Rackett,  all 
between  us  is  now  at  an  end ;  and.  Sir,  I  fhould 
confider  it  as  a  particular  favour  if  you  would 
take  no  further  notice  of  me :  I  fmcerely  defire 
to  drop  your  acquaintance ;  and,  as  to  myfelf, 
I  am  fixed,  pofitively  fixed,  to  reform. 

Rack.  Reform  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Sir  Chr.  Reform  !  and  why  not  ?  Well !  you 
fliall  fee  !  the  whole  city  fhall  fee !  As  foon  as 
ever  I  get  to  my  lodgings,  I  will  fend  for  Luke 
Lattitat  and  Codicil,  and  make  a  handfome  be- 
queft  to  the  hofpital. 

Rack.  Stuff! 

Sir  Chr.    Then  I  am  refolved  to  be  carried 

every 
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every  day  to  the  twelve  o'clock  prayers,   at  the 
Abby,  and  regularly  twice  on  a  Sunday. 

Rack.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Sir  Chr,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  you  may  laugh ;  but 
ril  be  damn'd  if  I  don't !  and  if  all  this  don't 
recover  my  credit,  I  am  determined,  befides,  to 
hire  a  houfe  in  Harlequin- Row,  and  be  a  con- 
ftant  hearer  at  the  countefs's  chapel- 

Rack.  And  fo,  perhaps,  turn  out  a  field- 
preacher  in  time. 

Sir  Chr.  I  don't  know  but  I  may. 

Rack.  Well  then,  my  dear  Sir  Chriflopher, 
adieu  !  But,  if  we  muft  part,  let  us  part  as  friends 
fhould ;  not  with  dry  lips,  and  in  anger.  Fillup, 
take  care  of  the  knight.  [Fil/up  fills  the  glajfes.^ 
Well,  faith,  my  old  crony,  I  can't  fay  but  I  am 
heartly  forry  to  lofe  you ;  many  a  brave  batch 
have  we  broached  in  our  time. 

Sir  Chr.  True,  Tom,  true. 

Rack.  Don't  you  remember  the  bout  we  had 
at  the  Tuns,  in  the  days  of  Plump  Jack?  I 
fhall  never  forget!  After  you  had  felled  poor 
Falftaff  with  a  pint  bumper  of  burgundy,  how 
you  beftrode  the  proftrate  hero,  and  in  his  own 
manner  cried,  '*  Crown  me,  ye  fpirits  that  de- 
"  light  in  gen'rous  wine !" 

Sir  Chr.  Vanity,  mere  vanity,  Tom,  nothing 
but  vanity ! 

Rack.  And  then  another  day  at  the— But  re- 
plenifh,  Fillup!   the  bowl  is  not  empty  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Enough,  enough  ! 

Rack.  What,  don't  flinch,  man!  it  is  but  to 
finifh  the  bowl. — Come,  Sir  Chriflopher,  one 
tender  fqueeze ! 

Sir  Chr.  Take  care  of  my  hand !  none  of  your 
old  tricks,  you  young  dog. 

Rack. 
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Rack,  Gentle  as  the  lick  of  a  lap-dog;  there! — 
What  o'clock  is  it,  Fillup? 

Fiilup.  rU  tell  you,  mefter  [Ms  at  his  watch']. 
Juft  turned  a  (ix. 

Rack,  So  foon  ?  Hang  it,  Sir  Kit,  it  is.  too. 
early  to  part.  Come,  what  fay  you  to  oae  fup- 
per  more  ?  but  one,  by  way  of  facrifice  to  the 
facred  feelings  of  friendfhip  ?  Honeft  Fillup  knows 
your  tafte;  he  will  tofs  you  up  a 

SlrChr,  Notamorfel,  Tom,  if  you  would  give 
me  the  univerfe ! 

Rack,  Pho,  man  !  only  a  Sandwich,  or  fo, • 

Fillup,  what  h^ft  got  in  the  houfe? 

Fillup,  A  vamous  John  Dorey,  two  pair  of 
foals,  and  there  be  2^  joint  of  Landidown  mutton ; 
Jind  then,  you  do  know,  my  Molly  be  vamous  in 
making  m^rrow-puddens. 

Rack.  A  fine  bill  of  fare.- — Come,  knight,  what 
do  you  choofe  ? 

SirChr*  Me!  why  you  feera  to  have  forgot 
ivhat  I  told  you  juft  now. 

Rack>  Your  defign  to  reform  B  not  at  all ;  and 
}  think  you  quite  right ;  perfeftly  fo,  as  I  hope 
to  be  faved :  But  what  needs  all  this  hurry?  to- 
morrow is  a  new  day ;  it  will  then  be  early  enough. 
Fillup,  fend  us  in  juft  what  you  will. 

SivGhr.  You  are  a  coaxing,  cajoling  young 
dog. — Well,  if  it  muft  be  fo,  Fillup,  it  piuft. 
Fillup,  get  me  an  anchovy-tpaft;  and,  do  you 
hear  ?  a  red  herring  or  two,  for  my  ftomach  is 
damnably  weak. 

Fillup,  I  ihall  be  zure,  zur.  [^*'^V. 

Rack,  So  1  that's  fettled. — Now,  Poultice  1 
Come  forward. — Well,  my  blades,  and  what  news 
have  you  got  ftirring  amongft  you  ? 

Foul,  Except  a  little  run  of  fore  throats  about 

the 
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the  beginning  of  autumn^  and  a  few  feeble  feU 
lows  that  drape  off  with  the  leaves  in  Odober,  the 
town  is  in  tolerable^ 

Hack,  Pox  of  the  dead  and  the  dying!  but 
what  amufements  have  you  got  for  the  living? 

Poul.  There  is  the  new  playhoufe,  you  know. 

Rod.  True:  But  as  to  the  mufical  worlds 
what  hopes  have  we  there  ?  any  of  the  opera  peo- 
ple among  you  ?  Apropos — what  is  become  of  my 
little  flame.  La  petite  Roftgnole^  the  lively  little 
Linnet?  is  flie  flill — > — 

SirChr,  Loft,  totally  loft! 

Rack,  Loft!  what,  left  you?  I  am  forry  for 
that. 

Sir  Chr,  Worfe,  worfe  ! 

Ra:k,  I  hope  ftie  an't  dead. 

Sir  Chr.  Ten  thoufand  times  worfe  than  all  that ! 

Rack.  How  the  deuce  can  that  be  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Juft  going  to  be  buried  alive — to  be 
married. 

Rack,  Pho !  is  that  all  ?  The  ceremony  was, 
indeed,  formerly  looked  upon  as  a  kind  of  meta- 
phorical graven  but  the  fyftem  is  changed,  and 
marriage  is  now  confidered  as  an  entrance  to  a 
new  and  better  kind  of  life. 

Sir  Chr.  Indeed! 

Rack,  Pihaw !  who  talks  now  of  the  drudgery 
ofdomeftic  duties,  of  nuptial  chains,  and  of  bonds? 
mere  obfolete  words  ^  they  did  well  enough  in 
the  dull  days  of  queen  Befs;  but  a  modern  lafs 
puts  on  fetters  to  enjoy  the  more  freedom,  and 
pledges  her  faith  to  one,  that  (he  may  be  at  li- 
berty to  beftow  her  favours  on  all. 

Sir  Chr,  What  vaft  improvements  are  daily 
made  in  our  morals !  what  an  unfortunate  dog 
ani  I,  ;to  CPUte  into  the  world  at  leaft  half  a  cen- 
tury 
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^ury  too  foon !  what  would  I  give  to  be  born 
twenty  years  hence !  there  will  be  damned  fine 
doings  then!  hey,  Tom?  But  I'm  afraid  our 
poor  little  girl  won't  have  it  in  her  power  to  profit 
by  thefe  prodigious  improvements. 

Rack.  Why  not? 

^;V  Chr,  Oh,  when  you  once  hear  the  name  of 
her  partner 

Rack.  Who  is  it? 

Sir  Chr.  An  acquaintance  of  yours:  Only  that 
old  fufly,  fhabby,  fhuffling,  money-loving, 
water-drinking,  mirth-marring,  amorous  old 
hunks,  mafter  Solomon  Flint. 

Rack.  He  that  enjoys — owns,  I  mean — half  the 
farms  in  the  country? 

Sir  Chr.  He,  even  he. 

Rack,  Why,  he  is  fixty  at  leaft :  What  a  filthy 
old  goat !  But  then,  how  does  this  defign  fuit  with 
his  avarice  ?  the  girl  has  no  fortune. 

Sir  Chr.  No  more  than  what  her  talents  will 
give  her. 

Rack.  Why,  the  poltroon  does  not  mean  to 
profit  by  them  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Perhaps,  if  his  family  fhould  chance 
to  encreafe :  But  I  believe  his  main  motive  is  the 
hopes  of  an  heir. 

Rack.  For  which  he  mufl  be  indebted  to  fome 
of  his  neighbours:  In  that  point  of  light,  the 
matter  is  not  fo  much  amifs.  It  is  impoffible 
ihe  can  be  fond  of  the  fellow;  and  it  is  very  hard, 
with  the  opportunities  this  place  will  afford,  if, 
in  lefs  than  a  month,   I  don't 

Sir  Chr.  This  place !  why,  you  don't  fuppofe 
he'll  trufi:  her  here  for  an  hour? 

Rack.  How ! 

Sir  Chr.   Not  a  moment:    The  fcheme  is  all 

fettled; 
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fettled  ;    the  rumbling  'old  family- coach  carrie 
her  immediately   from  the  church-door  to  hi^ 
moated,  haunted,   old  houfe  in  the  country. 

Rack.  Indeed ! 

Sir  Chr,  Where,  befides  the  Argus  himfelf, 
fhe  will  be  watched  by  no  lefs  then  two  brace  of 
his  lifters;  four  as  malicious,  mufty  old  maids  as 
ever  were  foured  by  folitude,  and  the  negled  of 
the  world. 

Rack,  A  guard  not  to  be  corrupted  or  cozened. 
Why,  Sir  Chriftopher,  in  a  Chriftian  country 
this  muft  not  be  fuffered.  What!  a  miferable 
tattered  old  fellow  like  him,  to  monopolize  fuch 
a  tempting  creature  as  her? 

Sir  Chr,  A  diabolical  plan  ! 

J^^^f^.  Befides,  the  fecluding  and  immuring  a 
girl  poffelTed  of  her  elegant  talents,  is  little  better 
than  robbing  the  world. 

Sir  Chr.  Infamous !  worfe^than  a  rape!  But, 
where  are  the  means  to  prevent  it  ? 

Rack,  Much  might  be  done,  if  you  would 
lend  us  your  aid. 

Sir  Chr,  Me-?  of  what  ufe  can  I — And  fo,  you 
rafcal,  you  want  to  employ  me  again  as  your  pimp? 

Rack.  You  take  the  thing  wrong:  I  only  wifh 
you  to  ftand  forth,  my  dear  knight;  and,  like 
myfelf,  be  the  prote6t!or  of  innocence,  and  a  true 
friend  to  the  pubiick. 

Sir  Chr,  A  true  friend  to  tlie  pubiick!  a  fine 
flalking-horfe  that !  Bur,  I  fear,  like  other  pre- 
tenders, Tom,  v/hen  your  own  private  purpofe 
is  ferved,  the  poor  pubiick  will  be  left  in  the  lurch. 
But,  however,  the  poor  girl  does  deferve  to  be 
faved;  and  if  I  can  do  any  thing,  not  inconfiftent 
with  my  plan  of  reforming—" — 

Rack, 
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Rack,  That  was  fpake  like  yourfelf.  Upon 
what  terms  are  you  and  FHnt  at  prefent  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Oil  and  vinegar  are  Icarce  fo  oppofitci 

Rack,  Poultice,  you  imoke  a  pipe  with  him 
fometimes:  Pray,  who  are  your  party? 

PouL  Mynheer  Sour-Crour,  Monfieur  de  Jar- 
fey  the  port  manufadurer,  Billy  Button  the  tay- 
lor,  Mafler  Flint  and  I,  moft  evenings  take  a 
whifFhere. 

Rad,  Are  you  all  in  his  confidence  on  this 
great  occafion  ? 

PouL  Upon  this  cafe-we  have  had  confulratlons; 
but  Billy  button  is  firfl  in  his  favourj  he  likes  his 
prefcription  the  bed. 

Rack,  From  this  quarter  we  mufl  begin  the 
attack :  Could  not  we  contrive  to  convene  this 
illuftrious  fenate  to-night? 

PouL  I  fhould  think  eafily  enough. 

Ra^k,  But  before  you  meet  here  ? 

PouL  Without  doubt. 

Rack,  My  dear  Poultice,  will  you  undertake 
the  commiflion  ? 

Pm!,  I  will  feel  their  pulfes,  to  oblige  Sir 
Chriftopher  Cripple. 

Sir  Chr,  But,  Peter,  doft  really  think  this  rafh 
fool  is  determined  ? 

PouL  I  believe,  Sir  Chriftopher,  he  is  firmly 
perfuaded,  that  nothing  will  allay  this  uncom- 
mon heat  iniiis  blood,  but  fwallowing  the  pill 
matrimonial. 

Rack,  We  muft  contrive  at  leaft  to  take  off  the 
gilding,  and  fee  what  effect  that  will  have  on  his 
courage.  [^^'^^  ^^"^• 

Sir  Chr.  Well,  Major,  unfold  !    what  can  you 

mean  by  this  meeting  ? 

Ra«k, 
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Rack.  Is  it  poffible  jou  can  be  at  a  lofs?  you 
who  have  fo  long  ftudied  mankind  ? 

Sir  Chr,  Explain. 

Rack.  Can't  you  conceive  what  infinite  flrug-^ 
gles  muft  have  been  felt  by  this  fellow,  before  he 
could  mufter  up  courage  to  engage  in  this  dread- 
ful perilous  flate.*  How  often  have  you  heard 
the  proverbial  puppy  affirm,  that  marriage  was 
filhing  for  a  fingle  eel  among  a  barrel  of  fnakes  1 
what  infinite  odds,  that  you  laid  hold  of  the  eel! 
and  then  a  million  to  one  but  he  llipt  through 
your  fingers ! 

SirChr,  True,  true. 

Rack.  Can*t  you,  then,  guefs  what  will  be 
his  feelings  and  fears  when  it  comes  to  the  pufh? 
Do  you  think  publick  opinion,  his  various  doubts 
of  himfelf,  and  of  her,  the  pride  of  his  family, 
and  the  loud  claims  of  avarice  (his  ruling  paf- 
fion  'till  now),  won't  prove  near  an  equipoife  to 
his  love? 

SirChr.  Without  doubt. 

Rack.  At  this  critical  period,  won't  the  con- 
curring advice  of  all  his  aflbciates,  think  you, 
deftroy  the  balance  at  once  ? 

iSVr  Chr.  Very  probably,  Tom,  I  confefs. 

Rack.  As  to  our  engines,  there  is  no  fear  of 
them :  Billy  Button  you  have  under  your  thumb; 
I'll  purchafe  a  pipe  of  port  of  de  Jarfey;  and  we 
are  fure  of  old  Sour-Crout  for  a  hamper  of  hock. 

Sir  Chr.  Right,  right ! — But,  after  all,  what  is 
to  become  of  the  girl  ?  Come,  Tom,  Til  have 
no  foul  play  fliewn  to  her. 

Rack.  Her  real  happinefs  is  part  of  my  project* 
Enter  FiUup. 

Fillup.  Here  be  Mynheer  Sour-Crout  and 
Mounieer  de  Jarfey  a  come. 

Sir  Qhr. 
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Sir  Chr.  We  will  attend  them. — Only  think, 
Tom,  what  a  villain  you  will  be  to  make  me  the 
lecrct  inftrument  of  any  more  mifchief. 

Rack,  Never  fear. 

Sir  Chr,  Particularly,  too,  now  I  am  fixed  to 
reform. 

Rack.  It  would  be  criminal  in  the  highefl 
degree. 

Sir  Chr.  Ah,  rot  your  hypocritical  face ! — I 
am  half  afraid,  Tom,  to  truft  you ;  I'll  be  hanged 
if  you  ha'n't  fome  wicked  defign  yourfelf  on  the 
girl!  but  however,  I  wafh  my  hands  of  the  guilt. 

Rack.  My  dear  knight,  don't  be  lb  fqueamifh ! 
But — the  gentlemen  within ! — Stay !  who  have  wc 
here  ?    Ah,  my  old  friend  mailer  Button  1 

Enter  Button, 

Button,  Your  worfhip  is  welcome  to  town  !— - 
But  where  is  Sir — Oh !  I  underftood  as  how  your 
honour  had  fent  for  me  all  in  a  hurry:  I  fhould 
haVe  brought  the  patterns  before,  if  I  had  them  : 
the  worft  of  my  enemies  can't  fay  but  Billy  But- 
ton is  punftual.  Here  they  be:  I  received  them 
ta- night  by  Wikfhire's  waggon,  that  flies  in  eight 
day^. 

Sir  Chr,  Tomorrow,  Billy,  will  do;  take  a  feat. 

Button,  I  had  rather  fhand. 

Sir  Chr,  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  upon  another 
afiair.  What,  I  fuppofe,  you  are  very  bufy  at 
prefent  ? 

Button,  Yafl  bufy,,  your  honour. 

Sir  Chr,  This  marriage,  I  reckon,  takes  up 
moft  of  your  time. 

Button,  Your  honour? 

Rack,  M.ifs  Linnet,  and  your  old  mafler  Flint, 
you  know. 

Button, 
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Buttsn,  Oh,  ay!  But  the  fquire  ddes  not  intend 
to  cut  a  dafk  till  the  fpring. 

Sir  Chr,  No !  nothing  has  happened,  I  hope  ? 
affairs  are  all  fixed? 

Button.  As  a  rock:  1  am  fure.  How,  it  can*t 
fail;  becaufe  why,  I  have  premptory  orders  to 
fcour  and  new-iine  the  coachman  and  footman's 
old  frocks;  and  am,  befides,  to  turn  the  lace, 
and  frefh-button  the  fuit  his  honour  made  up 
twenty  years  ago  comes  next  Lent,  when  he  was 
Ihreif  for  the  county. 

Rack.  Nay,  then  it  is  determined* 
Buitin,  Or  he  would  never  have  gone  to  fuch 
an  expence. 

Sir  Chr,-  Well,  Billy,  and  what  is  your  private 
opinion,  after  all,  of  this  match? 

Button.  It  is  not  becoming,  your  honour  knows^ 

for  a  tradefman  like  me  to  give  his 

Rack.  Why  not  ?  Don't  you  think  now,  Billy, 
it  is  a  bold  undertaking  for  a  man  at  his  time  of 
life? 

Button.  Why,  to  be  fure,  his  honour  is  1  little 
flricken  in  years,  as  a  body  may  fay;  and,  take 
all  the  care  that  one  can,  time  will  wear  the  nap 
from  even  f^jperfine   cloth;    flitches  tear^    and 

elbows  will  out,  as  they  fay 

Sir  Chr.  And  befides.  Bill,  the  bride's  a  mere 
baby. 

Button.    Little  better,    your  honour:    But  fhe 
is  a  tight  bit  of  fluff,  and  I  am  confident  will  turn 
out  well  in  the  wearing.  I  once  had  fome  thoughts 
myfelf  of  taking  meafure  of  Mifs. 
Rack.  Indeed! 

Button.  Yes;  and,  to  my  thinking,  had  made 
a  pretty  good  progrefs;  becaufe  why,  at  church 
of  a  Sunday  Ihe  fuffered  me  to  look  for  the  lefTons; 

and 
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and  moreover,  many  a  time  and  oft  have  we  fung 
pialms  out  of  the  very  fame  book. 

Rack,  That  was  going  a  great  way. 

Button.  Nay,  betides,  and  more  than  all  that, 
file  has  at  this  precious  minute  of  time  a  plncufhion 
by  her  fide  of  my  own  prefentauon. 

Rack,  Ay  !  and  how  cam.e  the  treaty  broke  off? 

Button.  Why,  who  fliould  ftep  in  in  the  nick, 
but  the  very  fquire  himfelf  ? 

Sir  Chr.  I  am  afraid.  Bill,  your  beauty  is  a  lit- 
tle bit  of  the  jilt. 

Button,  ISIo,  yourworfhip;  it  is  all  along  with 
her  mother :  'Caufe  her  great  aunt,  by  ber  father's 
fide,  was  a  clargyman's  daughter,  flie  is  as  prag- 
matic and  proud  as  the  Pope  ;  fo,  forfooth,  no- 
thing will  pleafe  her  for  Mifs,  but  a  bit  of  quality 
binding. 

Rack,  I  knew  the  refufal  could  not  come  from 
the  girl;  for,  without  a  compliment,  Billy,  there 
is  no  comparifon  betv;een  you  and  the — why, 
you  are  a  pretty,  flight,  tight,  light,  nimble — 

Button,  Yes;  very  nirnble  and  flight,  and  we 
are  both  of  a  height:  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

^ir  Chr,  Why,  love  has  made  Billy  a  poet. 

Button.  No,  no;  quite  accident,  as  1  hope  to 
be^kiffed. 

Rack,  And  your  rival  is  a  fufty,  foggy,  lum- 
bering log! 

Button.  For  all  the  world  like  my  goofe;  plaguy 
hot  and  damned  heavy,  your  honour. 

Sir  Chr.  Why,  Billy  blazes  to-day. 

Button,  And  though  my  purfe,  mayhap,  ben't 
fo  heavy  as  his'n,  yet  1  contrives  to  pay  evejry 
body  their  own. 

Rack,  1  dare  fay. 

Button,  Ay;  and  I  have,  befides,  twohoufesin 

Avon- 
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Avon-Street;  and,  perhaps,  a  bit  or  two  of  land 
in  a  corner. 

Sir  Chr,  Oh,  the  curmudgeonly  rogue ! 

Button,    And,    moreover,    if  madam   Linnet 
talks  of  families,  I  would  have  her  to  know  that  I 
have  powerful  relations  as  well  as  herfelf ;  There's  ' 
Tommy  Button,  my  uncle's  own  fon,  that  has  an 
employment  under  the  government. 

Sir  Chr,  Ay,  Billy!  what  is  it? 

Button,  At  this  very  time  he  is  an  excifeman  at 
Wapping.  And,  beiides,  there  is  my  coulin 
Paul  Puff,  that  kept  the  great  paftrycook's  fhop 
in  the  Strand,  now  lives  at  Brentford,  and  is 
made  ajuilice  of  the  peace. 

Rack,  As  this  is  the  cafe,  I  don't  thini  it  will 
be  difficult  yet  to  bring  matters  to  bear. 

Sir  Chr.  If  Bill  will  but  follow  diredions. 

Button,  I  hope  your  honour  never  found  mc 
deficient. 

Sir  Chr,  We  will  inftrud  you  further  within.— 
Major  Racket,  your  hand ! 

Button,  Let  me  help  you.  Folks  may  go  fur- 
ther and  fare  worfe,  as  they  fay :  Why,  I  have 
fome  thoughts,  if  I  can  call  in  my  debts,  to  re- 
tire  into  the  country,  and  fetup  for  a  gentleman. 

Rack,  Why  not?  one  meets  with  a  great  num- 
ber of  them  who  were  never  bred  to  the  buiinefs. 

Button,  I  a'n't  much  of  a  mechanic  at  prefent; 
I  docs  but  juft  meafure  and  cut. 

Rack,  No? 

Button,  I  don't  think  that  I  have  fat  crofs-legg'd 
for  thefe  fix  years. 

Rack,    Indeed? 

Button,  And  who  can  tell,  your  honour,  in  a 
few  years,  if  I  behaves  well,  but,  like  coufm 
Puff,  I  may  get  myfeif  put  in  the  commiffion? 

Sir  Chr, 
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Sir  Chr.  The  worfhlpful  William  Button, 
cfquire —  it  founds  well.  I  can  tell  you,  Billy, 
there  have  been  magiftrates  made  of  full  as  bad 
materials  as  you.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    II.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Mrs.  Linnet  and  Mifs.  Linnet, 

Mrs.   Linnet. 

— — Y^^>  Kitty,  it  is  in  vain  to  deny  it!    lam 
convinced  there  is  fome  little,  low,  pal- 
try paflion,  that  lurks  in  your  heart. 

Mifs  Lin.  Indeed,  my  dear  mother,  you  wrong 
me. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Indeed,  my  dear  Mifs,  but  I  don't  1 
what  elfe  could  induce  you  to  rejed  the  addreifes 
of  a  lover  like  this  ?  Ten  thoufand  pounds  a  year ! 
Gads  my  life,  there  is  not  a  lady  in  town  would 
refufe  him,  let  her  rank  be  ever  fo 

Mifs  Lin.  Not  his  fortune,  I  firmly  believe. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Well!  and  who  now-a-days  mar- 
ries any  thing  elfe  ?  Would  you  refufe  an  eftate, 
becaufe  it  happened  to  be  a  little  encumbered  ? 
you  muft  confider  the  man  in  this  cafe  as  a  kind 
of  a  mortgage. 

Mifs  Z/«.  But,  the  difproportion  of  years— 

Mrs.  Lin.  In  your  favour,  child;  the  incum- 
brance will  be  the  fooner  removed. 

Mifs  Lin.  Then,  my  dear  mother,  our  minds ; 
how  very  widely  they  differ !  my  nature  is  liberal 
and  frank,  though  I  am  but  a  little  removed 
from  mediocrity ;  his  heart,  in  the  vei"Y  bofom  of 
wealth,  is  Ihut  to  every- focial'feflfatioav 

Mrs.  Lin. 
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Mrs,  Lin,  And  yet,  Mifs,  this  heart  you  have 
had  the  good  luck  to  unlock.  I  hope  you  don't 
urge  his  offers  to  you  as  a  proof  of  his  paflion 
for  money  ?  why,  you  forget  yourfelf,  Kate ; 
who,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  do  you  think  that 
you  are?  What,  becaufe  that  you  have  a  baby 
face,  and  can  bawl  a  few  ballads 

Mi/s  Lin,  Nay,  madam,  you  know  I  was  never 
vain  of  my  talents;  if  they  can  procure  me  a 
decent  fupport,  and  in  fome  meafure  repay  my 
father  and  you  for  their  kind  cultivation — 

Mrs,  Lin,  And  how  long  are  you  fure  your 
talents,  as  you  call  'em,  will  ferve  you  ?  Are  a 
fet  of  features  fecure  againfl  time  ?  wont  a  fmgle 
fore  throat  deftroy  the  boafted  power  of  your 
pipe  ?  But  fuppofe  that  fhould  not  fail,  who  caii 
infure  you  againfh  the  whim  of  the  publick  ?  will 
they  always  continue  their  favour  ? 

Mi/s  Lin,  Perhaps  nor. 

Mrs,  Lin,  What  mufl  become  of  you  then  ? 
Now  by  this  means  you  are  fafe,  above  the 
reach  of  ill-fortune.  Befides,  child,  to  put  your 
own  interefl:  out  of  the  queftion,  have  you  no 
tender  feelings  for  us  ?  Confider,  my  love  (you 
don't  want  for  good  nature),  your  confent  to  this 
match  will,  in  the  word  of  times,  fecure  a  firm 
and  able  friend  to  the  family. 

Mi/s  Lin,  You  deceive  yourfelf,  indeed,  my 
dear  mother :  He  a  friend  !  I  dare  believe  the 
firft  proof  you  will  find  of  his  friendfhip,  will  be 
his  pofitive  commands  to  break  off  all  correfpond- 
ence  with  every  relation  I  have. 

Mrs,  Lin,  That's  a  likely  ftory  indeed  1    Well, 
child,    I  muil  fet  your  father  to  work ;    I  find 
what  little  weight  my  arguments  have. 
L.  Cath,  [without,^  Is  Meftrefs  Linnet  within  ? 

Mri,  Lin, 
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Mrs.  Lin,  Oh,  here  comes  a  proteflrefs  of 
yours,  Lady  Catharine  Coldllream  ;  fubmit  the 
matter  to  her  :  She  can  have  no  views,  is  well 
read  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  has  your  in- 
tereft  fincerely  at  heart. 

Enter  Lady  Catharine  Coldflream, 

L.  Cath.  How  is  aw  wi  you,  Meflrefs  Linnet 
and  Mefs?  what  a  dykens  is  the  matter  wi  Mefs? 
(lie  feems  got  quite  i'the  dumps:  I  thought  you 
were  aw  ready  to  jump  oot  o'  your  fkens  at  the 
bonny  prolpec  afore  you. 

Mrs.  Lin,  Indeed,  I  wifh  your  ladyfhip  would 
take  Kitty  to  tafk  ;  for  what  I  fay  fignilies  no- 
thing. 

L,  Cath,  Ah!  that's  aw  wrang  1  What  has 
been  the  mater,  Mefs  Kitty  ?  you  ken  weel 
enow  that  children  owe  an  implecit  concefiion 
to  their  parents ;  it  is  na  for  bairns  to  litigate  the 
wull  of  their  friends. 

Mrs,  Lin,  Efpecially,  my  lady,  in  a  cafe  where 
their  ow^n  happinefs  is  fo  nearly  concerned: 
There  is  no  perfuading  her  to  accept  Mr.  Flint's 
offers. 

L.  Cath.  Gad*s  mercy,  Mefs,  how  comes  aw 
this  about  ?  do  na  you  think  you  ha  drawn  a 
braw  ticket  in  the  lottery  o'life?  do  na  you 
ken  that  the  mon  is  laird  of  aw  the  lond  in  the 
country  ? 

Mifi  Lin,  Your  ladyfliip  knows,  madam,  that 
real  happinefs  does  not  depend  upon  wealth. 

L,  Cath.  Ah,  Mefs,  but  it  is  a  bonny  engre- 
dient.  Don't  you  think,  Meftrefs  Linnet,  the 
lafs  has  got  fome  other  lad  in  her  heed? 

Mrs,  Lin,  Your   ladyfhip  joins   in  judgment 

with 
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-With  me:    I  have  charged  her;    but  flie  (loutly 
denies  it. 

L,  Cath.  Mefs,  you  munna  be  balliful:  An 
you  folecit  a  cure,  your  phyfician  mud  ken  the 
caufe  o'  your  malady. 

Mifs  Lin,  Your  ladyftiip  may  believe  me,  ma- 
dam, I  have  no  coiiip'ainc  of  that  kind. 

L.  Caih,  The  lafs  is  obfcinate.  Meilrefs  Linnet, 
cannot  yourfel  gi  a  guefs  ? 

Mrs.  Lin,  I  can't  fay  that  I  have  obferved — 
Indeed,  fome  time  ago,  I  v/as  inclined  to  believe 
Mr.  Button 

L,  Cath.  What'  yon  taylor  in  Stall-Street? 
Ah,  Mrs.  Linnet,  you  are  aw  oot  in  your  guefs: 
The  lafs  is  twa  weel  bred,  and  twa  faunzy  to  gi 
her  heart  to  fik  a  burgis  as  he:  Wully  Button  ? 
nae,  he  is  nae  the  lad  avaw. 

Mrs  Lin.  Major  Racket,  I  once  thought — 
but  your  ladyfhip  knows  his  affairs  took  a  dif- 
ferent turn. 

L.Cath,  Ah!  Racket!  that's  another  man's 
mater:  LalTes  are  apt  enow  to  fet  their  hearts 
upon  fcarlet;  a  cockade  has  muckle  charms  wi 
our  fex  ;  yes.  Well,  Mefs,  comes  the  wind  fra 
that  corner  ? 

Mifs  Lin,  Does  your  ladyfhip  think,  to  diflike 
Mr.  Flint,  it  is  abfolutely  neceffary  to  have  a 
prepofleflion  for  fomebody  elfe  ? 

L,  Caih,  Mrs.  Linnet,  an  you  wuU  withdraw 
for  a  while,  perhaps  Mefs  may  throw  aff  her 
referve,  when  there's  nobody  by  but  ourfelves; 
a  mother,  you  ken  weel,  may  prove  ane  too 
many  fome  times. 

Mrs,  Lin.  Your  ladyfliip  is  moft  exceedingly 
kind. — Dye  hear,  Kitty?    mind  what  her  lady- 
fhip 
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Ihip  fays ;  do,  my  dear ;  and  be  ruled  by  your 
friends;  they  are  older  and  wifer  than  you.   [Exit. 

L.  Cath.  Well,  Mefs,  what^s  the  caufc  of  aw 
this  ?  what  makes  you  fo  averle  to  the  wull  of 
your  fi  lends  ? 

Mifs  Lin.  Your  ladyfliip  knows  Mr.  Flint. 

L.  Cath.  Ay,  unco  weel. 

Mifs  Lin.  Can  your  ladyfliip  then  be  at  a  lofs 
for  a  caufe  ? 

L,  Cciih.  I  caiina  fay  Mr.  Flint  is  quite  an 
Adonis ;  but  wha  is  it  that  in  matrimony  gets  aw 
they  wifh  ?  When  I  entermarried  with  Sir  Laun- 
celot  Coldilream,  I  was  e'en  fik  a  fprak  lafs  as 
youifel,  and  the  baronet  bordering  upon  his 
grand  chmaderic.  You  mun  ken,  Mefs,  my  fa- 
ther was  fo  unfaunzy  as  to  gang  out  wi'  Charley 
in  the  forty- five ;  after  which,  his  fidelity  was 
rewarded  in  France  by  a  commifiion  that  did  na 
brin?:  him  in  a  bawbee,  and  a  penfion  that  he 
never  was  paid. 

Mijs  Lin,  Infamous  ingratitude  ! 

L.  Cath.  Ay  ;  but  I  dinna  think  they  will  find 
ony  mair  fik  fools  i'  the  North. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  hope  not. 

Z.  Cath,  After  this,  you  canna  think,  Mefs, 
there  was  mickle  filler  for  we  poor  bairns  that 
were  left ;  fo  that,  in  troth,  I  was  glad  to  get  an 
eftabliQiment ;  and  ne'er  heeded  the  difparity 
between  my  guid  mon  and  myfel. 

Mifs  Lin,  Your  ladylhip  gave  great  proofs  of 
your  prudence  ;  but  my  affairs  are  not  altogether 
fo  defperate. 

L.  Cath.  Gad's  mercy,  Mefs !  I  hope  you  dinna 
make  any  comparifon  between  Lady  Catharine 
Coldilream,  wha  has  the  beft  blood  in  Scotland 

that  runs  in  her  veins 

Mifi 
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Mi/s  Lin,  I  hope  your  ladylhlp  does  not  fup- 
pofe • 

/..  Cath.  A  lady  lineally  defcended  fra,  the 
great  Oflian  himfelf,  and  allied  to  aw  the  illuftri- 
ous  houfes  abroad  and  at  home 

Mijs  Lin,  I  beg,  madam,  your  ladyfnip — 

L.  Cath,  And  Kitty  Linnet,  a  little  play-adlor, 
wha  gets  applauded  or  hiffed  juft  e'en  as  the  mo^ 
bility  wulls. 

Mifs  Lin,  I  am  extremely  concerned,  that — 

L.  Cath,  Look'ye,  Mefs,  1  will  cur  maters 
fliort  :  You  ken  weel  enow,  the  firft  notice  that 
e'er  I  took  of  you  was  on  your  acting  in  Allan 
Ramfay's  play  of  Patie  and  Roger  ;  ere  fin  I  hae 
been  your  fall  friend  ;  but  an  you  continue  ob- 
ftinate,  and  will  na  fuccumb,  I  fhall  flraightway 
withdraw  my  protedion. 

Mifs  Lin.  1  fhall  be  extremely  unhappy  in 
lofing  your  ladylhip's  favour. 

L,  Cath.  Mefs,  that  depends  entirely  on  your- 
fel. 

Mifs  Lin,  Well,  madam,  as  a  proof  how  highly 
I  rate  it,  and  how  defirous  I  am  of  obeying  the 
commands  of  my  parents,  it  (ha'n't  be  my  fault 
if  their  wifhes  are  not  accomplifhed. 

L,  Cath.  That's  aw  wright  now,  Kitty  :  Gi 
me  a  kifs !  you  are  the  prudent  lafs  that  I 
thought  you.  Love,  Mefs,  is  a  paftime  for  boys 
and  green  girls ;  aw  ftuff,  fit  for  nothing  but 
novels  and  romances ;  there  is  nathing  folid,  na 
ilability. 
'  Mifs  Lin,  Madam 

L.  Cath.  But  to  fix  your  fortune  at  once,  to 
get  above  the  power  o'  the  world,  that,  child,  is 
S'  ferious  concern. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Lin,  [without,]  With  your  ladyfliip's 
leave 

L,  Cath.    You    may  come  in,    Mrs.  Linnet ; 

Enter  Mrs,  Linnet, 

your  daughter  is  brought  to  a  proper  fenfe  of 
her  duty,  and  is  ready  to  coincide  with  your 
wi£h. 

Mrs,  Lin.  We  are  infinitely  bound  to  your  la- 
dyfhip !  This  is  lucky,  indeed  !  Mr.  Flint  is  now 
below,  madam,  and  begs  to  be  admitted. 

L.  Cath.  Ah  !  the  mon  comes  in  the  nick  : 
Shew  him  in,  the  inftant.  [Exit  Mrs,  Lin, 

Now,  Kitty,  is  your  time  1  do  na  be  ftiy,  lafs ; 
but  throw  out  aw  your  attradions,  and  fix  him 
that  he  canna  gang  back: 

Mifs  Lin.  Madam,  I  hope  to  behave 

L.  Cath.  Gad's  mercy,  how  the  girl  trembles 
and  quakes  1  Come,  pluck  up  a  heart,  and  con- 
fider  your  aw  is  at  (lake. 

Mifs  Lin.  1  am  afraid  I  (hall  be  hardly  able  to 
fay  a  fingle 

L,  Cath,  Suppofe  then  you  fing ;  gi  him  a 
fong ;  there  is  nothing  moves  a  love-fick  loon 
mair  than  a  fong — \_Noife  without,']  I  hear  the 
lad  on  the  flairs. — But  let  the  words  be  aw  melt- 
ing and  foft  :  The  vScotch  tunes,  you  ken,  are 
unco  pathetic  ;  fing  him  the  Birks  of  Endermay, 
or  the  Braes  of  Balendine,  or  the 

Enter  Flint  and  Mrs,  Linnet. 

Maifler  Flint,  your  fervant !  There,  Sir,  you 
ken  the  lafs  of  your  heart  :  I  have  laid  for  you 
a  pretty  folid  foundation  ;  but  as  to  the  edifice, 
you  muft  e'en  ered  it  yourfel.  [Exit. 

Flint. 
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Flint.  Pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  I  will  do  my  en- 
deavour.— Madam  Linnet,  I  have  made  bold  to 
bring  you  a  prefent,  a  fmail  paper  of  tea,  in  my 
pocket ;  You  will  order  the  tea-kettle  on. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Ohj  Sir,  you  need  not  have 

Flint.  I  won't  put  you  to  any  expence. 

Exit  Mrs.  Lin. 
Well,  Mifs ;  I  underfland  here  by  my  lady,  that 
(he — that  is,  that  you — with  refpedl  and  regard 
to  the — ah  !  ah  !  won't  you  pleafe  to  be  feated  ? 

^Reaches  tivo  chairs. 

Mifs  Lin.  Sir  ?— My  lover  feems  as  confufed 
as  myfelf.  \_Jfide. 

Flint.  I  fay,  Mifs,  that  as  I  was  a«faying, 
your  friends  have  fpoke  to  you  all  how  and 
about  it. 

Mifs  Lin.  About  it !  about  what  ? 

Flint.  About  this  here  bufinefs  that  I  come 
about.  Pray,  Mifs,  are  you  fond  of  the  country  ? 

Mifs  Lin.  Of  the  country  ! 

Flint.  Ay  :  Becaufe  why,  I  think  it  is  the  moft 
prettied  place  for  your  true  lovers  to  live  in ; 
fomething  fo  rural  !  For  my  part,  I  can't  fee 
what  pleafure  pretty  Mifles  can  take  in  gallop- 
ing to  plays,  and  to  balls,  and  fuch  expenfive 
vagaries ;  there  is  ten  times  more  paftime  in 
fetching  walks  in  the  fields,  in  plucking  of  dai- 
fies 

Mifs  Lin.  Haymaking,  feeding  the  poultry, 
and  milking  the  cows. 

Flint.  Right,  Mifs. 

Mifs  Lin.  It  mufl  be  owned  they  are  pretty 
employments  for  ladies. 

Flint.  Yes ;  for  my  mother  ufed  to  fay,  who, 
between  ourfelves,  was  a  notable  houfewife, 

Fools 
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Fools  that  are  idle. 

May  live  to  bite  the  bridle. 

Mlfs  Lin,  What  a.  happinefs  to  have  been  bred 
under  fo  prudent  a  parent  \ 

Flint,  Ay,  Mifs,  you  will  have  reafon  to  fay 
fo  ;  her  maxims  have  put  many  a  pound  into  my 
pocket. 

Mifs  Lin,  How  does  that  concern  me  ? 

Flint.  Becaufe  why,  as  the  faying  is, 

Tho*  I  was  the  maker, 
You  may  be  the  partaker. 

Mifs  Lin,  Sir,  you  are  very-obliging. 

Flint,  I  can  tell  you,  fuch  offers  are  not  every 
day  to  be  met  with  :  Only  think,  Mifs,  to  have 
viftuals  and  drink  conftantly  found  you,  without 
coft  or  care  on  your  fide  !  efpecially,  now  meat 
is  fo  dear. 

Mifs  Lin.  Confiderations  by  no  means  to  be 
flighted. 

Flint,  Moreover,  that  you  may  live  and  ap- 
pear like  my  wife,  I  fully  intend  to  keep  you  a 
coach. 

Mtfs  Lin,  Indeed  ! 

Frmt;  Yes ;  and  you  (hall  command  the  horfes 
v/henever  you  pleafe,  unlefs  during  the  harveft, 
and  when  they  are  employed  in  plowing  and  cart- 
ing ;  becaufe  the  main  chance  muft  be  minded, 
you  know. 

Mifs  Lin^  True,  true. 

Flint,  Though  I  don't  think  you  will  be  vaftly 
fond  of  coaching  about;  for  why,  we  are  off 
of  the  turnpike,  and  the  floughs  are  deadly  deep 
about  we. 

Mifs 


THE    MAID   OF    BATH.  3I 

Mifs  Lin.  What,  you  intend  to  refide  in  the 
country  ? 

I^Iint,  Without  doubt ;  for  then,  you  know, 
Mifs,  I  fliall  be  fure  to  have  you  all  to  myfelf. 

Mifs  Lin.  An  afFedionate  motive !— -But  even 
in  this  happy  fbate,  where  the  mod  perfed  union 
prevails,  fome  folitary  hours  will  intrude,  and 
the  time,  now  and  then,  hang  heavy  on  our 
hands. 

Flint.  What,  in  the  country,  my  dear  Mifs  ? 
not  a  minute  :  You  will  find  all  paftime  and 
jollity  there  ;  for  what  with  minding  the  dairy, 
dunning  the  tenants,  preferving'and  pickling, 
nurfmg  the  children,  fcolding  the  fervants, 
mending  and  making,  roafting,  boiling,  and 
baking,  you  won't  have  a  moment  to  fpare ; 
you  will  be  merry  and  happy  as  the  days  they 
are  long. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  am  afraid  the  days  will  be  hardly 
long  enough  to  execute  fo  extenfive  a  plan  of 
enjoyment. 

Flint.  Never  you  fear  !  I  am  told,  Mifs,  that 
you  write  an  exceeding  good  hand. 

Mifs  Lin.  Pretty  well,  I  believe. 

Flint.  Then,  Mifs,  there  is  more  pleafure  in 
ftpre ;  for  you  may  employ  any  leifure  time  that 
you  have  in  being  my  clerk,  as  a  juftice  of 
peace:  You  fhall  fhare  iix-pence  out  of  every 
warrant,  to  buy  you  any  little  thing  that  you 
want. 

Mifs  Lin.  That's  finely  imagined  ! — As  your 
enjoyments  are  chiefly  domeftic,  I  prefume  you 
have  contrived  to  make  home  as  convenient  as 
can  be:  You  have.  Sir,  good  gardens,  no  doubt? 

Flint.  Gardens  ?  ay,  ay :  Why,  before  the 
grew^t  parjour  window  there  grows  a  couple  of 

yews. 


32  THE    MAID    OF    BATH. 

yews,  as  tall  as  a  maft,  and  as  thick  as  a  fteeple; 
and  the  boughs  call:  fo  delightful  a  fliade,  that 
you  can't  fee  your  hand  in  any  part  of  the  room. 

Mtfs  Lin.  A  moft  dehcate  gloom  ! 

Flint,  And  then  there  conilantly  roods  in  the 
trees  a  curious  couple  of  owls ;  which  I  won't 
fuffer  our  folks  to  difturb,  as  they  make  fo  rural 
a  noife  in  the  night 

Mifs  Lin.  A  moft  charming  duet  ! 

Flint,  And  'befides,  Mifs,  they  pay  for  their 
lodgings,  as  they  are  counted  very  good  moufers, 
you  know. 

Mifs  Lin,  True  ;  but  within  doors,  your  man- 
fion  is  capacious,  and 

Flint.  Capacious  ?  yes,  yes  ;  capacious  enough: 
You  may  ftretch  your  legs  without  crofling  the 
threfliold  :  Why,  we  go  up  and  down  ftairs  to 
every  room  of  the  houfe.  To  be  fure,  at  pre- 
fent,  it  is  a  little  out  of  repair ;  not  that  it  rains 
in  (where  the  cafements  are  whole)  at  above  five 
or  fix  places,  at  prefent. 

Mifs  Lin.  Your  profpeds  are  pleafing  ! 

Flint.  From  off  the  top  of  the  leads  -,  for  why, 
I  have  boarded  up  moft  of  the  windows,  in  or- 
der to  fave  paying  the  tax.  But  to  my  thinking, 
our  bed-chamber,  Mifs,  is  the  moft  pleafanteft 
place  in  the  houfe. 

Mifs  Lin.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  very  polite. 

Flint.  No,  Mifs,  it  is  not  for  that;  but  you 
muft  know,  Mifs,  that  there  is  a  large  bow-win- 
dow facing  the  Eaft,  that  does  finely  for  drying 
of  herbs  :  It  is  hung  round  with  hatchments  of 
all  the  folks  that  have  died  in  the  family  ;  and 
then  the  pigeon-houfe  is  over  our  heads. 

Mifs  Lin»  The  pigeon-houfe  ? 

Flint.  Yes ;  and  there,  every  morning,  we  (hall 

be 
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be  waked  by  day-break  with  their  murmuring, 
cooing  and  courting,  that  will  make  it  as  fihe  as 
can  be. 

Mifs  Lin,  Ravilhing  !  Well,  Sir,  it  muft  be 
confefled,  you  have  given  me  a  moft  bewitching 
pidure  of  paftoral  life  :  your  place  is  a  perfedt 
Arcadia  !  But  I  am  afraid  half  the  charms  are 
derived  from  the  painter's  flattering  pencil. 

Flint.  Not  heightened  a  bit,  as  yourfelf  (hall 
be  judge.  And  then,  as  to  company,  Mifs,  you 
may  have  plenty  of  that  when  you  will ;  for  we 
have  as  pretty  a  neighbourhood  as  a  body  cam 
wifh. 

Mifs  Lin.  Really  ! 

Flint.  There  is  the  widow  Kilderkin,  that 
keeps  the  Adam  and  Eve  at  the  end  of  the  town, 
quite  an  agreeable  body  !  indeed,  the  death  of 
her  hufband  has  drove  the  poor  woman  to  tipple 
a  bit ;  farmer  Dobbin's  daughters,  and  Dr.  Sur- 
plice, our  curate,  and  wife,  a  vaft  converfible 
woman,  if  (he  was  not  altogether  fo  deaf. 

Mifs  Lin.  A  very  fociable  fet  !  Why,  Sir, 
placed  in  this  paradife,  there  is  nothing  left  you 
to  \v](h. 

Flint.  Yes,  Mifs,  but  there  is. 

Mif  Lin.  Ay  !  what  can  that  be  ? 

Flint.  The  very  fame  that  our  grandfather  had ; 
to  have  a  beautiful  Eve  by  my  fide.  Cquld  I 
lead  the  lovely  Linnet  nothing  loath  to  that 
bower 

Mifs  Lin.  Oh,  excefs  of  gallantry  ! 

Flint.  Would  her  fweet  breath  but  deign  to 
kindle,  and  blow  up  my  hopes ! 

Mif  Lin.  Oh,  Mr.  Flint !  I  muft^  not  fuffer 
this,  for  your  fake  ;  a  perfon  of  your  importance 

and  rank- 

Flint. 
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Flint.  A  young  lady,  Mifs,  of  your  great  me* 
fit  and  beauty 

Mifs  Lin,  A  gentleman  fo  accomplifhed  and 
rich 

Flint.  Whofe  perfections  are  not  Only  the  talk 
of  the  Bath,  but  of  Briflol,  and  the  whole  coun- 
try round 

Mifs  Lin,  Oh,  Mr.  Flint,  this  is  too  much  ! 

Flint.  Her  goodnefs,  her  grace,  her  duty,  her 
decency,  her  wifdom  and  wit,  her  fhapc,  flim- 
nefs  and  fize,  with  her  lovely  black  eyes,  fo  ele- 
gant, engaging,  fo  modeft,  fo  prudent,  fo  pious, 
and,  if  1  am  rightly,  informed,  poflelfed  of  a 
fweet  pretty  pipe. 

Mifs  Lin.  This  is  fuch  a  profufion 

Flint.  Permit  me,  Mifs,  to  folicit  a  fpeciment 
of  your  delicate  talents. 

Mifs  Lin.  Why,  Sir,  as  your  extravagant  com- 
pliments have  left  me  nothing  to  fay,  1  think  the 
bed  thing  I  can  do  is  to  fing. 

SONG. 

The  fmlling  morn,  the  breathing  fpring, 
Invites  the  tuneful  birds  to  fing  ; 
And  as  they  warble  from  each  fpray, 
Love  melts  the  univerfal  lay,  ^r. 

Flint.  Enchanting  !  ravifliing  founds !  not  the 
Nine  Miifes  themfelves,  nor  Mrs.  Baddeley,  is 
equal  to  you. 

Mi f  Lin.  Oh,  fy! 

Flint.  May  I  flatter  myfelf  that  the  words  of 
that  fong  were  directed  to  me  ? 

Mifs  Lin.  Should  I  make  fuch  a  confefTion,  I 
r.lhould  ill  deferve  the  charader  you  have  been 
pleafed  to  beftow. 

Filter 
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Enter  Lady  Catharine  Coldjiream, 

L,  Cath.  Come,  come,  Maifter  Flint,  PJl  fet 
your  hert  at  reft  in  the  inftant :  you  ken  weel 
enow,  lafles  are  apt  to  bd  modeft  and  (hy ;  then 
take  her  anfvver  fra  me  :  Prepare  the  minifter, 
and  aw  the  reft  of  the  tackle,  and  you  will  find 
us  ready  to  gxng  to  the  kirk. 

Flint,  Mils,  may  I  rely  on  what  her  ladyfhip 
fays  ? 

L,  Cath,  Gad's  mercy  !  I  think  the  mon  is  be- 
witched 1  he  wonna  take  a  woman  of  quality's 
word  for  fik  a  trifling  thing  as  a  wife. 

Flint,  Your  ladyfhip  will  impute  it  all  to  my 
fears.  Then  1  will  ftraight  fet  about  getting  the 
needful. 

L,  Cath.  Gang  your  gait  as  faft  as  you  lift. 

Flint,  Lord  blefs  us !  1  had  like  to  have  for- 
got— ^^I  have,  pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  put  up  here 
in  a  purfe  a  few  prefents,  that  if  Mils  would  but 
deign  to  accept 

L,  Cath,  Ah !  that's  aw  wright ;  quite  in  the 
order  of  things ;  As  maters  now  ftand,  there  is 
no  harm  in  her  accepting  of  prefents  fra  you, 
Maifter  Flint ;  you  may  produce. 

Flint,  Here  is  a  Porto-Bello  pocket-piece  of 
Admiral  VarAon,  with  his  image  a  one  fide,  and 
(ix  men  of  war  only,  all  in  full  fail,  on  the 
other 

L,  Cath,  That's  a  curious  medallion  ! 

Flint,  And  here  is  a  half-crown  of  Queen 
Anne's,  as  frefh  as  when  it  came  out  from  the 
Mint :  1  have  refufed  two  and  eight-pence  for  it 
a  hundred  times. 

L,  Cath,  Yes,  yes ;  it  is  in  very  fine  preferva- 
tion. 

FlinU 
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Flint.  In  this  here  paper  there  are  two  monrn- 
ing-rings  ;  thar,  wh.eh  my  aunt  Rother'em  left 
me,  might  lerve  very  well,  1  (hoiiJd  think, 
for  the  approaching  happy  occafion. 

L.  Cath.  How  !   a  mourning 

Flint,  Becaufe  why,  the  motto's  lb  pat ; 

True,  till  death 
Shall  flop  my  breath. 

L,  Cath.  Ay,  ay,  that  contains  mickle  morali- 
ty, Mefs. 

Flint.  And  heie  is,  fourthly,  a  filver  coral  and 
bells,  with  only  a  bit  broke  off  the  coral  when  I 
was  cutting  my  grinders  :  This  was  given  m.e  by 
my  godfather  Slingfby  ;  and  I  hope  will  be  in 
ufe  again  before  the  year  comes  about. 

L.  Cath.  Na  doubt,  na  doubt !  Leave  that  m.at- 
ter  to  us ;  I  warrant  wc  impede  the  Flint  family 
from  fav/iiig  into  oblivion. 

Flint.  I  hope  fo  :  I  fliould  be  glad  to  have  a 
fon  of  my  own,  if  fo  be,  but  to  leave  him  my 
fortune  ;  becaufe  why,  at  prefent  there  is  no  mor- 
tal that  1  care  a  flirthing  about. 

L.  Cath.  Quite  a  philofopher.  Then  difpatch, 
Maifter  Flint,  difpatch  !  for  you  ken,  at  your 
time  of  life,  you  hanna  a  moment  to  lofe. 

Flint.  True,  true.  Your  ladyfhip's  entirely 
devoted — IMifs,  I  \am  your  molt  affedionate 
ilave  !  lExit. 

L.  Cath.  A  faunzy  lad,  this  Maifter  Flint  : 
You  fee,  Mtfs,  he  has  a  meaning  in  aw  he  docs. 

Mifs  Lin.  Might  I  be  permitted  to  alter  your 
ladyfliip's  words,  I  iliould  rather  fay,  ^manncfs. 

L.  Cath.  It  is  na  mickle  mater  what  the  mon 
is  at  prefent ;  wi  a  liitle  management,  you  may 
mould  him  into  any  form  that  you  lift. 

Mifs 
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Mifs  Lin.  I  am  afraid  he  is  not  made  of  fuch 
pliant  materials :  But,  however,  I  have  too  far 
advanced  to  retire  ;  the  die  is  cafh  !  I  have  no 
chance  now,  iinlefs  m)^  Corydon  fnould  happen 
to  alter  his  mind. 

L.  Cath.  Na,  Mcfs  :  there  is  na  danger  in 
that  :  You  may  ken  the  treaty  is  concluded  un- 
der my  mediation  ;  an  he  fliould  dare  to  drav/ 
back,  Lady  Catharine  Coldftream  would  find 
means  to  punidi  his  perfidy. — Come  away, 
Mefs  !  [^Exeimt, 


ACT    III.       SCENE    L 


The  Bear   Jnn, 

Sir  Chrljhpher  Cripple^   Sour-Crout,   de   Jarftj,   Major 
Racketty  and  Poultice,  difcovered  fitting  at  a  table. 

Sir  Chrijiopher  Cripple, 

''^^E  muft  take  care  that  Flint  does  not  fur- 
prife  us ;  for  the  fcoundrel  is  very  fufpi- 
cious. 

Rack.  There  is  no  danger  cf  that ;  I  lodged 
him  fafely  at  Linnet's :  Button  (lands  centry  at 
the  end  of  the  flreet ;  fo  that  we  fhall  be  inftant- 
ly  apprifed  of  every  motion  he  makes. 

Poul.  Well  managed,  my  Major  ! 

Sir  Chr,  Yes,  yes ;  the  cunning  young  dog 
knovv's  very  well  what  he  is  about. 

Sour-Cr.  Upon  my  vord,  Major  Rackett  has 
very  fine  difpofition  to  make  a  figure  at  de  head 
of  de  army  ;  five  or  fix  German  campaigns  will 

—  Ah, 
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— Ah,  dat  is  de  bed:  fcliool  in  dc  vorld  for  make 
a  dc  var. 

Sir  Chr.  Five  or  fix  German  campaigns  ! 

Sour-Cr.    Ay,  Chevalier  ;  vat  you  fay  to  dat  ? 

Sir  Chr.  O  Mynheer !  nothing  at  all  :  A  Ger- 
man war,  for  aught  I  know,  may  be  a  very 
good  fchool  ;  but  it  is  a  damned  expenfive  edu- 
cation for  us. 

De  Jar,  Celt  vrai.  Chevalier  ;  dat  is  all  true; 
ce  pay  la,  dat  place  is  de  grave  for  de  French- 
man and  de  fine  Englifli  Guinea. 

Sir  Chr,  True,  Monfieur ;  but  our  guineas  are 
rather  worfe  off  than  your  men,  for  they  (land 
no  chance  of  rifing  again. 

De  Jar.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  dat  is  very  veil  !  le  Che- 
valier have  beaucoup  d'efprit,  great  deal  of  wit, 
ma  foi. 

Rack,  I  think  the  Knight  is  in  luck.  But  don't 
let  us  lofe  fight  of  our  fubjed  !  You,  Gentle- 
men, are  all  prepared,  perfed  in  the  feveral  parts 
you  are  to  play  ? 

J  11,  Ay,  ay. 

Rack,  You,  Mynheer  Sour-Crout? 

Sour-Cr,  I  underfland  :  I  will  pique  his  ho- 
nour ;  de  pride  of  his  famille. 

Rack,  Right.     Poultice 

Poul.  I  will  alarm  him  on  the  fide  of  his 
health. 

Sir  Chr,  Next  to  his  money,  the  thing  in  the 
world  he  moft  minds. 

Rack.  You,  de  Jarfey,  and  Button,  will  em- 
ploy all  your  eloquence  on  the  prudential  fide  of 
the — Oh,  dear  Jarfey  !  here  is  a  draft  for  the 
pipe  of  Port  that  I  promifcd. 

De  Jar.  Dat  is  right. 

Rack,  The  only  receipt  to  get  bawds,  bo- 
roughs, 
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-  roughs,  or  Frenchmen.     [^Jj^eJ] — Oh^  here  Bil- 
ly comes. 

Enter  Button, 

Well,  Billy  !  what  news  ? 

Button.  I  am  vaft  afraid  all  matters  are  con- 
cluded at  laft. 

Rack.  Ay  !  prithee  why  fo  ? 

Button.  Becaufe  why,  in  ten  minutes  after  you 
went,  out  bolted  the  Squire,  and  hurry-fcurried 
away  to  layer  Lattitat's,  who,  you  know,  arrefts 
his  tenants,  and  does  all  his  concarns. 

Rack.  True:  Well 

Button.  I  fuppofe,  to  gi'  him  orders  about  draw- 
ing up  the  writings. 

Sir  Chr.  Not  unlikely.  But  you  think  Flint 
will  come  to  the  club  ? 

Button.  There  is  no  manner  of  doubt  of  it ; 
becaufe  why,  he  holloo'd  to  me  from  over  the 
way,  ''  What,  Billy,  I  fuppofe  you  are  bound 
*•  to  the  Bear  :  Well,  boy,  1  fhall  be  hard  at 
**  your  heels ;"  and  he  feemed  in  prodigious  vafb 
fpirits. 

Rack.  I  am  miftaken  if  we  don't  lower  them  a 
little.  Well,  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  adion 
draws  near.     Knight,  we  mud  decamp. 

Sir  Chr.  When  you  will. 

Rack.  I  think.  Sir  Chriftopher,  you  lodge  in 
the  fame  houfe  with  the  Lir^ets  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Juft  over  their  heads. 

Rack.  Then  thither  we'll  go.  Ten  to  one,  if 
our  plot  op'^rates  as  I  expedt,  the  hero  will  re- 
turn to  their  houfe. 

Sir  Chr,  Moft  likely. 

Rack.  'We  are  come  to  a  crifis,  and  the  cataf- 
trophe  of:  our  piece  can't  be  very  far  off. 

Sir 
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Sir  Chr.  I  wifii,  like  otlicr  plays,  it  don't  end 
in  a  marriage. 

Rack.  Then  Iliall  I  be  mofl  confoundedly  bit. 
But  come,  Knight  1 

Sir  Chr,  Rot  yoii  !  I  do  as  fad  as  I  can. — I 
can't  think,  Rackett,  what  the  deuce  makes 
thee  fo  warm  in  this  bufinefs ;  there  is  certainly 
f.  mething  at  the  bottom  that  I  don't  comprehend. 
But  do,  Major,  have  pity  on  the  poor  girl  :  Upon 
my  foul,  ilie  is  a  fwcet  little  fyren !  lo  innocent 
and 

Rack.  Pho,  pho  !  don't  be  abfurd  1  I  thought 
that  matter  had  been  fully  explained.  This, 
Knight,  is  no  time  to  look  back  ;  but  fuppofe 
now  1  fhould  have  a  little  mifchief  in  hand 

Sir  Chr.  How  !  of  what  kind  ? 

Rack.  "  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  dearefh 
Knight,  till  done,  and  then  applaud  the  deed  !" 

Sir  Chr.  It  is  very  extraordinary,  Major  Rac- 
kett, if  you  are  determined  to  make  the  devil  a 
vifit,  that  you  can't  pay  it  alone  ;  or,  if  you  mud 
have  company,  what  a  pox  makes  you  think  of 
fixing  on  me  ? 

Rack.  Hey-day !  ha,  ha,  ha !  What,  in  the 
vapours  again  ?  we  mufl  have  fome  more 
punch. 

Sir  Chr.  You  are  miflaken  ;  that  won't  have 
power  to  change  the  ftate  of  my  mind  :  My  re- 
folves  are  too  firm 

Rack.  And  who  wiflies  to  break  them  ?  I  on- 
ly afk  your  aflidance  to-night ;  and  your  re- 
formation, you  recoiled,  don't  begin  till  to- 
morrow. 

Sir  Chr.  That's  true,  indeed  :  But  no  human 
power  fliall  prevail  on  me  to  put  it  off  any  longer 
than  to-morrow. 

Rack. 
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Rack,  Or  the  next  day  at  furtheft. 

5/r  Chr,  May  I  be  damiVd  if  1  do  ! 

^Exeunt  Rack,  and  Sir  Chr. 

PouL  CoiPie,  lads,  liglv^  your  pipes!  Which 
of  us  ihall  be  firft  to  attack  ?  Billy 

Button,  Won't  it  be  rather  too  bold  for  me  to 
begin  ? 

PouL  Then  let  v,s  leave  it  to  chance. — Hufh  \ 
I  hear  him  lumbering  in  !  coinpofe  your  looks  ; 
let  his  reception  be  folemn  and  grave. 

Button.  Leave  that  chair  for  hmi. 

Enter  Fl'mt. 

Flint,  How  fares  it,  my  lads  r — Well,  boys, 
matters  are  fettled  at  laic ;  the  little  Kate  has 
complied,  and  to-morrov/  is  fixed  for  the  day, 

Poul,  You  have  ieiiled  it  then  ? 

Flint.   As  firm  as  a  rock. 

PouL  So  you  can't  retreat,   if  you  would  ? 

Flint.  Retreat  !  1  have  no  fuch  defign. 

PouL  You  ha'n't  ? 

Flint,  No,  to  be  fure,  you  great  fool  !  What 
the  deuce  would  Poultice  be  at  ? 

PouL  Nay  then,  neighbours,  v/hat  we  have 
been  faying  will  juft  fignify  nothing. 

Flint,  Saying  !  why,  you  have  not  heard — that 
is^  nobody 

PouL  No,  nothing  very  material — only — but 
as  the  matter  is  carried  fo  far 

Flint.  So  far  !  why,  I  hope  you  have  not  found 
out  any  flaw  !   Kitty  has  not 

PouL  No,  no ;  nothing  of  that ;  no,  upon 
my  word !  I  believe,  a  very  modeil,  prudent, 
good  gu'l,  neighbours. 

All.  No  manner  of  doubt. 

Flint,  Well  then  ?  but  what  a  plague   is  the 
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meaning  of  this  ?  you  all  fit  as  filent  and  glum — 
why,  can't  you  fpcak  out,  with  a  pox  ? 

Poul,  Why,  'Squire,  as  we  are  all  your  fixed 
friends,  we  have  been  canvafhng  this  matter 
amongll  us. 

Flint,  You  have  ? 

PouL  Marriage,  you  know  very  well,  is  no 
trifling  affair ;  too  much  caution  and  care  can't 
be  ufed. 

Flint.  That  I  firmly  believe,  which  has  made 
me  defer  it  fo  long. 

PguL  Pray  lend  me  your  hand  ;  how  is  the 
ftate  of  your  health  ?  do  you  find  yourfelf  hearty 
and  ilrong  ? 

Flint.  I  think  fo  ;  that  is,  I — you  ha'n't  ob- 
ferved  any  bad  fymptoms  of  late  ? 

PouL  No ;  but  you  ufed  to  have  pains  flying 
about  you. 

Flint.  Formerly  ;  but  fince  I  have  fixed  my 
gout  to  a  fit,  they  are  gone  :  that,  indeed,  lays 
me  up  for  four  or  five  months  in  a  year. 

PouL  A  pretty  long  fpell  ;  And,  in  fuch  a 
cafe,  now,  do  you  think  that  marriage 

Flint.  The  mofl  beft  receipt  in  the  world  : 
Why,  that,  man,  was  one  of  my  motives : 
Wives,  you  know,  are  allowed  to  make  very 
good  nurfes* 

PouL  That,  indeed 

Flint,  Ay  ;  and  then  they. are  always  at  hand; 
and,  befides,  they  don't  coft  one  a  farthing. 

PouL  True,  true.  Why,  you  look  very  jolly, 
and  freih  ;  does  not  he  ? 

AIL  Exceedingly. 

PouL  Yet  he  can't  be  lefs  than — let  me  fee  ! 
Wasn't  you  under  old  Syntax  at  Wells  ? 

Flint.  He  died  the  year  I  left  fchool. 

PouL 
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PouL  That  mufl  be  a  good  forty  years  fince. 

Flint,  Come  fheep- (hearing  next. 

PouL  Then,  'Squire,  you  are  hard  upon  fixty. 

Flint,  Not  far  away,  Maflier  Poultice. 

PouL  And  Mifs  Linnet — fixteen  :  You  are  a 
bold  man  !  Not  but  there  are  inftances,  where 
men  have  furvived  many  years  fuch  difpropor- 
tionate  marriages  as  thefe. 

Flint,  Survived  !  and  why  Ihould  they  not  ? 

PouL  But  then  their  ftamina  mufl  be  prodi- 
gioufly  flrong. 

Flint,  Stamina! 

PouL  Let  us  fee,  Button !  there  was  Dr. 
Dotage,  that  married  the  Devonfhire  girl ,  he 
had  a  matter  of 

Button.  No,  no ;  he  dropped  off  in  fix 
months. 

PouL  True,  true  ;  I  had  forgot. 

Flint,  Lord  have  mercy  ! 

Button,  Indeed,  an  old  mafler  of  mine.  Sir 
Harry  O'TufF,  is  alive,  and  walks  about  to  this 
day. 

Flint,  Hey  ! 

PouL  But  you  forget  where  Sir  Harry  was 
born,  and  how  foon  his  lady  eloped. 

Button,  In  the  honey-moon  ^  with  Captain 
Pike,  of  the  guards  :  I  mind  it  full  well. 

PouL  That,  indeed,  alters  the  cafe. 

Flint.  Well,  but,  Billy,  you  are  not  ferious 
in  this  ?  you  don't  think  there  is  any  danger  of 
death  ? 

Button.  As  to  the  matter  of  death,  the  Doc- 
tor knows  better  than  I,  becaufe  why,  that  lies 
in  his  way :  But  I  fhall  never  forget  Colonel 
Crazy,  one  of  the  befl  cuflomers  that  ever  I 

had ; 
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had  ;  I  never  think  of  hnii  without  dropping  a 
tear. 

Fl'nit.  Why  ?  what  was  the  matter  with  him  ? 

Button,  Married  Lady  Barbary  Bonnie,  as  it 
might  be  about  midnight  on  Monday 

Flint.  Well  ! 

Button.  But  never  more  faw  the  fweet  face  of 
the  fun. 

Flint,  What !   did  he  die  ? 

Button.  Within  an  hour  after  throwinp;  the 
flockmg. 

Flint.  Good  Lord  !  that  v/as  dreadful  indeed  ! 
Of  what  age  might  he  be  ? 

Button.  About  your  time  of  life. 

Flint.  That  is  vaitly  alarming.  Lord  blefs  me, 
Bill,  I  am  all  of  a  tremble  ! 

Button,  Ay,  truly,  it  behoves  your  honour  to 
confider  what  you  are  about. 

Flint,  True. 

Button,  Then,  what  a  world  of  money  muft 
go !  running  forwards  and  backwards  to  town, 
and  jaunting  to  fee  all  the  fine  fights  in  the 
place — — 

Flint,  I  flia'n't  take  her  to  many  of  them  : 
perhaps  I  may  fhew  her  the  Parliament-houfe, 
the  plays,  and  Boodles,  and  Bedlam,  and  my 
Lord  Mayor,  and  the  lions. 

Button,  And  then  the  vafh  heap  of  fine  cloaths 
you  muft  make 

Flint,  W^hat  occafion  for  that  ? 

Button.  As  you  ar'n't  known,  there  is  no  do- 
ing without;  becaufe  why,  every  body  palTes 
there  tor  what  they  appears. 

Flint,  Right,  Billy  ;  but  I  believe  I  have  found 
out  a  way  to  do  that  pretty  cheap. 

Button.  Which  way  may  be  that  ? 

Flint, 
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Flint,   You  have  feen  the  minifler  that's  come 

down  to  tack  us  together 

Button,  I  have :  Is  he  a  fine  man  in  the  pul- 
pit ? 

Flint,  He  don't  care  much  to  meddle  with 
that ;  but  he  is  a  prodigious  patriot,  and  a  great 
politician  to  boot. 

Button,  Indeed  ? 

Flint.  And  he  has  left  behind  him,  at  Paris,  a 
choice  collection  of  curious  rich  cloaths,  which 
he  has  promifed  to  fell  me  a  pennorth. 

Paul.  Pho  !  what  Billy  talks  of  are  trifles  to 
the  evils  you  are  to  exped :  To  have  a  young 
girl  break  in  upon  all  your  old  ways ;  your  after- 
noon's nap  interrupted,  and  perhaps  not  fuifered 

to  take  your  pipe  of  a  night 

Flint,  No? 

PouL  All  your  former  friends  forbidden  your 
houfe 

Fli72t,  The  fewer  comes  in,  the  iefs  will  go 
out :  I  fha'n't  be  very  forry  for  that. 

PouL  To  make  room  for  her  own  numerous 
clan 

Flint,  Not  a  foul  of  them  fhall  enter  the 
doors. 

PouL  A  brood  of  babes  at  your  board,  whofe 
fathers  (he  herfelf  won't  find  it  eafy  to  name 

Flint,  To  prevent  that,  FU  lock  her  up  in  a 
room. 

PouL  The  King's- Bench  will  break  open  the 
door. 

Flint,  Then  Pll  turn  her  out  of  the  houfe. 

PouL  Then  her  debts  will  throw  you  into  a 
gaol. 

Flint,  Who  told  you  fo  ? 

PouL  A  dozen  of  pro(ftors. 

Flint. 
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Flint,  Then  I  will  hang  myfclf  out  of  the 
way. 

Poul,  So  flie  will  become  poffefTed  of  her 
jointure,  and  her  creditors  foreclole   your  eftate. 

Flint.  What  a  -miferable  poor  toad  is  a  huf- 
band,  whofe  misfortunes  not  even  death  can  re- 
lieve ! 

Button,  Think  of  that,  'Squire,  before  it  be 
too  late. 

Flint.  Well,  but,  friends,  neighbours,  what 
the  deuce  can  I  do  ?  Are  you  all  of  a  mind  ? 

Be  Jar.  All,  all;  dere  is  no  queflion  at  all. 
What,  a  gar^on  of  your  antient  famille,  to  take 
up  with  a  pauvre  petite  bourgoife  a  ? 

Flint,  Does  that  never  happen  in  France  ? 

De  Jar.  Never,  but  when  Monfieur  de  Baron 
is  very  great  beggar,  and  de  bourgoife  has  damned 
<Jeal  de  guinea. 

Foul.  That  is  none  of  our  cafe. 

Flint.  No,  no.— Mynheer,  do  your  people  ne- 
ver make  up  fuch  matches  ? 

Sour-Cr,  Never,  never:  What!  a  German 
difhonour  his  (lock  !  Why,  Meiler  Fhnt,  fhould 
Miftrefs  Linnet  bring  you  de  children  for  de 
ten  generations  to  come,  they  could  not  be  chofe 
de  Canons  de  Stratlbourg. 

Flint.  No  ? 

Poul,  So,  'Squire,  take  k  which  way  you  will, 
what  dreadful  danger  you  run  ! 

Flint.  1  do. 

Poul,  Lofs  of  friends 

Button,  Pipe  and  afternoon's  nap 

Sour-Cr,  Your  famille  gone  to  de  dogs- 

De  Jar,  Your  peace  of  mind  to  de  devil 

Poul.  Your  health 

Button.   Your  wealth 

Poul. 
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PouL  Plate,  money,  and  manors 

JIL  Your 

Flint,  Enough,  dear  neighbours,  enough!  1 
feel  it,  I  feel  it  too  well !  Lord  have  mercy,  what 
a  miferable  fcrape  am  1  in !  And  here  too,  not 
an  hour  ago,  it  coft  me  the  Lord  knows  what  in 
making  her  prefents. 

PouL  Never  mind  that ;  you  had  better  part 
with  half  you  are  worth  in  the  world. 

Flint.  True,  true, — Well,  then,  TU  go  and 
break  off  all  matters  this  minute. 

PouL  The  wifeit  thing  you  can  do. 

Button,  The  fooner  the  better. 

Flint,  No  doubt,  no  doubt  in  the — And 
yet,  Button,  fhe  is  a  vaft  pretty  girl:  I  fliould 
be  heartily  forry  to  lofe  her.  Doft  think  one 
could  not  get  her  on  eafier  terms  than  on 
marriage  ? 

Button,  It  is  but  trying,  however. 

Flint,  To  tell  truth,  Billy,  I  have  always 
had  that  in  my  head;  and,  at  all  events,  I 
have  thought  of  a  projed  that  will  anfwer  my 
purpofe. 

Button,  Ay,  Squire !  what  is  it  ? 

Flint,  No  matter. — And,  do  you  hear,  Billy? 
fliould  I  get  her  confent,  if  you  will  take  her  off 
my  hands,  and  marry  her  when  I  begin  to  grow 
tired,  I'll  fetde  ten  pounds  a- year  upon  you,  for 
both  your  lives. 

Button.  Without  paying  the  taxes? 

Flint,   That  matter  we  will  talk  of  hereafter. 

[Exit, 

PouL  So,  fo!  we  have  fettled  this  bufinefs, 
however. 

Button,  No  more  thoughts  of  his  taking  a 
wife. 
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PoiiL  He  would  iooncr  be  tied  to  a  gibbet. 
But,  Billy,  ftep  after  him  (they  will  let  you  in  at 
Sir  Chriilopher  Cripple's)  and  bring  us,  Bill,  a 
faithful  account. 

Butte?!.  I  will,  I  will.    But  where  Ihall  you  be? 

PohI.  A])ove,  in  the  Phoenix;  we  won't  ftir 
out  of  the  houfe.     But  be  very  exad  ! 

Button,  Never  fear.  \Exeunt, 

A  Chamber, 

Mifs  Linnet  alone, 

Mifs  Lin,  Heigh-ho !  what  a  facrifice  am  I 
going  to  make !  but  it  is  the  will  of  thofe  who 
have  a  right  to  all  my  obedience;  and  to  that 
I  will  fubinit. — [_Loud  knocking  at  the  door.^j  Blefs 
me  !  who  can  that  be  at  this  time  of  night  ? — 
Our  friends  may  err;  and  projects,  the  moft 
prudentially  pointed,  may  mifs  of  their  aim: 
But  age  and  experience  demand  refpecl  and  at- 
tention, and  the  undoubted  kindnefs  of  our 
parents'  dellgns  claims,  on  our  part,  at  leaft  a 
grateful  and  ready  compliance. 

Enter  Nancy, 

Mifs  Lin.  Nancy,  v/ho  was  that  at  the  door? 

Nancy.  Mr.  Flint,  Mifs,  begs  the  favour  of 
fpeaking  five  words  to  you. 

Mifs  Lin,  I  was  in  hopes  to  have  had  this 
night  at  leaft  to  myfelf. — Where  is  my  mother  ? 

Nancy.  In  the  next  room,  with  Lady  Ca- 
tharine, confuking  about  your  cloaths  for  the 
morning. 

Mifs  Lin,  He  is  here.— Very  well;  you  may 
go.  [^Exit  Nancy, 

Enter 
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Enter  Flint, 

Flint.  She  is  alone,  as  I  wlflied. — Mifs,  I 
beg  pardon  for  intruding  at  this  time  of  night: 
But 


A4ifs  Lin.  Sir! 

Flint.  You  can't  wonder  that  I  defire  to  enjoy 
your  good  company  every  minute  I  can. 

Mifs  Lin,  Thofe  minutes  a  ihorr  fpace  will 
place,    Mr.   Flint,    in  your  power:    If  till  then 

you  had  permitted  me  to 

Flint.  Right.  But  to  fay  truth,  I  wanted  to 
have  a  little  ferus  talk  with  you  of  how  and  about 
it.  I  think,  Mils,  you  agree,  if  we  marry,  to 
go  off  to  the  country  dire6lly. 

Mifs  Lin,  If  we  marry?  is  it  then  a  matter  of 
doubt  ? 

Flint.  Why,  I  will  tell  you,  Mifs:  With 
regard  to  myfelf^  you  know,  I  am  one  of  the 
molt    antienteft    families    in    all    the   country 

round 

Mifs  Lin.  Without  doubt. 
Flint,    And  as  to  money  and  lands,  in  thefe 
parts,  I  believe,    few  people  can  match  me. 
Mifs  Lin,  Perhaps  not. 

Flint.  And  as  to  yourfelf,  (I  don't  fpeak  in  a 
difparaging  way)  your  friends  are  low  folks,'  and 
your  fortune  juft  nothing  at  all. 

Idifs  Lin.  True,    Sir:    But  this  is  no  new  dif- 

covery;  you  have  known  this 

Flint,    Hear   me   out.     Nov/   as    I   bring  all 

thefe  good  things  on  my  fide,    and  you  have 

nothing  to  give  me  in  return  but  your  love,  1 

ought  to  be  pretty  fure  of  the  poiTeilion  of  that. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  hope  the  properly  difcharging  all 

the 
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the  duties  of  that  condition,  which  I  am  fhortly 
to  owe  to  your  favour,  will  give  you  convincing 
proofs  of  my  gratitude. 

Flint.  Your  gratitude,  Mifs  !  but  we  talk  of 
your  love !  and  of  that  I  muft  have  plain  and 
pofitive  proofs. 

Mifs  Lin.  Proofs!  of  what  kind? 

Flint,  To  fteal  away  diredlly  with  me  to  my 
lodgings 

Mifs  Lin.  Your  lodgings ! 

Flint.  There  pafs  the  night;  and  in  the  morn- 
ing, the  very  minute  we  rife,  we  will  march  away 
to  the  Abbey. 

Mifs  Lin.  Sir ! 

Flint.  In  fhort,  Mifs,  \\  mufl  have  this  token 
of  your  love,  or  not  a  fyllable  more  of  the 
marriage. 

Mifs  Lin.  Give  me  patience ! 

Flint.  Come,  Mifs  !  we  have  not  a  moment  to 
lofe;  the  coaft  is  clear:  Should  fomebody  come, 
you  will  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  do  what  I 
defign. 

Mifs  Lin,  Power?  Hands  off,  Mr.  Flint! 
Power?  Ipromifeyou,  Sir,  you  fhall  never  have 
me  in  your  power! 

Flint.  Hear,  Mifs! 

Mifs  Lin.  Defpicable  wretch !  From  what  part 
of  my  character  could  your  vanity  derive  a 
hope  that  I  would  fubmit  to  your  infamous 
purpofe  ? 

Flint,  Don't  be  in  a 

Mif  Lin,  To  put  principle  out  of  the  quef- 
tion,  not  a  creature  that  had  the  leaft  tinfture 
of  pride  could  fall  a  vidtim  to  fuch  a  contemp- 
tible— -— 

Flint.  Why,  but>  Mifs 

Mifs  Lin. 
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Mifs  Lin.  It  is  true,  in  compliance  with  the 
earned  reaueft  of  my  friends,  I  had  confented 
to  facrifice  my  peace  to  their  pleafure:  and, 
though  rehidlant,  would  have  given  you  my 
hand. 

Flint,  Vaaivwell! 

Mifs  Lin.  What  motive,  but  obedience  to 
them,  could  I  have  had  in  forming  an  union  with 
you  ?  Did  you  prefume  I  was  ftruck  with  your 
perfonal  merit,  or  think  the  fordidnefs  of  your 
mind  and  manners  would  tempt  me? 

Flint,  Really,  Mifs,  this  is  carrying 

Mifs  Lin,  You  have  wealth,  I  confefs;  but 
where  could  have  been  the  advantage  to  me^ 
As  a  reward  for  becoming  your  drudge,  I  might 
perhaps  have  received  a  fcanty  fubfiflence;  for  I 
could  hardly  fuppofe  you  would  grant  the  free  ufe 
of  that  to  your  wife,  which  your  meannefs  had 
denied  to  yourfelf. 

Flint,  So,  fo,  fo !  By  and  bye  fhe  will  alarm 
the  whole  houfe ! 

Mifi  Lin.  The  whole  houfe  ?  the  whole  town 
fhall  be  told !  Sure,  the  greateft  misfortune  that 
Poverty  brings  in  its  train,  is  the  fubjeding  us 
to  the  infults  of  wretches  like  this,  who  have  no 
other  merit  than  what  their  riches  bellow  on 
them. 

Flint.  What  a  damnable  vixen ! 

Mifs  Lin,  Go,  Sir!  leave  the  houfe!  I  am 
afhamed  you  have  had  the  power  to  move  me; 
and  never  more  let  me  be  Ihocked  with  your 
(ight! 

Enter  Lady  Catharine  and  MfS»  Linnet, 

L^  Cath,  How's  aw  wi  you  within? — Gad's 
m|rcy,  what's  the  mater  wi  Mefs  ?    I  well  hope, 

Maifter 
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M'aifter  Flint,  it  is  nae  you  wha  ha  fet  her  a 
wailing. 

Mrs  Lin,  Kitty,  my  love! 

Mifs  Lin,  A  modeft  propofal  of  that  gentle- 
man's making 

L.  Cath.  Of  what  kind? 

Mifs  Lin,  Only  this  moment  to  quit  my  father 
and  you,  and  tuke  up  my  lodging  with  him. 

£.  Cath.  To-night!  aw  that  is  quite  out  of 
the  order  of  things;  that  is  ne'er  done,  Maifter 
Flint,  till  after  the  ceremony  of  the  nuptials  i« 
faid. 

Flint,  No  ?  then,  I  can  tell  your  ladyfhip,  it 
will  never  be  done. 

Z.  Cath.  How ! 

Enter  Major  Rackett^    Sir  Chrijlopher  Cripple,    and 
Button, 

Sir  Chr,  We  beg  pardon  for  taking  the  liberty 
to  come  in,  Mrs.  Linnet;  but  we  vvere  afraid 
fome  accident  might  have  happened  to  Mifs. 

Mrs,  Lin.  There  has,  Sir. 

Ra£k.  Of  what  kind  ? 

Mrs,  Lin,  That  worthy  gentleman,  under  pre^ 
tence  of  friendfhip  to  us,  and  honourable  views 
to  my  daughter,  has  hatched  a  treacherous  defign 
inevitably  to  ruin  my  child. 

Sir  Chr.  What,  he?  Flint? 

Mrs,  Lin,  Even  he. 

Sir  Chr,  An  impudent  fon  of  a — Billy,  lead 
me  up,  that  I  may  take  a  peep  at  the  puppy. — 
Yourfervant,  young  gentleman  !  what,  is  it  true 
that  we  hear?  A  fweet  fwain  this,  to  tempt  a 
virgin  to  fm !  Why,  Old  Nick  has  made  a  mif- 
take  here — he  ufed  to  be  more  expert  inhis  angling 

— for 
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— for  what  female  on  earth  can  be  got  to  catch  at 
this  bait  ? 

L,  Cath,  Haud,  haud  you,  Sir  Chriftopher 
Cripple !  let  Maifler  Flint  and  I  have  a  (hort  con- 
ference upon  the  occafion. — I  find,  Maifler  Flint, 
you  ha  made  a  little  miftake ;  but  marriage  will 
fet  aw  maters  right  i'  the  inftant:  I  fuppofe 
you  perfevere  to  gang  wi  Mefs  to  kirk  in  the 
morning. 

Flint,  No,  madam;  nor  the  evening  neither. 

L,  Cath,  Mercy  a  Gad !  what,  do  you  refute  to 
ratify  the  preliminaries? 

Flint,  T  don't  fay  that  neither. 

Sir  Chr.  Then  name  the  time  in  which  you  will 
fulfil  them :   A  week  ? 

L.  Cath,  A  fortnight  ? 

Mrs  Lin,  A  month  ? 

Flint,  I  won't  be  bound  to  no  time. 

Rack,  A  rafcally  evaiion  of  his,  to  avoid  an 
a<5tion  at  law. 

Sir  Chr.  But,  perhaps,  he  maybedifappointed 
in  that. 

L  Cath.  Well,  but,  Maifler  Flint,  are  you 
willing  to  make  Mefs  a  pecuniary  acknowledge- 
ment for  the  damage? 

Flint,  I  have  done  her  no  damage,  and  V\\ 
make  no  reparation.  » 

Rack,  Twelve  honefl  men  of  your  country  may 
happen  to  differ  in  judgment. 

Flint,  Let  her  try,  if  Ibe  will. 

Sir  Chr,  And  I  promife  you  fhe  fha'n't  be  to 
feek  for  the  means. 

L,  Cath.  If  you  be  nae  afraid  ©'  the  laws,  ha 
you  nae  fenfe  o'  fhame  ? 

Rack,  He  fenfe  of  fhame  ? 

L,  Cath,  Gad's  wull,  it  fha'  cum  to  the  proof: 

You 
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You  mun  ken,  gued  folk,  at  Edinbrugh,  laift 
winter,  I  got  acquainted  with  Maiiler  Foote,  the 
play-ador:  I  wull  get  him  to  bring  the  filthy 
loon  on  the  ftage 

Sir  Chr.  And  expofe  him  to  the  contempt  of 
the  world ;  he  richly  deferves  it. 

Flint,  Ay,  he  may  write,  you  may  rail,  and 
the  people  may  hits,  and  what  care  1  ?  1  have 
that  at  home  that  will  keep  up  my  fpirits. 

L.  Cath.  At  hame? 

Rack,  The  wretch  means  his  money. 

Flint,  And  what  better  friend  can  any  man 
have  ?  tell  me  the  place  where  its  influence  fails  ? 
afk  that  gentleman  how  he  got  his  cockade. 
Money!  1  know  its  worthy  and  therefore  can't 
too  carefully  keep  it:  At  this  very  inftant  I  have 
a  proof  of  its  value;  it  enables  me  to  laugh  at 
that  fqueamifh  impertinent  girl,  and  defpife  the 
weak  efforts  of  your  impotent  malice:  Call  me 
forth  to  your  courts  when  you  pleale;  that  will 
procure  me  able  defenders,  and  good  witnefles 
too,   if  they  are  wanted.  \^Exit, 

Sir  Chr,  Not\'  there's  a  fellow  that  will  never 
reform  [ 

Rack.  You  had  better  let  him  alone ;  it  is  in 
vain  to  exped  juftice  or  honour  from  him:  What 
a  moR:  contemptible  cur  is  a  mifer! 

Sir  Chr.  Ten  thoufand  times  worfe  than  a  high- 
wayman :  That  poor  devil  only  pilfers  from  Peter 
or  Paul,  and  the  money  is  fcattered  as  foon  as 
recdved  ;  but  the  wretch  ihata  ccumulates  for  the 
fcike  of  fecreting,  annihilates  what  was  intended 
for  the  ufe  of  the  world,  and  is  a  robber  of  the 
whole  human  race. 

Rad,  And  of  himfelf  into  the  bargim 

Button. 
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Button,  For  all  the  world  like  a  magpie;    he 
fteals  for  the  mere  pleafure  of  hiding. 
Rack.  Well  obferved,.  little  Bill. 
Button.  Why,    he  wanted  to  bring  me  into  his 
plot :  yes  ;   he  made  propofals  for  me  to  marry 

Mifs  after  his  purpofe  was  ferved 

SIrChr.  How! 

Button,  But  he  was  out  in  his  man !  let  him  give 
his  caft  cloaths  to  his  coachman ;    Billy  Button 
can  afford  a  new  fuit  of  his  own. 
Rack,  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all. 
Button.  Fellow  !  I  am  almoft  refolved  never  to 
fet  another  ftitch  for  him  as  long  as  I  live. 

Sir  Chr,  Right,  Button,  right.  But  where  is 
Mifs  Kitty  ? — Come  hither,  my  chicken !  Faith, 
I  am  heartily  glad  you  are  rid  of  this  fcoundrel? 
and  if  fuch  a  crippled  old  fellow  as  I  was  worthy 
your  notice — But,  hold,  Kate  !    there  is  another 

chap  I  muft  guard  you  againft 

Mifs  Lw.  Another,  Sir!  who? 
Sir  Chr.  Why,  this  gentleman. 
Rack,  Me? 

Sir  Chr.  Ay,  you :  Come,  come,  major,  don't 
think  you  can  impofe  upon  a  cunning  old  fportf- 
man  like  me. 

Rack,  Upon  my  foul,  Sir  Chriftopher,  you 
make  me  blufh. 

Sir  Chr,  Oh,  you  are  devilifh  modeft,  I  know ! 
But  to  come  to  the  trial  at  once.  1  have  fome 
reafon  to  believe,  major,  you  are  fond  of  this 
girl;  and,  that  her  want  of  fortune  mayn't  plead 
your  excufe,  I  don't  think  I  can  better  begin  my 
plan  of  reforming  than  by  a  compliment  paid  to 
her  virtue:  Then,  take  her,  and  with  her  two 
thoufand  guineas  in  hand. 
Mrs  Lini  How,  Sir! 

Sir  CJjr. 
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Sir  Chr,  And  expedl  another  good  fpell,  when 
MonfiCLir  le  Fevrefets  me  free  froni  the  gout. 

Buttcn.  Pleafe  your  worfhip,  I'll  accept  her 
with  half. 

L  Cath.  Gi  me  leave,  Sir  Chriftopher,  to 
throw  in  the  wedow's  mite  on  the  happy  occafion: 
The  bride's  garment,  and  her  dinner,  fhall  be 
furnifhed  by  me. 

Sir  Chr,  Cock-a-Ieeky  foup ! 

L.  Cath,  Sheep's  head  finged,  and  haggles  in 
plenty. 

Sir  Chr.  Well  faid.  Lady  Catharine, 

Mifs  Lin.  How,  Sir,  fhall  I  acknowledge  this 
goodnefs  ? 

Sir  Chr,  By  faying  nothing  about  it. — Well, 
Sir !  we  wait  your  anfwer. 

Rack.  I  think  the  lady  might  firft  be  confulted : 
I  fhouid  be  forry  a  frefh  profecution  fhould  follow 
fo  fad  on  the  heels  of  the 

Sir  Chr.  Come,  come,  no  trifling!  your  refo- 
lution  at  once. 

Rack.  I  receive,  then,  your  offer  with  pleafure. 

Sir  Chr.  Mifs! 

Mifs  Lin.  Sir,  there  is  a  little  account  to  be  firft 
fettled  between  this  gentleman  and  an  old  unhapp]^ 
acquaintance  of  mine. 

Sir  Chr.  Who  ? 

Mifs  Lin.  The  major  can  guefs — the  unhappy 
Mifs  Prim. 

Sir  Chr.  You  fee,  major,  your  old  fins  are 
rifing  in  judgment. 

Rack.  I  believe,  madam,  I  can  fatisfy  that. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  iha'n't  give  you  the  trouble.— 
But  firfl,  let  me  return  you  all  my  mofl  grateful 
thanks  for  your  kind  intentions  towards  me:    I 

know 
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know  your  generous  motives,  and  feel  their 
value,  1  hope,  as  I  ought;  but  might  I  be  per- 
mitted to  chufe,  I  beg  to  remain  in  the  flation  I 
am:  My  litile  talents  have  hitherto  received  the 
publick  protection,  nor,  whilft  I  continue  to 
deferve,  am  I  the  leaft  afraid  of  lofmg,  m^ 
patrons.  [^Exeunt. 
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Written  by  R.  CUMBERLAND,  Efq. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  JEWELL . 

CONFIDING   in  the  jufticeof  theplace. 
To  you  The  Maid  of  Bath  fabmits  her  cafe  : 
Wronged,  and  defeated  of  three  feveral  fpoufes, 
She  lays  her  dapiages  for  nine  full  houfes. 
Well,  Sirs,  you've  heard  the  parties,  ^ro  and  cQn. 
Do  the  /ro'j  carry  it  ?  (hall  the  fuit  go  on  ? 
Speak  hearts  for  us !  to  them  we  make  appeal : 
Tell  us  not  what  you  think,  but  what  you  feel : 
Afic  us,  Why  bring  a  private  caufe  to  view  ? 
We  pnfwcr  with  a  figh — becaufc  'tis  true: 
For  tho'  invention  is  our  Poet's  trade. 
Here  he  but  copies  parts  which  others  played. 
For  on  a  ramble,  late  one  ftarry  night, 
With  Afmodeo,  his  familiar  fprite. 
High  on  the  wing,  by  his  conduc^lor's  fide. 
This  guilty  fcene  the  indignant  Bard  defcried  ; 
Soaring  in  air,  his  ready  pen  he  drew, 
And  ddih'd  the  glowing  fatire  as  he  flew  : 
For  in  thefe  rank  luxuriant  times,  there  needs 
Some  ftrong  bold  hand  to  pluck  the  noxious  weeds. 
The  rake  of  fixty,  crippled  hand  and  knee. 
Who  fins  on  claret,  and  repents  on  tea; 
The  witlefs  macaroni,  who  purloins 
A  few  cant  words,  which  fome  pert  gambler  coins; 
The  undomeftick  Amazonian  dame. 
Staunch  to  her  coterie^  in  dcfpite  of  Fame; 
Thefe  are  the  vidims  of  our  Poet's  plan  : 
But  rroft,  xhdit  monjier — an  unfeeling  man. 
When  fuch  a  foe  provokes  him  to  the  fight, 
Tho'  maim»d,  out  fallies  the  puifTant  knight; 
Like  Withrington,  maintains  the  glorious  ftrife. 
And  only  yields  his  laurels — with  his  life. 
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P      R      O      L      O      G      U 

Spoken  by  Mr.  FOOTE, 

At  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Dublin, 
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UPWARDS  of  twenty  years  are  fled  and  wafted 
Since  in  this  fpot  your  favour  firft  I  tafted. 
Urged  by  your  fmiles  thro'  various  realms  to  roam* 
The  mufe  now  brings  her  motley  cargo  home; 
For  frugal  Nature,  with  an  equal  hand, 
Beftows  peculiar  gifts  to  every  land. 
To  France  (he  gave  her  rapid  repartee. 
Bows,  and  bons  motst  fibs,  fafhions,  flattery. 
Shrugs,  grins,  grimace,  and  fportive  gaiety  ; 
Armed  with  the  whole  artillery  of  love, 
Latium's  foft  fons  poflefs  the  powers  to  move: 
Humour,  the  foremoft  of  the  feftive  crew. 
Source  of  the  comic  fcene,  (he  gave  to  you ; 
Humour,  with  arched  brow,  and  leering  eye. 
Shrewd,  folemn,  fneering,  fubtle,  flow  and  fly  1 
Serious  herfelf,  yet  laughter  flill  provoking, 
By  teafing,  tickling,  jeering,  gibing,  joking : 
Impartial  gift,  that  owns  nor  rank  nor  birth  i 
'Tis  theirs  who  rule  the  realm,  or  till  the  earth  1 
Their*s  who  in  fenates  wage  the  wordy  war. 
And  thcir's  whofe  humble  lotcondudls  the  car: 
If  aught  derived  from  her  adorns  my  drain. 
You  gave,  at  leaft  difcover'd  firft,  the  vein; 
Should  wide  experience,  or  maturing  age, 
Have  brought  or  mirth  or  moral  to  the  ftagc. 
To  you,  the  patrons  of  the  wilder  fong. 
The  chafter  notes  in  juftice  muft  belong : 
But  fliould  infirmities  with  time  confpirc. 
My  force  to  weaken  or  abate  my  fire, 
Lefs  entertainment  may  arife  to  you. 
But  tomyfelf  lefs  danger  will  enfue. 
If  age  contrads  my  mufcles,  flirills  my  tone* 
No  man  will  claim  thofe  foibles  as  his  own ; 
Nor,  if  I  halt  or  hobble  thro'  the  fcene. 
Malice  point  out  what  citizen  I  mean  : 
No  foe  I  fear  more  than  a  legal  fury, 
Unlefs  I  gain  this  circle  for  my  jury. 
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ACT        I. 

A  ChamhiT, 

Enter  Lady  Oldham  and  Sir  JojJn  Oldham, 

Lady  Oldham, 

^OT  a  fyllable  more  will  I  hear! 

Sir  John.  Nay,  but,  my  dear 

L,Old,  I  am  amazed.  Sir  John,  atyourmean- 
nefs !  or  that  you  could  fubmit  to  give  his  paltry 
propofals  fo  much  as  a  reading  1 

Sir  John,  Nay,  my  dear,  what  would  you  have- 
had  me  done  ? 

L.  Old,  Done!  returned  them  with  the  con- 
tempt they  deferved.  But,  come,  unfold !  I  am 
calm:  Reveal  the  pretty  proje6t  your  precious 
h^ad  has  produced. 

Sir  John,  Nay,  my  dear,  as  to  that,  my  head 
produced 

L.  Old.  Nay,  I  don't  wonder  that  (hame  has 
tied  up  your  tongue  !  But,  come;  I  will  fpare 
the  confufion,  and  tell  you  what  ypu  would  fay. 
Here,    Lady  Oldham,    Sir  Matthew  Mite  has 

juft 
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jufl  fent  me  a  letter,  modeftly  defiring  that,  in 
return  for  the  ruin  he  has  brought  on  me  and  my 
houfe,  I  would  be  fo  kind  as  to  beilovv  upon  him 
my  darhng  daughter,  the  hopes  of  my — And  is 
it  poflible  you  can  be  mean  enough  to  think  of 
fuch  an  alhance?  Will  you.  Sir  John,  oblige 
me  with  an  anfwer  to  a  few  fhort  quellions  ? 

Sirjolm.  Without  doubt. 

L,  Old.  I  fuppofe  you  confider  yourfelf  as 
fprung  from  a  family  at  leafl  as  ancient  as  any  in 
the  county  you  live  in? 

Sir  John,  That  I  fancy  will  not  be  denied. 

i.  Old.  Nor  was  it,  I  fancy,  diflionoured  by 
an  alhance  with  mine. 

Sir  John,  My  Lady,  the  very  reverfe. 

L.  Old.  You  fucceeded,  Sir,  to  a  patrimony, 
which  though  the  liberal  and  hofpitable  fpirit  of 
your  predecelTors  would  not  fuffer  to  encreafe, 
yet  their  prudence  took  care  fhould  never  be 
diminifhed  ? 

Sir  John.,  True. 

L.  Old.  From  the  public  and  private  virtues  of 
your  anceflors,  the  inhabitants  of  the  neighbour- 
ing borough  thought  their  beft  and  deareft  in- 
terefts  in  no  hands  fo  fecure  as  in  theirs  ? 

Sir  John.   Right. 

L.  Old.  Nor  till  lately  were  they  fo  tainted  by 
the  fafliion  of  the  times,  as  to  adopt  the  egregious 
abfurdity,  That  to  be  faithfully  ferved  and  pro- 
ted  ed  above,  it  was  neceflary  to  be  largely  bribed 
and  corrupted  below  ? 

Sir  John.  Why,  I  can't  fay,  except  now  and 
then  a  bit  of  venifon,  or  an  annual  dinner,  they 
have  ever  put  me  to  any  great 

L.  Old.  Indulge  me  yet  a  moment,  Sir  John! 
In  this  happy  iituation,   did  the  laft  year  chear- 

fuUy 
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ully  clofe^  our  condition,  though  not  opulent, 
affluent,  and  you  happy  in  the  quiet  pofTeflion 
or  your  family  honours. 

Sir  John,  There  is  no  gainfaying  of  that. 

L.  Old»  Now,  look  at  the  difmal,  Ihocking 
reverfe ! 

Sir  John,  There  is  but  too  much  reafon  in  what 
your  ladyfliip  fays. 

X.  Old,  And  confider,  at  the  fame  time,  to 
whom  you  are  obliged. 

Sir  John,  Why,  what  could  we  do  ?  your  lady- 
fliip knows  there  was  nobody  more  againil  my 
giving  up  than  yourfelf. 

L.Old,  Let  me  proceed.  At  this  crifis,  pre- 
ceded by  all  the  pomp  of  Afia,  Sir  Matthew 
Mite,  from  the  Indies,  came  thundering  amongfh 
us ;  and,  profufely  fcattering  the  fpoils  of  ruined 
provinces,  corrupted  the  virtue  and  alienated  the 
affedions  of  all  the  old  friends  to  the  family. 

Sir  John,  That  is  nothing  but  truth. 

Z.  Old,  Compelled  by  the  fame  means  to  de- 
fend thofe  that  were  employed  in  attacking  your 
intereil,  you  have  been  obliged  deeply  to  encum- 
ber your  fortune ;  his  fupcrior  addrefs  has  procured 
a  return,  and  probably  your  petition  will  complete 
the  ruin  his  oppolition  began. 

Sir  John,  Let  US  hope  all  for  the  befl. 

L,  Old,  And  who  can  tell,  but  you  may  be 
foon  forced  to  part  with  your  patrimony,  to  the 
very  infolent  worthlefs  individual,  who  has  been 
the  author  of  your  diftrefs  ? 

Sir  John.  I  would  fooner  perifli,  my  Lady  ! 

L.  Old,  Parallel  inftances  may  be  produced  ; 
nor  is  it  at  all  unlikely,  but  Sir  Matthew,  taking 
a  liking  to  your  family  manfion,  has  purfued  this 
very  method  to  compel  you  to  fell  it. 

Sir  John. 


3  THE    NABOB, 

Sir  John.  It  is,  my  dear,  to  avoid  this  necefliiy 
that  1  wifli  you  to  give  his  letter  a  reading. 

L.  Old,  Is  it  poflible,  not  to  mention  the  mean- 
nefs,  that  you  can  be  weak  enough  to  expecfl  any 
real  fervice  from  that  infamous  quarter? 

Sir  John,  Who  can  tell,  my  love,  but  a  con- 
fcioufnefs  of  the  mifchief  he  has  done  us,  may 
have  roufed  fome  feelings  that 

L,  Old.  His  feelings !  will  heliften  to  a  private 
complaint,  who  has  been  deaf  to  the  cries  of  a 
people?  or  drop  a  tear  for  particular  diftrefs,  who 
owes  his  rife  to  the  ruin  of  thoufands? 

Sir  John.  Well,  Lady  Oldham,  I  find  all  that 
I  fay  fignifies  nothing. — But  here  comes  brother 
Thomas ;  two  heads  are  better  than  one ;  let  us 
take  his  opinion,  my  love. 

L.  Old.  What  need  of  any  opinion  ?  the  cafe  is 
too  clear;  nor  indeed,  if  there  had  been  a  necef- 
(ity  for  confulting  another,  fhould  I  have  thought 
your  brother  the  propereft  man  to  advife  with  on 
the  occafion. 

Sir  John,  And  vvliy  not  >  there  is  not  a  merchant 
whofe  judgment  would  be  fooncr  taken. 

L,  Old.  Perhaps  not,  on  the  value  of  mer- 
chandize, or  the  goodnefs  of  a  Bill  of  Exchange: 
But  there  is  a  nicety,  a  delicacy,  an  elevation  of 
fentiment,  in  this  cafe,  which  people  who  haver* 
narrowed  their  notions  with  commerce,  an4  con- 
fidered  during  the  courfe  of  their  lives  their  in- 
terefh  alone,  will  fcarce  com.prehend. 

Enter  Mr,   Thomas  Oldham, 

Thomas.  So,  filler !  what !  upon  your  old  topic, 
I  find? 

/..  Old.  Sir ! 

Thomas 
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Thomas.  Some  pretty  comparifons,  I  fuppofe, 
not  much  to  the  honour  of  trade. 

L.Old.  Nay,  brother,  you  know  I  have  always 
allowed  merchants  to  be  a  ufeful  body  of  men ; 
and  considered  commerce,  in  this  country,  as  a 
pretty  refource  enough  for  the  younger  fhoots  of 
a  family. 

Thomas,  Exceedingly  condefcending,  indeed! 
And  yet,  filler,  I  could  produce  you  fome  in- 
ftances  where  the  younger  fhoots  have  flourifhed 
and  throve,  when  the  reverend  trunk  has  decayed, 

L.  Old,  Perhaps,  brother  Thomas 

Thomas,  Nay,  nay,  don't  let  us  revive  our 
antient  difputes  ? — You  feem  warm ;  no  mifun- 
derftanding,  I  hope  ? 

5/r  John,  No,  no ;  none,  in  the  leaft :  You 
know,  my  lady's  temper's  apt  to  be  lively  now 
and  then. 

Thomas,  Nay,  fifter — But,  come !  what  has 
occafioned  this  mighty  debate  ? 

Sir  John,  You  know,  brother,  how  affairs  ftand 
between  Sir  Matthew  and  us. 

Thomas,  Well. 

Sir  John,  He  has  fent  us  here  a  kind  of  a  com- 
promife;  I  don't  know  well  what  to  call  it;  a 
fort  of  a  treaty. 

Thomas,  That  in  your  hand? 

Sir  John.  Yes ;  and  I  can't  prevail  on  my  lady 
to  give  it  a  reading. 

Thomas.  And  why  not  ? 

L,  Old.  To  what  end? 

Thomas,  A  very  natural  one ;  in  order  to  know 
the  contents. 

L,  Old,  Of  what  importance  can  they  be  to 
lis? 

Thomas,  That  the  letter  will   tell   you.      But 

furely. 
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furely,  Lady  Oldham,  you  are  rather  too  nice. 
Give  it  me ! 

Sir  John.  Is  it  your  ladyfhip's  pleafure?" 

Thomas,  Pfha!  here's  a  rout,  indeed! — One 
would  be  apt  to  fufped  that  the  pa/cket  was 
peftilential,  and  came  from  the  Archipelago, 
inftead  of  the  Indies.  Now  let  us  fee,  what  this 
formidable  memorial  contains'  [^opens  the  letter, 
*'  To  Sir  John  Oldhacn.  Sir  Matthew  Mite  hav- 
"  ing  lately  feen,  at  Lady  Levant's  rout,  the 
*'  eldeft  Mifs  Oldham,  and  being  ftruck  with 
"  her  perfonal  charms,  propofes  to  her  father 
^'  the  following  treaty." 

Z.  Old.  A  very  monarchical  addrefs ! 

Thomas.  '^Imprimis;  Upon  a  matrimonial  union 
"  between  the  young  lady  and  him,  all  hoftili- 
"  ties  and  contention  fliall  ceafe,  and  Sir  John 
*'  be  fuffered  to  take  his  feat  in  fecurity." 

Z.  Old,  That  he  will  do,  without  an  obHgation 
to  him. 

Thomas,  Are  you,  fifter,  certain  of  that  ? 

L,  Old.  You  don't  harbour  the  lead  doubt  of 
our  merits? 

Thomas,  But  do  they  always  prevail  ? 

L,  Old,  There  is  now,  brother  Thomas,  no 
danger  to  dread;  the  reftraint  the  popular  part 
of  government  has  in  this  inflance  laid  on  itfelf, 
at  the  fame  time  that  it  does  honour  to  them, 
diflributes  equal  juftice  to  all. 

Thoinas.  And  are  you  aware  what  the  expence 
will  be  to  obtain  it  ? — But,  pray,  let  me  pro- 
ceed ! — "  Secondly,  as  Sir  Matthew  is  bent  upon 
"  a  large  territorial  acquifition  in  England,  and 
*'  Sir  John  Oldham's  finances  are  at  prefent  a  lit- 
*'  tie  out  of  repair,  Sir  Matthew  Mite  will  make 
**  up  the  money  already  advanced  in  another 

"  name, 
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"^'  name,  by  way  of  future  mortgage  upon  his 
^^  eftate,  for  the  entire  purchafe,  hve  lacks  of 
**  roupees/' 

L.Old.  Now,  Sir,  Sir  John  I  was  I  right  in  my 
guefs  ? 

Sir  John,  Your  ladyfhip  is  never  out. — But, 
brother  Thomas,  thefe  fame  lacks — to  what  may 
they  amount  ? 

Thomas,  Sixty  thoufand,  at  lead. 

Sir  John.  No  inconliderable  offer,   my  lady. 

L.  Old,  Contemptible!  But  pray.  Sir,  proceed. 

Thomus,  "  Or  if  it  fhould  be  more  agreeable 
"  to  the  parties,  Sir  Matthew  will  fettle  upon 
**  Sir  John  and  his  Lady,  for  their  joints  lives, 
*'  ajagghire." 

Sir  John,  A  jagghire  ? 

Thomas,  The  term  is  Indian,  and  means  an  an- 
nual income. 

Z.  Old,  What  ftrange  jargon  he  deals  in ! 

Thomas,  His  ftile  is  a  little  Oriental,  I  muft 
own :   but  mod  exceedingly  clear. 

L.  Old,  Yes,  to  Coffim  Ali-Khan,  or  Mier 
JafFeir.     I  hope  you  are  near  the  concluiion. 

Thomas,  But  two  articles  moxt.\reads'\  "  And 
*'  that  the  principals  may  have  no  cares  for  the 
"  younger  parts  of  their  family.  Sir  Matthew 
"  will,  at  his  own  expence,  tranfport  the  two 
*'  young  ladies,  Mifs  Oldham's  two  fifters,  to 
"  Madrafs  or  Calcutta,  and  there  procure  them 
"  fuitable  hufbands." 

L.  Old,  Madrafs,  or  Calcutta! 

Tho?nas.  Your  patience,  dear  fifler! — "  And 
"  as  for  the  three  boys,  they  Ihall  be  either  made 
"  fupercargoes,  (hip's  hufbands,  or  go  out  cadets 
"  and  writers  in  the  Company's  fervice." 

Z.  Old,   Why,   he  treats  my  children  like  a 

parcel 
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parcel  of  convidls:    Is  this  their  method  of  fup- 
plying  their  fettlements? 

Thomas.  This,  with  now  and  then  a  little  kid- 
napping, dear  fifter. — Well,  madam,  you  have 
now  the  means  of  getting  rid  of  all  your  offspring 
at  once  :  Did  not  I  tell  you  the  paper  was  worth 
your  perufal?  You  will  reply  to  his  wifh;  you 
can  have  no  doubts,  I  fuppofe. 

Z.  Old,  Not  the  lead,  as  I  will  fhew  you. 
[Tears  the  letter,']  And,  if  Sir  John  has  the  lead 
fpirit  or  pride,  he  will  treat  the  infolent  principal 
as  I  do  his  propofals. 

Thomas.  But  that  method,  as  things  (land,  may 
not  be  altogether  fo  fafe.  I  am  forry  you  were  fo 
hafty  in  deftroying  the  letter :  If  I  remember 
rightly,  there  is  mention  made  of  advancing 
money  in  another  man's  name. 

X.  Old.  We  have  been  compelled  to  borrow, 
I  own;  but  I  had  no  conception  that  he  was  the 
lender. 

Thomas.  That's  done  by  a  common  contrivance; 
not  a  country  lawyer  but  knows  the  dodrine  of 
transfer. — How  much  was  the  fum  ? 

Sir  John.  Ten  thoufand  pounds. 

Thomas.  And  what.  Sir  John,  were  the  terms  ? 

Sir  John.  As  I  could  give  no  real  fecurity,  my 
eftate  being  fettled  till  my  fon  John  comes  of  age, 
I  found  myfelf  obliged  to  comply  with  ail  that 
was  afked. 

Thomas,  A  judgment,  no  doubt. 

Sir  John.  They  divided  the  fum,  and  I  gave 
them  a  couple. 

Thomas.  Which  will  affedt  not  only  your  per- 
fon,  but  perfonal  proverty  j  fo  they  are  both  in 
his  power. 

Sir  John.  Too  true,  I  am  afraid ! 

Thomas. 


THE    NABOB.  IJ 

Thomas,  And  you  may  be  fent  to  a  gaol,  arid 
your  family  turned  into  the  ftreets,  whenever  he 
pleafes. 

L,  Old,  How  !  Heaven  forbid  1 

Thomas,  Not  the  leaft  doubt  can  be  made. — 
This  is  an  artful  projed ;  No  wonder  that  fo 
much  contrivance  and  cunning  has  been  an  over- 
match for  a  plain  Englifh  gentleman,  or  an  inno- 
cent Indian.  And  what  is  now  to  be  done  ? 
Does  your  daughter  Sophy  know  of  this  letter  ? 

L,  Old.  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John,  It  reached  my  hands  not  ten  minutes 
ago. 

Thomas,  I  had  fome  reafon  to  think,  that,  had 
you  complied,  you  would  not  have  found  her 
very  eager  to  fecond  your  wifhes. 

L,  Old.  I  don't  know  that,  brother :  Young 
girls  are  eafily  caught  with  titles  and  fplendor  y 
magnificence  has  a  kind  of  magick  for  them. 

Thomas,  I  have  a  better  opinion  of  Sophy. 
You  know,  Lady  Oldham,  I  have  often  hinted, 
that  my  boy  was  fond  of  his  coufin  ;  and  poffibly 
my  niece  not  totally  averfe  to  his  wifh;  but  you 
have  always  flopped  me  fhort,  under  a  notion 
tliat  the  children  were  too  nearly  allied. 

L,  Old,  Why,  brother,  don't  you  think 

Thomas,  But  that,  lifter,  was  not  the  right 
reafon;  you  could  have  eafily  digefted  the  coufms^ 
but  the  compting-houfe  ftuck  in  his  way:  Your 
favourite  maxim  has  been,  that  citizens  are  a 
diftind  race,  a  fort  of  creatures  that  (hould  mix 
with  each  other. 

L,  Old,  Blefs  me,  brother,  you  can't  conceive 
that  I 

Thomas,  Nay,  no  apology,  good  Lady  Oldham  I 
perhaps  you  have  a  higher  alliance  in  view:  and 

kt 
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let  us  now  confider  what  is  to  be  done.  You  arc 
totally  averfe  to  this  treaty  ? 

L.  Old,  Can  that  be  a  queftion  ? 

Thomas,  Some  little  management  is  neceflary, 
as  to  the  mode  of  rejeftion :  As  matters  now 
ftand,  it  would  not  be  prudent  to  exafperate  Sir 
Matthew. 

^  L,  Old.  Let  Sir  John  difcharge  the  debt  due  to 
him  at  once. 

Thomas,  But  where  fhall  we  get  meterials  ? 

L.  Old..  Can  that  be  a  difficult  tafk  ? 

Thomas,  Exceedingly  fo,  as  I  apprehend :  But 
few  can  be  found  to  advance  fo  large  a  fum  on 
fuch  llender  fecurity;  nor  is  it  to  be  expe6led, 
indeed,  unlefs  from  a  friend  to  relieve,  or  a  foe 
to  ruin. 

L.  Old,  Is  it  poiTible  Sir  Matthew  can  have  adled 
from  fo  infernal  a  motive,  to  have  advanced  the 
money  with  a  view  of  diftreffing  us  deeper? 

Thomas,  Sir  Matthew  is  a  profound  politician, 
and  will  not  ftick  at  trifles  to  carry  his  point. 

L,  Old,  With  the  wealth  of  the  Eaft,  we  have 
too  imported  the  word  of  its  vices.  What  a 
horrid  crew! 

Thomas,  Hold,  filler !  don't  gratify  your  refent- 
ment  at  the  expence  of  your  juftice;  a  general 
conclulion  from  a  fmgle  inftance  is  but  indifferent 
logick. 

L.Old.  Why,  is  not  this  Sir  Matthew — 

Thomas.  Perhaps  as  bad  a  fubjed:  as  your 
paflion  can  paint  him :  But  there  are  men  from 
the  Indies,  and  many  too,  with  whom  I  have 
the  honour  to  live,  who  difpenfe  nobly  and  with 
hoipitality  here,  what  they  have  acquired  with 
honour  and  credit  elfewhere;    and,  at  the  fame 

time 
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time   they  have    increafed   the  dominions    and 
wealth,  have  added  virtues  too  to  their  country. 

L,  Old.  Perhaps  fo  ;  But  what  is  to  be  done  ? 
Suppofe  I  was  to  wait  on  Sir  Matthew  myfelf. 

Thomas,  If  your  ladyfhip  is  fecure  of  com- 
manding your  temper. 

Sir  John,  Mercy  on  us,  brother  Thomas,  there's 
no  fuch  thing  as  trufting  to  that ! 

L.  Old,  You  are  always  very  obhging,  Sir 
John  !  if  the  embafly  was  to  be  executed  by 
you 

Thomas.  Come,  come,  to  end  the  difpute,  I 
will  undertake  the  commiflion  myfelf. 

L,  Old.  You  will  take  care,  brother,  to  make 
no  conceffions  that  will  derogate  from 

Thomas.  Your  dignity,  in  my  hands,  will  have 
nothing  to  fear. — But  (hould  not  I  fee  my  niece 
firft  ?  Ihe  ought  to  be  confulted,  I  think. 

Sir  John,  By  all  means. 

Thomas.  For,  if  (he  approves  of  the  knight,  I 
don't  fee  any  thing  in  the  alliance  fo  much  to  be 
dreaded. 

L,  Old,  I  will  fend  Sophy  to  her  uncle  diredl- 
ly ;  but  I  defire  the  girl  may  be  left  to  herfelf; 
no  undue  influence  !  [£*•//. 

Thomas,  The  caution  was  needlefs. 

Sir  John.  Why,  really,  now,  brother,  but  that 
my  lady's  too  warm,  I  don't  fee  any  thing  (o 
very  unreafonable  in  this  fame  paper  here  that 
lies  fcattered  about.  But,  I  forget,  did  he  men- 
tion any  thing  of  any  fortune  he  was  to  have  with 
the  girl  ? 

Thomas,  Pho !  a  paltry  confideration,  below 
his  concern. 

Sir  John,  My  lady  herfelf  muft  own  there  is 
fomething  generous  in  that. 

Thomas, 
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Thomas,  Will  you  (lay  and   reprefent  the  cafe 
to  Sophy  yourfelf  ? 
Sir  John,  She  is  here  ! 

Enter  Sophy. 

Your  uncle,  child,  has  fomething  to  fay  to  you  : 
You  know  he  loves  you,  my  dear,  and  will  ad- 
vife  you  for  the  beft.  [^Exit, 

Thomas.  Come  hither,  Sophy,  my  love  !  don't 
be  alarmed.  I  fuppofe  my  lady  has  opened  to 
you,  that  Sir  Matthew  has  feat  a  flrange  kind  of 
a  romantic  letter. 

Sophy.  But  (he  did  not  feem,  Sir,  to  fuppofe 
that  it  deferved  much  attention. 

Thomas,  As  matters  now  ftand,  perhaps  more 
than  (he  thinks.  But  come,  my  good  girl,  be 
explicit :  Suppofe  the  affairs  of  your  family 
fhould  demand  a  compliance  with  this  whimfical 
letter,  fhould  you  have  any  reludance  to  the 
union  propofed  ? 

Sophy.  Me,  Sir  ?  I  never  faw  the  gentleman 
but  once  in  my  life. 

Thomas.  And  I  don't  think  that  would  intereft 
you  much  in  his  favour. 

Sophy,  Sir! 

Thomas,  No  prepolfefTion  ?  no  prior  objed  that 
has  attraded  your  notice  ? 

Sophy.  I  hope.  Sir,  my  behaviour  has  not  oc- 
cafioned  this  queftion. 

Thomas.  Oh,  no,  my  dear ;  it  naturally  took 
ks  rife  from  the  fubjed.  Has  your  coufm  lately 
been  here  ? 

Sophy.  Sir ! 

Thomas.  Tom  Oldham,  my  fon  ? 

Sophy.  We  generally  fee  him.  Sir,  every  day. 

Thomas.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that :  I  was  afraid 

fom^ 
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fome  improper  attachment  had  drawn  him  fromi 
the  city  fo  often  of  late. 

Sophy,  Improper  !  I  dare  fay,  Sir,  you  will  have 
nothing  of  that  kind  to  fear  from  my  coufm. 

Thomas,  I  hope  not ;  And  yet  I  have  had  my 
fufpicions,  I  own  ;  but  not  unHkely  you  can  re- 
move 'em  :  Children  rarely  make  confidants  of 
their  fathers. 

Sophy,  Sir  ! 

Thomas,  Similarity  of  fentinients,  nearnefs  of 
blood,  and  the  fame  feafon  of  life,  perhaps  may 
have  induced  him  to  unbofom  to  you. 

Sophy.  Do  you  fuppofe.  Sir,  that  he  would  dif- 
cover  to  me,  what  he  chofe  to  conceal  from  fo 
affedionate  a  father  ? 

Thomas,  Nay,  prithee,  Sophy,  don't  be  grave  ! 
What,  do  you  imagine  I  fhould  think  his  pre- 
ferring your  ear  to  mine,  for  a  melting  pallionate 
tale,  any  violent  breach  of  his  duty  ? 

Sophy,  You  are  merry,  Sir. 

Thomas,  And  who  knows  but  you  might  re- 
pay  the  communication  with  a  iimilar  fhory  ? 
You  blufh^  Sophy. 

Sophy.  You  are  really  pleafed  to  be  fo  very  par- 
ticular, that  1  fcarce  know  what  anfwer  to  make. 

Thomas,  Come,  my  good  niece,  I  will  perplex 
you  no  longer  :  My  fon  has  concealed  nothing 
from  me  ;  and  did  the  completion  of  your  wifhes 
depend  on  my  approbation  alone,  you  would 
have  but  little  to  fear:  But  my  lady's  notions 
are  fo  very  peculiar^  you  know,  and  all  her  prin- 
ciples fo  determined  and  fixed 

Sophy,  The  merits  of  my  coufin,  which  fhe 
herfelf  is  not  How  to  acknowledge,  and  time, 
might,  I  fhould  hope,  foften  my  mother. 

Thomas,  Why  then,  my  dear  niece,  leave  it  to 

time» 
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time,  in  mofl:  cafes  the  ableft  phyflcian.  But  let 
your  partiality  for  Tom  be  a  fecret  ! — I  niufl 
•now  endeavour  to  learn  when  I  can  obtain  an 
audience  from  Sir  Matthew. 

Sophy,  An  audience  from  him  ? 

7homas.  Yes,  child  ;  thefe  new  gentlemen,  who 
from  the  caprice  of  fortune,  and  a  flrange  chain 
of  events,  have  acquired  im.moderate  wealth, 
and  rofe  to  uncontroled  power  abroad,  find  it 
difficult  to  defcend  from  their  dignity,  and  ad- 
mit of  any  equal  at  home.  Adieu,  my  dear 
niece  !  But  keep  up  your  fpirits  !  I  think  I  fore- 
fee  an  event  that  will  produce  fome  change  in 
our  favour.  [^Exeunt. 

Sir  Matthew  Mite's  Hall. 

yanui  and  Conferve  difcovered, 

Conf,  I  own  the  place  of  a  porter,  if  one  can 
bear  the  confinement — And  then,  Sir  Matthew 
has  the  charader  of — [low  tap,']  Ufe  no  cere- 
mony, Mr.  Janus ;  mind  your  door,  I  befeeck 
you. 

Janus.  No  hurry  !  keep  your  feat,  Mr.  Con- 
ferve ;  it's  only  the  tap  of  a  tradefman  :  I  make 
thofe  people  ftay  till  they  colled  in  a  body, 
and  fo  let  in  eight  or  ten  at  a  time ;  it  faves 
trouble. 

Conf,  And  how  do  they  brook  it  ? 

Janus,  Oh,  wonderfully  well,  here  with  us. 
In  my  lad  place,  indeed,  I  thought  myfelf  bounc/ 
to  be  civil ;  for  as  all  the  poor  devils  could  get 
was  good  words,  it  would  have  been  hard  to 
have  been  fparing  of  them. 

Conf,  Very  confiderate ! 

Janus.  But  here  we  are  rich ;  and  as  the  fel« 

lows 
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lows  don't  wait  for  their  money,  it  is  but  fair 
they  (hould  wait  for  admittance. 

Conf,  Or  they  would  be   apt  to  forget  their 
condition. 
Janus,  True. 

Conf.  Upon  the  whole,  then,  you  do  not  re- 
gret leaving  my  lord  ? 

Janus.  Mo  ;  Lord  Levee's  place  had  its  fwects, 
I  confefs ;  perquifites  pretty  enough  :  But  what 
could  I  do  ?  they  wanted  to  give  me  a  rider. 
Conf.  A  rider  ! 

Janus.  Yes  ;  to  quarter  Monfieur  Friffart,  my 
Lady's  valet  de  chambre,  upon  me ;  fo  you 
know  I  could  not  but  in  honour  refign. 

Conf.  No ;  there  was  no  bearing  to  be  rid  by 
a  Frenchman  ;  there  was  no  flaying  in  after  that. 
Janus.  It  would  have  been  quoted  as  a  prece- 
dent againfh  the  whole  corps. 

Conf.  Yes.  Pox  on  'em !  our  maflers  are 
damned  fond  of  encroachments.  Is  your  prefent 
duty  fevere  ? 

Janus.  I  drudge  pretty  much  at  the  door;  but 
that,    you  know,  is  mere  bodily  labour  :    But 
then,  my  mind  is  at  eafe ;  not  obliged  to  rack 
my  brain  for  invention. 
Conf.  No? 

Janus.  No  ;  not  near  the  lying  here,  as  in  my 
laft  place. 

Conf.  I  fuppofe  not,  as  your  mailer  is  but 
newly  in  town  ;  but  you  mull  expe6l  that  branch 
to  encreafe. 

Janus.  When  it  does,  I  fhall  iniift  the  door  be 

done  by  a  deputy.  \Two  raps. 

Conf.  Hark  1  to  your  poft  ! 

Janus.  No ;  fit  ftill !    that   is  fome   aukward 

body  out  of  the  city  ;  one  of  our  people  from 

Leaden- 
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Leadenhall-ftrect ;  perhaps  a  diredlor  ;  I  flia'n't 
ftir  for  him. 

Conf,  Not  for  a  dire(5lor  ?  I  thought  he  was 
the  commanding  ofiicer,  the  Great  Captain's 
captain. 

Janus,  No,  no ;  quite  the  reverfe ;  the  tables 
are  turned,  Mr.  Conferve  :  In  acknowledgment 
for  appointing  us  their  fervants  abroad,  we  are 
fo  obliging  as  to  make  them  diredors  at  home. 

\^A  loud  rapping. 

Conf,  That  rap  will  roufe  you,  I  think. 

Janus,  Let  me  take  a  peep  at  the  wicket.  Oh^^ 
oh !  is  it  you,  with  a  pox  to  you  ?  How  the 
deuce  came  your  long  legs  to  find  the  way  hi- 
ther ? — I  (hall  be  in  no  hafte  to  open  for  you. 

Conf,  Who  is  it  } 

Janus,  That  eternal  teizer.  Sir  Timothy  Tall- 
boy. When  once  he  gets  footing,  there  is  no 
fuch  thing  as  keeping  him  out. 

Conf  What,  you  know  him  then  ? 

Janus,  Yes,  rot  him,  1  know  him  too  well  ! 
he  had  like  to  have  loft  me  the  belt  place  I  ever 
had  in  my  life. 

Conf  How  fo  ? 

Janus.  Lord  Lofty  had  given  orders  on  no  ac- 
count to  admit  him.  The  firft  time,  he  got  by 
maunder  a  pretence  of  ftroking  Keeper  the  houfe- 
dog ;  the  next,  he  nicked  me  by  deiiring  only 
juft  leave  to  fcratch  the  poll  of  the  parrot,  Poll, 
Poll,  Poll !  1  thought  the  devil  was  in  him  if 
he  deceived  me  a  third  ;  but  he  did,  notwith- 
ftanding. 

Conf  Pry  thee,  Janus,  how  ? 

Jams,  By  begging  to  fet  his  watch  by  Tompion*s 
clock  in  the  Hall ;  I  fmoaked  his  defign,  and  laid 
hold  of  him  here  :  [taking  hold  of  his  coat.]     As 

fure 
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fure  as  you  are  alive,  he  made  but  one  leap  from 
the  flairs  to  the  ftudy,  and  left  the  fkirt  of  his 
coat  in  my  hand  ? 

Conf.  You  got  rid  of  him  then  ? 

Janus,  He  made  one  attempt  more;  and,  for 
fear  he  (hould  flip  by  me,  (for  you  know  he  is 
as  thin  as  a  ilice  of  beef  at  Vauxhall-Gardens), 
I  flapped  the  door  in  his  face,  and  told  him,  the 
dog  was  mad,  the  parrot  dead,  and  the  clock 
ftood  ;  and,  thank  Heaven,  I  have  never  fet  eyes 
on  him  fince.  [Knock  louder. 

Conf.  But  the  door  ! 

Janus.  Time  enough. — You  had  no  particular 
commands,  mafter  Conferve  ? 

Conf.  Only  to  let  you  know  that  Betfy  Robins 
has  a  rout  and  fupper  on  Sunday  next. 

Janus.  Conftant  flill,  Mr.  Conferve,  I  fee.  I 
am  afraid  I  can't  come  to  cards  ;  but  (hall  be 
fure  to  attend  the  repaft.  A  nick-nack,  I  fup- 
pofc  ? 

Conf.  Yes,  yes ;  we  all  contribute,  as  ufual : 
The  fubftantials  from  Alderman  Surloin's ;  Lord 
Frippery's  cook  finds  fricafees  and  ragouts ;  Sir 
Robert  Bumper's  butler  is  to  fend  in  the  wine  ; 
and  I  fhall  fupply  the  defert. 

Janus.  There  are  a  brace  of  birds  and  a  hare, 
that  I  cribbed  this  morning  out  of  a  bafket  of 
game. 

Conf.  They  will  be  welcome. — \_Knock  louder.^ 
But  the  folks  grow  impatient ! 

Janus.  They  muft  ftay  till  I  come. — At  the 
old  place,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Conf.  No  ;  I  had  like  to  have  forgot  1  Betfy 
grew  fick  of  St.  Paul's,  fo  I  have  tak:en  her  a 
houfe  amongft  the  new  buildings ;  both  the  air 
and  the  company  is  better, 

Janus, 


22  THE    NABOB. 

Janus,  Right. 

Conf,  To  lay  truth,  the  fituation  was  difagree- 
able  on  many  accounts.  Do  you  know,  though 
I  took  care  few  people  fhould  behave  better  at 
Chriftmas,  that  becaufe  he  thought  her  a  citizen, 
the  houfekeeper  of  Drury-lane  Theatre,  when 
his  mafter  mounted,  refufed  her  a  fide-box  ? 

Janus.  No  wonder  Mifs  Betfy  was  bent  upon 
moving. — What  is  the  name  of  her  ftreet  ? 

Conf,  Rebel-row  ;  It  was  built  by  a  melTenger 
who  made  his  market  in  the  year  forty-five.  But 
fhall  Mifs  Robins  fend  you  a  card  ? 

Janus.  No,  no;  I  fhall  eafily  find  out  the  place. 
[Knock, '\  Now  let  us  fee  ;  who  have  we  here  ? 
Gad's  my  life,  Mrs.  Match'em  !  my  mafter^s 
amorous  agent :  It  is  as  much '  as  my  place  is 
worth  to  let  her  wait  for  a  minute. 

\Opens  the  door,      \_Exit.  Conf 

Enter  Mrs,  Match" em^  feme  Tradifpeople,  who  how  low 
to  Janus ^  and  Thomas  Oldham, 

Match,  So,  Sir !  this  is  pretty  treatment,  for  a 
woman  hke  me  to  dangle  at  your  gate,  furround- 
ed  by  a  parcel  of  tradefpeople  ! 

Janus,  I  beg  pardon  ;  but,  madam 

Match,  Suppofe  any  of  my  ladies  had  chanced 
to  drive  by  :  In  a  pretty  fituation  they'd  have 
feen  me  !  I  promife  you  I  fhall  make  my  com- 
plaints to  Sir  Matthew. 

Janus,  I  was  receiving  fome  particular  com- 
mands from  my  mafter. 

Match,  I  (hall  know  that  from  him.  Where 
is  he  ?  let  him  know  I  mud  fee  him  diredly  ; 
my  hands  are  fo  full  I  have  not  a  moment  to 
dpare. 

Janus,  At  that  door  the  groom  of  the  cham- 
ber 
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ber  will  take  you  in  charge  ;  I  am  fure  you'll  be 
admitted  as  foon  as  announced. 

Match.  There  is  as  much  difficulty  to  get  a 
fight  of  this  fignior,  as  of  a  member  when  the 
parliament's  dilTolved  1  \_Exit. 

Janns,  Soh  !  what,  you  have  brought  in  your 
bills  ?  damned  pundual,  no  doubt !  the  fteward's 
room  is  below. — And,  do  you  hear  ?  when  you 
are  paid,  be  fure  to  fneak  away  without  feeing 
me. 

All  Trade/,  We  hope  you  have  a  better  opi- 
nion  

Janus,  Well,  well,  march  !  [Exeunt  Tradefmen.'] 
So,  friend  ;  what  is  your  bufinefs,  pray  ? 

Thomas,  I  have  a  meifage  to  deliver  to  Sir 
Matthew. 

Janus,  You  have  ?  and  pray  what  is  the  pur- 
port ? 

Thomas,  That's  for  his  ear  alone. 
Janus.  You  will  find  yourfelf  miftaken  in  that. 
Thomas,  How  ? 

Janus.  It  mufl  make  its  way  to  his,  by  pafling 
through  mine. 

Thomas,  Is  that  the  rule  of  the  houfe  ? 
Janus,  Ay  ;  and  the  beft  way  to  avoid  idle 
and  impertinent  pratlers. 

Thomas,  And  of  that  you  are  to  judge  ? 
Janus.    Or  I  (hould  not  be   fit  for  my  pod. 
But,  you  are  very  importunate ;  who  are  you  ?  I 
fuppofe  a  Jew  broker,  come  to  bring  my  mafter 
the  price  of  the  flocks  ? 
Thomas.  No. 

Janus.  Or  fome  country  coufin,  perhaps  ? 
Thomas.  Nor  that  neither. 
Janus.    Or  a  voter  from  our  borough  below  > 
we  never  admit  them  but  againfl  an  eledion. 

Thomas* 
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Thomas.  Still  wide  of  the  mark.— [y^^^.]  There 
is  but  one  way  of  managing  here  ;  I  muft  give 
the  Cerberus  a  fop,  I  perceive. — Sir,  I  have 
really  bufmefs  with  Sir  Matthew,  of  the  utmoft 
importance  ;  and  if  you  can  obtain  me  an  inter* 
view,  I  (hall  think  myfelf  extremely  obliged. 

\ Gives  money, 

Janus.  As  I  fee,  Sir,  by  your  manner,  that  it 
is  a  matter  of  moment,  we  will  try  what  can  be 
done  ;  but  you  muft  wait  for  his  levee  ;  there  is 
no  feeing  him  yet. 

Thomas.   No  ? 

Janus,  He  is  too  bufy  at  prefent ;  the  waiter 
at  Almack*s  has  juft  brought  him  home  his  ma- 
caroni drcfs  for  the  hazard-table,  and  is  inftrud- 
ing  him  to  throw  the  dice  with  a  grace. 

Thomas.  Then  where  can  I  wait  ? 

Janus.  If  you  will  ftep  into  that  room,  1  will 
take  care  to  call  you  in  time.  [Exit  Mr,  Old,] — 
Looking  at  the  money,']  A  good  fenfible  fellow  !  At 
firft  fight,  how  eafily  one  may  be  miftaken  in 
men.  [^Exit. 


ACT        II. 


J  Chamber.      Sir  Matthew  Mite  in  his  gaming  drefs^  a 
Waiter  attending. 

Mite, 

A/[AIN  and  chance  ? 

Waiter,  Five  to  nine,  pleafe  your  honour. 
Mite,  I  am  at  all  that  is  fet.    How  muft  I  pro- 
ceed ? 

Waiter. 
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Waiter,  With  a  tap,  as  the  chances  are  equal ; 
then  raife  the  box  genteelly  and  gently,  with  the 
finger  and  thumb. 

Mte.  Thus? 

JVaiter,  Exadlly,  your  honour.  Cinque  and 
quater.     You're  out. 

Mite.  What  is  next  to  be  done  > 

Waiter.  Flirt  the  bones  with  an  air  of  indiffer 
rence,  and  pay  the  money  that's  fet. 

Mite.  Will  that  do  ? 

JVaiter.  With  a  little  more  experience,  your 
honour. 

Mite.  Then  pafs  the  box  to  my  neighbour  ? 

JVaiter.  Yes;  or  you  make  a  back  hand,  if 
you  pleafe. 

Mite.  Cou'dn't  you  give  me  fome  general 
rules  ?  for  then,  you  know,  I  might  pradtife  in 
private. 

JVaiter.  By  all  means.  Seven,  Sir,  is  better 
nicked  by  a  ftamp. 

Mite.  So  ? 

JVaiter.  Yes.  When  you  want  to  throw  fix 
and  four,  or  two  cinques,  you  muft  take  the 
long  gallery,  and  whirl  the  dice  to  the  end  of 
the  table. 

Mite.  Thus } 

JVaiter.  Pretty  well,  pleafe  your  honour. 
When  your  chance  is  low,  as  tray,  ace,  or  two 
deuces,  the  beft  method  is  to  dribble  out  the 
bones  from  the  box. 

Mite.  Will  that  do  ? 

JVaiter.  Your  honour  comes  rapidly  on. 

Mite.  So  that,  perhaps,  in  a  couple  of  months, 
I  fhall  be  able  to  tap,  flirt,  ftamp,  dribble,  and 
whirl,  with  any  man  in  the  club  ? 

JVaiter.  As  your-  honour  has  a  genius,  you  will 

make 
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make  a  wonderful  progrefs,  no  doubt :  But  thefe 
nice  matters  are  not  got  in  a  moment ;  there 
mud  be  parts,  as  well  as  pradice,  your  honour. 

Mite,  What  !  parts  for  the  performance  of 
this  ? 

Waiter,  This  !  Why,  there's  Sir  Chriflopher 
Clumfey,  in  the  whole  lofing  his  fortune,  (and 
I  believe  he  was  near  a  twelvemonth  about  it) 
never  once  threw,  paid,  or  received,  with  one 
atom  of  grace. 

Alite,  He  muft  have  been  a  dull  devil,  indeed. 

Waiter.  A  mere  dunce  !  got  no  credit  by  lof- 
ing  his  money  ;  was  ruined  without  the  lead  re- 
putation. 

Mite.  Perhaps  fo.  Well,  but,  Dick,  as  to 
the  oaths  and  phrafes  that  are  moft  in  ufe  at  the 
club  ? 

Waiter.  I  have  brought  them  here  in  this  pa- 
per :  As  foon  as  your  honour  has  got  them  by 
heart,  I  will  teach  you  when  and  in  what  man- 
ner to  ufe  them. 

Mite.  Rafter  looking  at  the  paper,~\  How  long  do 
you  apprehend  before  1  may  be  fit  to  appear  at 
the  table  ? 

Waiter.  In  a  month  or  fix  weeks.  I  would  ad- 
vife  your  honour  to  begin  in  the  Newmarket 
week,  when  the  few  people  left  do  little  better 
than  piddle. 

Mtte,  Right  :  fo  I  ihall  gain  confidence  againfl 
the  club's  coming  to  town. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Mrs.  Crocus,  from  Brompton,  your  ho- 
nour. 

Mite.  Has  (he  brought  me  a  bouquet  ? 
Serv,  Your  honour  ? 

Mite. 
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Mite.  Any  nofegays,  you  blockhead  ? 

Serv.  She  has  a  boy  with  a  bafket. 

A'llie,  Shew  her  in  !  [_Exit  Servantr\ — Well, 
Dick,  you  will  go  down  to  my  fteward,  and 
teach  him  the  beft  method  of  making  a  rouleau. 
And,  do  you  hear  ?  let  him  give  you  one  for 
your  pains. 

Waiter.  Your  honour's  obedient !  You'd  have 
me  attend  every  morning  ? 

Mite,  Without  doubt  :  It  would  be  madnefs 
to  lofe  a  minute,  you  know.  \Exit  Waiter, 

Enter  Mrs.  Crocus. 

Well,  Mrs.  Crocus  ;  lee  us  fee  what  you  have 
brought  me.  Your  lait  bouquet  was  as  big  as  a 
broomi,  with  a  tulip  ftrutting  up  like  a  iiiagif- 
trate's  mace  ;  and,  befides,  made  me  look  like 
a  devil. 

Crocus.  I  hope  your  honour  could  find  no  fault 
with  the  flowers  ?  It  is  true,  the  polyanthufes 
were  a  little  pinched  by  the  eafterly  winds ;  but 
for  pipe,  colour,  and  eye,  I  defy  the  whole  pa- 
rifli  of  Fulham  to  match  'em. 

Mite.  Perhaps  not ;  but  it  is  not  the  flowers, 
but  the  mixture,  I  blame.  Why,  here  now, 
Mrs.  Crocus,  one  fhould  think  you  were  cut  of 
your  fenfes,  to  cram  in  this  clump  of  jonquils ! 

Crocus.  I  thought  your  honour  was  fond  of 
their  fmell. 

Mite.  Damn  their  fmell !  it  is  their  colour  I 
talk  of.  You  know  my  complexion  has  been 
tinged  by  the  Eaft,  and  you  bring  me  here  a 
blaze  of  yellow,  that  gives  me  the  jaundice. 
Look  !  do  you  fee  here,  what  a  fine  figure  1  cut  ? 
You  might  as  well  have  tied  me  to  a  bundle  of 
fun-flowers  ! 

Crocus » 
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Crocus.  I  beg  pardon,  your  honour  ! 

Miie.  Pardon  !  there  is  no  forgiving  faults  of 
this  kind.  Jufl  fo  you  ferved  Harry  Hedlic  ; 
you  ftuck  into  his  bofoni  a  parcel  of  hyacinths, 
though  the  poor  fellow *s  face  is  as  pale  as  a 
primrofe. 

Crocus.  I  did  not  know 

Mite,  And  there,  at  the  opera,  the  poor  crea- 
ture fat  in  his  fide- box,  looking  like  one  of  the 
figures  in  the  glafs-cafes  in  Weftminfler-Abbey  ; 
dead  and  dreft  ! 

Crocus.  If  gentlemen  would  but  give  direc- 
tions, I  would  make  it  my  ftudy  to  fuit  'em. 

Mite,  But  that  your  curfed  climate  won't  let 
you.  Have  you  any  pinks  or  carnations  in 
bloom  ? 

Crocus.  They  are  not  in  feafon,  your  honour. 
Lillies  of  the  valley 

Mite.  I  hate  the  whole  tribe  !  What,  you  want 
to  drefs  me  up  like  a  corpfe  !  When  (hall  you 
have  any  rofe-buds  ? 

Crocus.  The  latter  end  of  the  month,  pleafe 
your  honour. 

Mite.  At  that  time  you  may  call. 

Crocus.  Your  honour  has  no  further  com- 
mands ? 

Mite.  None.  You  may  fend  nofegays  for  my 
chairmen,  as  ufual.  \_Exit.  Mrs,  Crocus.]  Piccard  ! 
Here,  take  that  garland  away  :  I  believe  the  wo- 
man thought  fhe  was  drefling  a  may-pole.  Make 
me  a  bouquet  with  the  artificial  flowers  I  brought 
from  Milan. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Would  your  honour  pleafe  to  fee  Ma- 
dam Match'em  ? 

Mitr: 
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Mite,  Introduce  her  this  inftant. 
Enter  Mrs.  Match'em. 

My  dear  Match'em  !    Well,  what   news  from 
Chcapfide  ? 

Match.  Bad  enough ;  very  near  a  total  defeat. 

Mite,  How  fo  ?  you  were  furnifhed  with  am- 
ple materials. 

Match,  But  not  of  the  right  kind,  pleafe  your 
honour.  I  have  had  but  little  intercourfe  with 
that  part  of  the  world  :  My  bufmefs  has  chiefly 
lain  on  this  fide  of  the  Bar ;  and  I  was  weak 
enough  to  think  both  cities  ahke. 

Mite.  And  arn't  they  ? 

Match,  No  two  nations  can  differ  fo  widely  ! 
Though  money  is  fuppofed  the  idol  of  merchants, 
their  wives  don't  agree  in  the  worihip. 

Mite.  In  that  article  I  thought  the  whole  world 
was  united. 

Match.  No ;  they  don't  know  what  to  do  with 
their  money  ;  a  Pantheon  fubfcription,  or  a  maf- 
querade  ticket,  is  more  negotiable  there  than  a 
note  from  the  Bank. 

Mite.  What  think  you  of  a  bracelet,  or  a  well- 
fancied  aigret  ? 

Match.  I  fhould  think  they  mull  make  their 
way. 

Mite.  I  have  fent  fome  rough  diamonds  to  be 
poliflied  in  Holland  ;  when  they  are  returned, 
I  will  equip  you,  Match'cm,  with  fome  of  thefe 
toys. 

Match.  Toys  ?  how  light  he  makes  of  thefe 
things  ! — Blefs  your  noble  and  generous  foul  !  I 
believe  for  a  trifle  more  I  could  have  obtained 
Lady  Lurcher  laft  night. 

Mite,  Indeed  ! 

Mat^h, 
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Match,  She  has  been  prelTed  a  good  deal  to 
difcharge  an  old  fcore,  long  due  to  a  knight 
from  the  North  ;  and  play-debts,  your  honour 
knows,  there  is  no  paying  in  part :  She  feemed 
deeply  diftreffed  ;  and  1  really  believe  another 
hundred  would  have  made  up  the  fum. 

Mite.  And  how  came  you  not  to  advance  it  ? 

Match,  I  did  not  chufe  to  exceed  my  com- 
miflion  ;  your  honour  knows  the  bill  was  only 
for  ^wt. 

Mite.  Ohj  you  fhould  have  immediately  made 
it  up ;  you  know  I  never  Hint  myfelf  in  thefe 
matters. 

Match.  Why,  had  I  been  in  cafh,  I  believe  I 
fhould  have  ventured,  your  honour.  If  your 
honour  approves,  I  have  thought  of  a  projed: 
that  will  fave  us  both  a  good  deal  of  trouble. 

Mite.  Communicate,  good  Mrs.  Match'em  ! 

Match.  That  I  may  not  pefter  you  with  appli- 
cations for  every  triflle  I  want,  fuppofe  you  were 
to  depofit  a  round  fum  in  my  hands. 

Mite,  What,  Match'em,  make  you  my  banker 
for  beauty  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Match.  Exadly,  your  honour.     Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Mite.  Faith,  Match'em,  a  very  good  conceit. 

Match.  You  may  depend  on  my  pundluality  in 
paying  your  drafts. 

Mite.  I  don't  harbour  the  leafb  doubt  of  your 
honour. 

Match,  Would  you  have  me  proceed  in  Patty 
Parrington's  bufmefs  ?  She  is  expeded  from  Bath 
in  a  week. 

Mite,  And  what  becomes  of  her  aunt  ? 

Match,  'that  Argus  is  to  be  left  in  the  country. 

Aliie,  You  had  better  fufpend  your  operations 

for 
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for  a  while.     Do  you  know,  Mrs.  Match'em, 
that  I  am  a-going  to  be  married  ? 

Match.  Married  !  your  honour's  pleafed  to  be 
pleafant :  That  day  I  hope  never  to  fee. 

Mite,  The  treaty  wants  nothing  but  her  friends* 
ratification ;  and  I  think  there  is  no  danger  of 
their  with-holding  that. 

Match.  Nay,  then,  the  matter  is  as  good  as 
concluded  :  1  was  always  in  dread  of  this  fatal 
flroke  ! 

Mite.  But,  Match'em,  why  ihould  you  be  fo 
averfe  to  the  meafure  ? 

Match.  Can  it  be  thought,  that  with  dry  eyes 
I  could  bear  the  lofs  of  fuch  a  friend  as  your  ho- 
nour ?  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  am  fure  I 
never  took  fuch  a  fancy  to  any  man  in  my  life. 

Mite.  Nay,  Match'em  1 

Match.  Something  fo  magnificent  and  princely 
in  all  you  fay  or  do,  that  a  body  has,  as  I  may 
fay,  a  pleafure  in  taking  pains  in  your  fervice. 

Mite.  Well,  but  pr'ythee,  child 

Match.  And  then,  when  one  has  brought  mat- 
ters to  bear,  no  after-reproaches,  no  grumblings 
from  parties,  fuch  general  fatisfadion  on  all  fides ! 
I  am  fure,  fince  the  death  of  my  hulband,  as 
honeft  a  man,  except  the  thing  he  died  for 

Mite,  How  came  that  about,  Mrs.  Match- 
'cm  ? 

Match.  Why,  Kit  was  rather  apt  to  be  carelefs, 
and  put  a  neighbour's  name  to  a  note  without 
(lopping  to  afic  his  confent. 

Mite.  Was  that  all  ? 

Match.  Nothing  elfe.  Since  that  day,  I  faw 
no  mortal  has  caught  my  eye  but  your  honour. 

Mite.  Really,  Match 'em  ! 

Match.  I  can't  fay,  neither,  it  was  the  charms 

of 
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of  your  perfon — though  they  are  fuch  as  any 
lady  might  like— but  it  was  the  beauties  of  your 
mind  that  made  an  imprefiion  upon  me. 

Mite.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  Match*em,  dry  up  your 
tears !  You  diftrefs  me !  Be  perfuaded  you  have 
nothing  to  fear. 

Match.  How! 

Mite.  Why,  you  don't  fuppofe  that  I  am 
prompted  to  this  projed  by  paflion  ? 

Match*  No  ? 

Mite.  Pho !  no ;  only  wanted  a  wife  to  com- 
plete my  eftablilhment ;  juft  to  adorn  the  head 
of  my  table. 

Match.  To  (tick  up  in  your  room,  like  any 
other  fine  piece  of  furniture  ? 

Mite.  Nothing  elfe  ;  as  an  antique  buft,  or  a 
pidture. 

Match.  That  alters  the  cafe. 

Mite.  Perhaps  I  fhall  be  confined  a  little  at 
firft ;  for  when  you  take  or  bury  a  wife,  decency 
requires  that  you  Ihould  keep  your  houfe  for  a 
week  :  After  that  time,  you  will  find  me,  dear 
Matchem,  all  that  you  can  wifh. 

Match.  Ah  \  that  is  more  than  your  honour  can 
tell.  I  have  known  fome  of  my  gentlemen,  be- 
fore marriage,  make  as  firm  and  good  refolutions 
not  to  have  the  lead  love  or  regard  for  their 
wives  ;  but  they  have  been  feduced  after  all,  and 
turned  out  the  poorefl  tame  family  fools ! 

Mite.  Indeed  ? 

Match.  Good  for  nothing  at  all. 

Mite.  That  ihall  not  be  my  cafe. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Your  honour's  levee  is  croud ed. 
Mite,  I  come.    Piccard,  give  me  my  coat ! — I 

have 
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have  had  fome  thoughts  of  founding  in  this  town 
a  feraglio  ;  they  are  of  fingular  ule  in  the  Indies: 
Do  you  think  I  could  bring  it  to  bear  ? 

Match.  Why,  a  cuftomer  of  mine  did  former- 
ly make  an  attempt ;  but  he  purfued  too  violent 
meafures  at  firft  j  wanted  to  confine  the  ladies 
againft  their  confent ;  and  that  too  in  a  country 
of  freedom. 

Mite,  Oh,  fy  !  How  the  beft  inflitutions  may 
fail,  for  want  of  a  man  proper  to  manage  ! 

Match.  But  your  honour  has  had  great  expe- 
rience. If  you  would  beflow  the  diredion  on 
me 

Mite.  Impollible,  Match'em  !  In  the  Eaft  wc 
never  confide  that  office  to  your  fex  or  com- 
plexion. I  had  fome  thoughts  of  importing 
three  blacks  from  Bengal,  who  have  been  pro- 
perly prepared  for  the  fervice;  but  I  fha'n't  ven- 
ture till  the  point  is  determined  whether  thofe 
creatures  are  to  be  confidered  as  mere  chattels, 
or  men.  [Exeunt, 

A  Saloen. 

Enter  Mayor,  Touchit,   Nathan,  Mofes,   ^c. 

Serv,  Walk  in,  gentlemen  !  his  honour  will 
be  prefendy  here. 

Touchit,  Do  you  fee,  Mr.  Mayor  ?  look  about 
you  !  here  are  noble  apartments  ! 

Mayor,  Very  fine,  very  curious,  indeed  !  But, 
after  all,  Mafler  Touchit,  I  am  not  fo  over-fond 
of  thefe  Nabobs  ;  for  my  part,  I  had  rather  fell 
myfelf  to  fomebody  elfe. 

Tcuchit,  And  why  lb,  Mr.  Mayor  ? 

Mayor,  I  don't  know — they  do  a  mortal  deal 
of  harm  in  the  country  ;  Why,  wherever  any  of 

them 
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them  fettles,  it  raifes  the  price  of  provifions  for 
thirty  miles  round.  People  rail  at  feafons  and 
crops ;  in  my  opinion,  it  is  all  along  with  them 
there  folks,  that  things  are  fo  fcarce. 

Touchit,  Why,  you  talk  like  a  fool  !  Suppofe 
they  have  mounted  the  beef  and  mutton  a  trifle; 
a'n't  we  obliged  to  them  too  for  raifmg  the  value 
of  boroughs  ?  You  flioukl  always  fet  one  againft 
t'other. 

Mayer,  That  indeed,  is  nothing  but  fair.  But 
how  comes  it  about  ?  and  where  do  thefe  here 
people  get  all  their  wealth  ? 

Tonchit.  The  way  is  plain  enough  ;  from  our 
fettlements  and  poffeffions  abroad. 

Mayor.  Oh,  may  be  fo.  I've  been  often  mind- 
ed to  alk  you  what  fort  of  things  them  there  fettle- 
pients  are ;  becaufe  why,  as  you  know,  I  have 
been  never  beyond  fea. 

Touchit.  Oh,  Mr.  Mayor,  I  will  explain  that 
in  a  moment :  Why,  here  are  a  body  of  mer- 
chants that  beg  to  be  admitted  as  frifends,  and 
take  polieffion  of  a  fmall  fpot  in  a  country,  and 
carry  on  a  beneficial  commerce  with  the  inoffenfive 
and  innocent  people,  to  which  they  kindly  give 
their  confent. 

Mayor.  Don't  you  think  now  that  is  very  civil 
of  them  ? 

Touchit,  Doubtlefs.  Upon  which,  Mr.  Mayor, 
we  cunningly  encroach,  and  fortify  by  little  and 
by  little,  till  at  length,  we  growing  too  flrong 
for  the  nativ&s,  we  turn  them  out  of  their  lands, 
and  take  polieffion  of  their  money  and  jewels. 

Mayor.  And  don't  you  think,  Mafter  Touchit, 
that  is  a  little  uncivil  in  us  ? 

Touchit,  Oh,  nothing  at  all:  Thefe  people  are 
but  a  little  better  than  Tartars  or  Turks. 

Mayor. 
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Mayor,  No,  no,  Mafler  Touchit;  juft  the 
reverfe ,  it  is  they  have  caught  the  Tartars  in  us. 

Tmchk,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  well  faid,  Mr.  Mayor- 
But  hufh !  here  comes  his  honour.  Fall  back  ! 

Enter  Sir  Matthew  Mite, 

Mite,  Oh,  Nathan !  are  you  there  r  You  have 
fplit  the  flock,  as  I  bid  you  ? 

Nathan,  I  vas  pundlually  obey  your  dire<5lions. 

Mite,  And  I  Ihall  be  in  no  danger  of  lofing 
my  lift  ? 

Nathan,  Dat  is  fafe,  your  honour;  we  have 
noting  to  fear. 

Mite,  Mofes  Mendoza !  You  will  take  care  to 
qualify  Peter  Pratewell  and  Counfellor  Quibble  ? 
I  fhall  want  fome  fpeakers  at  the  next  general 
Court. 

Mofes,  Pieafe  your  honour,  I  fhall  be  careful 
of  dat. 

Mite,  How  is  the  ftock  ? 

Mofes,  It  vas  got  up  the  end  of  the  veek. 

Mite,  Then  fell  out  till  you  fink  it  to  two  and  a 
half.  Has  my  advice  been  followed  for  burning 
the  tea  ? 

Mofes,  As  to  dat  matter,  I  vas  not  enquire  dat; 
I  believe  not. 

Mite,  So  that  commodity  will  foon  be  a  drug. 
The  Englifh  are  too  proud  to  profit  by  the  prac- 
tice of  others :  What  would  become  of  the  fpice 
trade;  if  the  Dutch  brought  their  whole  growth 
to  market  ? 

Mofes,  Dat  is  very  true.  Your  honour  has  no 
farder  commands  ? 

Mite,  None  at  prefent,  mafter  Mendoza. 

\^Exit  Mendoza, 

Nathan. 
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Nathan.  For  de  next  fettlement,  would  your 
honour  be  de  bull  or  de  bear  ? 

Mite.  I  fhall  fend  you  my  orders  to  Garraway's. 
Oh,  Nathan!  did  you  tell  that  man  in  Berkftiire, 
I  would  buy  his  eftate  ? 

Nathan,  Yes;  but  he  fay  he  has  no  mind,  no 
occafion  to  fell  it;  dat  the  eftate  belong  to  great 
many  faders  before  him. 

Mite,  Why,  the  man  muft  be  mad;  did  you 
tell  him  I  had  taken  a  fancy  to  the  fpot,  when  1 
was  but  a  boy  ? 

Nathan,  I  vas  tell  him  as  much. 

Mite,  And  that  all  the  time  I  was  in  India,  my 
mind  was  bent  upon  the  purchafe  ? 

Nathan,  I  vas  fay  fo. 

Mite,  And  now  I'm  come  home,  am  deter- 
mined to  buy  it  ? 

Nathan,  I  make  ufe  of  de  very  vords. 

Mite,  Well  then!  what  would  the  booby  be 
at? 

Nathan.  I  don't  know. 

Mite,  Give  the  fellow  four  times  the  value, 
and  bid  him  turn  out  in  a  month — [To  Touchit,^ 
May  I  prefume,  Sir,  to  afk  who  you  are,  and 
what  your  bulinefs  may  be? 

Touchit,  My  name.  Sir,  is  Touchit,  and  thefe 
gentlemen  fome  friends  and  neighbours  of  mine. 
We  are  ordered  by  the  Chriftian  Club,  of  the 
borough  of  Bribe'em,  to  wait  upon  your  honour, 
with  a  tender  of  the  nomination  of  our  two  mem- 
bers at  the  enfviing  ele<5lion. 

Mite,  Sir,  I  accept  their  offer  with  pleafure ; 
and  am  happy  to  find,  notwithftanding  all  that 
has  been  faid,  that  the  union  ftill  fubfifts  be- 
tween Bengal  and  the  ancient  corporation  of 
Bribe'em. 

Touchit. 
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Touchit,  And  if  they  ever  are  fevered,  I  can 
alTure  your  honour  the  Chriftian  Club  will  not  be 
to  blame.  Your  honour  underflands  me,  I  hope? 

Mite,  Perfeftly.  Nor  fhall  it,  I  promife  you, 
be  my  fault,  good  Mr.  Touchit.  But,  (you  will 
forgive  my  curiolity,  Sir!)  the  name  your  club 
has  adopted,  has  at  firft  a  whimfical  found ;  but 
you  had  your  reafons,  no  doubt. 

Touchit.  The  very  beft  in  the  world,  pleafc 
your  honour:  From  our  ftridt  union  and  bro- 
therly kindnefs,  we  hang  together:  like  the 
primitive  Chriftians  too,  we  have  all  things  in 
common. 

Mite,  In  common  1  I  don't  apprehend  you. 

Touchit.  Why,  pleafe  your  honour,  when  the 
bargan  is  ftruck,  and  the  depofit  is  made,  as  a 
proof  that  we  love  our  neighbours  as  well  as  our- 
felves,  we  fubmit  to  an  equal  partition ;  no  man 
has  a  larger  fliare  than  another. 

Mite.  A  moft  Chriftian-like  difpenfation  ? 

Touchit.  Yes ;  in  our  borough  all  is  unanimity 
now:  Formerly,  we  had  nothing  but  difcontents 
and  heart-burnings  among  us;  each  man  jealous 
and  afraid  that  his  neighbour  got  more  and  did 
better  than  him. 

Mite.  Indeed? 

Touchit.  Ay,  and  with  reafon  fometimes.  Why, 
I  remember,  at  the  eledion  fome  time  ago,  when 
I  took  up  my  freedom,  I  could  get  but  thirty 
guineas  for  a  new  pair  of  jack-boots;  whilfl  Tom 
Ramlkin  over  the  way  had  a  fifty-pound  note  for 
a  pair  of  walh-leather  breeches. 

Mite.  Very  partial,  indeed  ! 

Touchit.  So,  upon  the  whole,  we  thought  it  beft 
to  unite. 

Mite,  Oh,    much  the  beft.     Well,    Sir,   you 

may 
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may  afTure  your  principals  that  I  fliall  take  care 
properly  to  acknowledge  the  fervice  they  do  me. 

Touchit,  No  doubt,  no  doubt.  But — will  your 
honour  fbepa  little  this  way? — Though  no  quef- 
tion  can  be  made  of  your  honour's  keeping  your 
word,  yet  it  has  always  been  the  rule  with  our 
club  to  receive  the  proper  acknowledgment  before 
the  fervice  is  done. 

Mite,  Ay,  but,  Mr.  Touchit,  fuppofe  the 
fervice  fhould  never  be  done  ? 

Touchit.  What  then  muft  become  of  our  con- 
fciences  ?  We  are  Chriftians,  your  honour. 

Mite,  True;  but,  Mr.  Touchit,  you  remem- 
ber the  proverb  ? 

Touchit.  What  proverb,  your  honour? 

Mite,  There  are  two  bad  pay-mafters  j  thofe 
who  pay  before,  and  thofe  who  never  pay. 

Touchit,  True,  your  honour  j  but  our  club  has 
always  found,  that  thofe  who  don't  pay  before, 
are  fure  never  to  pay. 

Mite,  How !  impoflible !  the  man  who  breaks 
his  word  with  fuch  faithful  and  honefl  adherents, 
deferves  richly  a  halter.  Gentlemen,  in  my  opi- 
nion, he  deferves  to  be  hanged. 

Touchit,  Hufh  !  have  a  care  what  you  fay. 

Mite,  What  is  the  matter? 

Touchit.  You  fee  the  fat  man  that  is  behind; 
he  will  be  the  returning  officer  at  the  eleclion. 

Mite,  What  then  ? 

Touchit.  On  a  gibbet  at  the  end  of  our  town 
there  hangs  a  fmuggler,  for  robbing  the  cuflom- 
houfe. 

Mite.  Well? 

Touchit,  The  mayor's  own  brother,  your  ho- 
nour: Now,  perhaps,  he  may  ba  jealous  that  you 

meant 
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meant  to  throw  fome  refledion  on  him  or  his 
family. 

Mite,  Not  unlikely. — I  fay,  gentleman,  who- 
ever violates  his  promife  to  iuch  faithful  friends 
as  you  are,  in  my  poor  opinion,  deferves  to  be 
damned ! 

Touchlt.  That*s  right!  ftick  to  that}  for  tho* 
the  Chriftian  Club  may  have  fome  fears  of  the 
gallows,  they  don't  value  damnation  of  a  farthing. 
Mite,  Why  fhould  they,  as  it  may  be  fo  long 
before  any  thing  of  that  kind  may  happen,  you 
know  ? 

Touchit,  Good  1  good  again !  Your  honour 
takes  us  rightly,  I  fee:  I  make  no  doubt,  it  won't 
be  long  before  we  come  to  a  good  underflanding. 
Mite.  The  fooner  the  better,  good  mailer 
Touchit;  and,  therefore,  in  one  word,  pray  what 
are  your  terms  ? 

Touchit,  Do  you  mean  for  one,    or  would  your 
honour  bargain  for  both  ? 
Mite,  Both,  both. 

Touchit.  Why,  we  could  not  have  afforded  you 
one  under  three  thoufand  at  lead;  but  as  your 
honour,  as  I  may  fay,  has  a  mind  to  deal  in  the 
grofs,  we  ihall  charge  you  but  five  for  both. 

Mite,  Oh  fy !  above  the  market,  good  Mr. 
Touchit ! 

Touchit,  Dog-cheap;  neck-beef;  a  penny- 
loaf  for  a  halfpenny  !  Why,  we  had  partly- 
agreed  to  bring  in  Sir  Chriflopher  Quinze  and 
major  Match'em  for  the  very  fame  money;  but 
the  major  has  been  a  little  unlucky  at  Almack's, 
and  at  prefent  can*t  depofit  the  needful;  but  he 
fays,  however,  if  he  fhould  be  fuccefsful  at  the  next 
Newmarket  meeting,  he  will  faithfully  abide  by 

the 


40  THF.    NABOB. 

the  bargin  ;  But  the  turf,  your  honour  knows' 
is  but  an  uncertain  eftate,  and  fo  we  can*t  de- 
pend upon  him. 

Mite,  True.  Well.,  Sir,  as  I  may  foon  have 
occafion  for  all  the  friends  I  can  make,  I  fhall 
haggle  no  longer ;  I  accept  your  propofals  -:  In 
the  next  room  we  will  fettle  the  terms. 

Touchit,  Your  honour  will  always  find  the 
Chriftians  fteady  and  firm. — But,  won't  your 
honour  introduce  us  to  his  worfhip  whilft  we  arc 
here  ? 

Mite,  To  his  worfhip  ?  to  whom  ? 

Touchit.  To  the  gentleman  in  black. 

Mite,  Worfhip!  you  arc  mad^  Mr.  Touchit! 
That  is  a  flave  \  brought  from  the  Indies. 

Touchit.  Good  lack  !  may  befo !  I  did  not  know 
but  the  gentleman  might  belong  to  the  tribe, 
who,  we  are  told  by  the  papers,  conferred  thofe 
fplended  titles  upon  your  honour  in  India. 

Mite.  Well,  Mafter  Touchit,  what  then  } 

Touchit.  I  thought  it  not  unlikely,  but,  in  re- 
turn to  that  compliment,  your  honour  might 
chufe  to  make  one  of  the  family  member  for  the 
corporation  of  Bribe'em. 

Mite.  Why,  you  would  not  fubmit  to  accept 
of  a  Negro? 

Touchit.  Our  yrefent  members,  for  aught  we 
know,  may  be  of  the  fame  complexion,  your 
honour ;  for  we  have  never  fet  eyes  on  them  yet. 

Mite,  That's  flrange!  But,  after  all,  you  could 
not  think  of  eleding  a  black  ? 

Touchit.  That  makes  no  difference  to  us :  The 
Chriflian  Club  has  ever  been  perfuaded,  that  a 
good  candidate,  like  a  good  horfe,  can't  be  of  a 
bad  colour.  [Exit  with  friends. 

Enter 
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Enter  Thomas  Oldham  and  others. 

Mite,  [to  Oldham.'\,  What  is  your  bufinefs,  and 
name  ? 

Thomas,  Oldham, 

Mite,  The  brother  of  Sir  John  ?    I  have  heard 
of  you :  You  are,   if  I  miftake  not,  a  merchant? 
Thomas.  I  have  that  honour.  Sir  Matthew. 
Mite.  Urn  !    honour  1 — Well,  Sir ;   and  what 
are  your  commands  ? 

Thomas.  I  wait  on  you  in  the  name  of  my  bro- 
ther, with— — 

Mite.  An  anfwer  to  the  mefTage  I  fent  him. 
When  do  we  meet  to  finifh  the  matter?  It  muft 
be  tomorrow,  or  Sunday,  for  I  fhall  be  bufy 
next  week. 

Thomas.  Tomorrow? 

Mite,  Ay;  it  is  not  for  a  man  like  me  to  dan- 
gle and  court,  Mr.  Oldham. 

Thomas.  Why,    to  be  plain.    Sir  Matthew,  it 
would,  I  am  afraid,  be  but  loofing  your  time. 
Mite.  Sir? 

Thomas.  As  there  is  not  one  in  the  family  that 
feems  the  leaft  inclined  to  favour  your  wifh. 

Mite.  No?  ha,  ha,  ha!  that's  pleafant enough ! 
ha,  ha,  ha!  And  why  not? 

7homas.  They  are.  Sir  Matthew,  no  ftrangers 
to  your  great  power  and  wealth;  but  corrupt  as 
you  may  conceive  this  country  to  be,  there  are 
iliperior  fpirits  living,  who  would  difdain  an  al- 
liance with  grandeur  obtained  at  the  expence  of 
honour  and  virtue. 

Mite.  And  what  relation  has  this  fentimental 
declaration  to  me? 

Thomas.  My  intention.  Sir  Matthew  was  not  to 
offend ;  I  was  delired  to  wait  on  you  with  a  civil 
denial. 

Mtu. 
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Mite.  And  you  have  faithfully  difcharged  your 
commifTion. 

^  Thomas  Why,  Fm  a  man  of  plain  manners, 
Sir  Matthew ;  a  fupercilious  air,  orafneer,  won't 
prevent  me  from  fpeaking  my  thoughts. 

Mite,  Perfedly  right,  and  prodigioufly  pru- 
dent ! — Well,  Sir,  I  hope  it  won't  be  thought 
too  prefuming,  if  I  defire  to  hear  my  fentence 
proceed  from  the  mouth  of  the  father  and 
daughter. 

Thomas,  By  all  means  5  1  will  wait  on  you 
thither. 

Mite.  That  is  not  fo  convenient,  at  prefent. 
I  have  brought  from  Italy,  antiques,  fome  cu- 
rious remains,  which  are  to  be  depofited  in  the 
archives  of  this  country  :  The  Antiquarian  So- 
ciety have,  in  confequence,  chofenmeoneoftheir 
body^  and  this  is  the  hour  of  reception. 

Thomas,  We  fhall  fee  you  in  the  courfe  of  the 
day? 

Mite,  At  the  clofe  of  the  ceremony.  Perhaps, 
I  fnall  have  fomething  to  urge,  that  may  procure 
me  fome  favour  from  your  very  refpedlable 
family. — Piccard,  attend  Mr.  A — a — a  to  the 
door. 

Thomas.  I  guefs  your  defign.  \Exit, 

Mite,  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Servant, 

Stept  to  my  attorney  diredly,  bid  him  attend  me 
within  an  hour  at  Oldham's,  armed  with  all  the 
powers  I  gave  him.  [Exit  Servant. 

I  will  fee  if  I  can't  bend  to  my  will  this  flurdy 
race  of  infolent  beggars! — After  all,  riches  to  a 
man  who  knows  how  to  employ  them,  are  as 
ufeful  in  England  as  in  any  part  of  the  Eaft :  There 

thev 


THE    NABOB.  4j 

they  gain  us  thofe  ends  in  fpite  and  defiance  of 
law,  which,  with  a  proper  agent,  may  here  be 
obtained  under  the  pretence  and  colour  of  law. 

[Exit. 

ACT    III. 

The  Antiquarian  Society, 

Secretary, 

j^IR  Matthew  Mite,   preceded  by  his  prefents, 
will    attend    this   honourable    Society    this 
morning. 

1  Ant,  Is  he  apprifed  that  an  inauguration- 
fpeech  is  required,  in  which  he  is  to  exprefs  his 
love  of  vertu,  and  produce  proofs  of  his  antique 
erudition? 

Sec,  He  has  been  apprifed,  and  is  rightly  pre* 
pared. 

2  Ant,  Are  the  minutes  of  our  lafl  meeting 
fairly  recorded  and  entered  ? 

Sec,  They  are. 

1  Ant,  And  the  valuable  antiques  which  have 
happily  efcaped  the  depredations  of  time  ranged 
and  regiftered  rightly  ? 

Sec,  All  in  order. 

2  Ant,  As  there  are  new  acquifitions  to  the 
Society's  ftock,  I  think  it  is  right  that  the  mem- 
bers ihould  be  inflrud:ed  in  their  feveral  natures 
and  names. 

I  Ant.  By  all  means.    Read  the  lift! 
Sec,  "  Imprimis.    In  a  large  ^glafs-cafe,   and  in 
"  fine  prefervation,     the  toe  of  the  Hipper  of 

''  Cardinal 
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•«  Cardinal  Pandulpho,  with  which  he  kicked  the 
"  breech  of  King  John  atSwinflead- Abbey,  when 
*'  he  gave  him  abfolution  and  penance." 

2  Ant.  A  moil  noble  remains ! 

I  Ant.  An  excellent  aptidote  againft  the  pro- 
grefs  of  Popery,  as  it  proves  the  Pontiffs  infolent 
abufe  of  his  power! — Proceed. 

^ec.  "  A  pair  of  nut-crackers,  prefented  by 
"  Harry  the  Eighth  to  Anna  Bullen  the  eve  of 
^*  their  nuptials;  the  wood  fuppofed  to  be 
"  walnut." 

I  Ant,  .Which  proves,  that  before  the/eforma- 
tion  walnut-trees  were  planted  in  England. 

Bee,  "  The  cape  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  riding- 
**  hood,  which  flie  wore  on  a  folemn  feflival, 
*'  when  carried  behind  Burleigh  to  PauTs;  the 
"  cloth  undoubtedly  Kidderminfler." 

%  Ant,  A  moft  inftrudive  lelTon  to  us,  as  it 
proves  that  patriotic  princefs  wore  nothing  but 
the  manufadlures  of  England ! 

Sec.  "  A  cork-fcrew  prefented  by  Sir  John 
**  FalflafF  to  Harry  the  Fifth,  with  a  tobacco- 
"  ftopper  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's,  made  of  the 
*'  flern  of  the  fhip  in  which  he  firft  compafTed 
"  the  globe  ;  given  to  the  Society  by  a  clergy-- 
**  man  from  the  North-Riding  of  Yorkfliire." 

1  Ant.  A  rare  inftance  of  generofity,  as  they 
muft  have  both  been  of  fmgular  ufe  to  the  reve- 
rend donor  himfelf ! 

Sec,  *'  A  curious  collection,  in  regular  and 
*'  undoubted  fucceffion,  of  all  the  tickets  of 
"  Illington-Turnpike,  from  its  firft  inftitution 
**  to  the  twentieth  of  May." 

2  Ant,  Preferve  them  with  care,  as  they  may 
hereafter  ferve  to  illuftrate  that  part  of  the 
Englilli  Hiftory. 
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Se£,  "  A  wooden  medal  of  Shakefpeare,  made 
**  from  the  mulberry- tree  he  planted  himfelf;  with 
«'  a  Queen  Anne's  farthing ;  from  the  Manager  of 
*«  Drury-Lane  Playhoufe." 

I  Jnt,  Has  he  received  the  Society's  thanks  ? 

Sec,  They  are  fent. 

Enter  Beadle, 

Beadle.  Sir  Matthew  Mite  attends  at  the  door. 
I  Ant.  Let  him  be  admitted  diredly. 

Enter  Sir  Matthew  Mite,  preceded  hy  four  Blacks ;  firji 
Black  bearing  a  large  book ;  fecondy  a  green  chamber-pot ; 
third,  fome  lava  from  the  mountain  Veftivius ;  fourth^ 
a  box.  Sir  Matthew  takes  his  feat  \  Secretary  receives 
the  frjl  pre  fent  ^  and  reads  the  labeL 

Sec.  ''  Purchafed  of  the  Abbe  Montini  at 
"  Naples  for  five  hundred  pounds,  an  illegible 
"  manufcript  in  Latin,  containing  the  twelve 
"  books  of  Livy,  fuppofed  to  be  loft." 

Mte.  This  invaluable  treafure  was  very  near 
falling  into  the  hands  of  the  Pope,  who  defigned 
to  depofit  it  in  the  Vatican  Library,  and  I  refcued 
it  from  idolatrous  hands. 

I  /fnt.  A  pious,  learned)  and  laudable  pur- 
chafe  ! 

Sec.  [receives  the  fecohd  pnfenty  and  reads  the  laJpel.'j 
^'  A  farcophagus,  or  Roman  urn,  dug  frorti  the 
^*  temple  of  Concord." 

Mite.  Suppofed  to  have  held  the  duft  of  Marc* 
Antony's  coachman. 

Sec.  [receives  tl^e  third  prefent^  and  reads'^  "  A 
**  large  piece  of  the  lava,  thrown  from  the  Vefuvian 
"  volcano  at  the  laft  great  eruption." 

Mite,  By  a  chymical  analyfis,    it  will  be  eafy 

tp 
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to  diicover  the  conflitucnt  parts  of  this  mafs ; 
which,  by  properly  preparing  it,  will  make  it  no 
difficult  taik  to  propagate  burning  mountains  in 
England,  if  encouraged  by  premiums. 

2  Ant.  Which  it  will,  no  doubt  I 

Mite.  Gendemen!  Not  contented  with  col- 
lecting, for  the  ufe  of  my  country,  thefe  inefti- 
mables  relics,  with  a  large  catalogue  of  petri- 
fadtions,  bones,  beetles,  and  butterflies,  con- 
tained in  that  box,  [pointing  to  the  prefent  borne 
by  the  fourth  Black,']  I  have  like  wife  laboured  for 
the  advancement  of  national  knowledge:  For 
which  end,  permit  me  to  clear  up  fome  doubts 
relative  to  a  material  and  interefting  point  in  the 
Englifh  hiftory.  Let  others  toil  to  illumine  the 
dark  annals  of  Greece,  or  of  Rome;  my  fearches 
are  facred  only  to  the  fervice  of  Britain  1 

The  point  I  mean  to  clear  up,  is  an  error  crept 
into  the  life  of  that  illuftrious  magiftrate,  the 
great  Whittington,  and  his  no-lefs-eminent  Cat; 
And  in  this  difquifition  four  material  points  arc 
in  queftion. 

1  ft.  Did  Whittington  ever  exift  ? 

2d.  Was  Whittington  Lord-Mayor  of  Lon- 
don? 

3d.  Was  he  really  pofTefTed  of  a  Cat  ? 

4th.  Was  that  cat  the  fource  of  his  wealth  ? 

That  Whittington  lived,  no  doubt  can  be 
made;  that  he  was  Lord-Mayor  of  London,  is 
equally  true ;  but  as  to  his  Cat,  that,  gentle- 
men, is  the  gordian  knot  to  unite.  And  here, 
gentlemen,  be  it  permited  me  to  define  what  a 
Cat  is.  A  Cat  is  a  domeftic,  whifkered,  four- 
footed  animal,  whofe  employment  is  catching 
of  mice;  but  let  Pufs  have  been  ever  fo  fubtle, 
let  Puft  have  been  ever  fo  fuccefsful,    to  what 

could 
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could  Pufs's  captures  amount  ?  no  tanner  can 
curry  the  fkin  of  a  moufe,  no  family  make  a 
meal  of  the  meat  ;  confequently,  no  Cat  could 
give  Whittington  his  wealth.  From  whence 
then  does  this  error  proceed  ?  be  that  my  care  to 
point  out  ! 

The  commerce  this  worthy  merchant  carried 
on,  was  chiefly  confined  to  our  coafts ;  for  this 
purpofe,  he  conftrudled  a  VefTel,  which,  from  its 
agility  and  lightnefs,  he  aptly  chriftened  a  Cat. 
Nay,  to  this  our  day,  gentlemen,  all  our  coals 
from  Newcaftle  are  imported  in  nothing  but 
Cats.  From  thence  it  appears,  that  it  was  not 
the  whifkered,  four-footed,  moufe-killing  Cat, 
that  was  the  fource  of  the  magiftrate's  wealth, 
but  the  coafting,  failing,  coal-carrying  Cat ; 
that,  gentlemen,  was  Whittington's  Cat. 

1  Ant.  What  a  fund  of  learning  ! 

2  Ant.  Amazing  acutenefs  of  erudition  ! 

1  Jni,  Let  this  difcovery  be  made  pubhc  di- 
rectly. 

2  Ant.  And  the  author  mentioned  with  ho- 
nour. 

1  Ant.  I  make  no  doubt  but  the  city  of  Lon- 
don will  defire  him  to  fit  for  his  pidlure,  or  fend 
him  his  freedom  in  a  fifty-pound  box. 

2  Ant.  The  honour  done  their  firft  magiftrate 
richly  deferves  it. 

1  Ant.  Break  we  up  this  aflembly,  with  a  loud 
declaration,  that  Sir  Matthew  Mite  is  equally 
fkilied  in  arts  as  well  as  in  arms. 

2  Ant..  Tarn  Mer curio  quam  Marti.  \_Exe.  Ant. 
Mite.    Having  thus  difcharged  my  debt  to  the 

public,  I  muft  attend  to  my  private  affairs.  Will 
Rapine,  my  attorney,  attend  as  I  bid  him  ? 
!^'erv.  He  will  be  pu'ndual,  your  honour. 

Mite, 
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Mite.  Then  drive  to  Hanover-fquare. 
Putty  [without,']  I  will  come  in  ! 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  There's  a  little  fhabby  fellow  without, 
that  infifts  on  feeing  your  honour. 

Mite.  Why,  who  and  what  can  he  be  ? 

Serv.  He  calls  himfelf  Putty,-  and  fays  ht  went 
to  fchool  with  your  honour. 

Serv.  [within,']  His  honour  don't  know  you  ! 

Putty.  I  will  come  in  !  Not  know  me,  you 
oaf?  what  fhould  ail  him  ?  Why,  I  tell  you,  we 
were  bred  up  together  f ronv  boys.     Stand  by,  or 

rii 

Enter  Putty. 

Hey  !  yes,  it  is — no,  it  a'n't — yes,  it  is  Mat- 
thew Mite.— Lord  love  your  queer  face !  what 
a  figure  you  cut !  how  you  are  altered !  well,  had 
1  met  with  you  by  chance,  I  don't  think  I  (hould 
ever  have  known  you.  I  have  had  a  deuced  deal 
of  work  to  get  at  you. 

Mite.  This  is  a  lucky  encounter  1 

Putty.  There  is  a  little  fat  fellow,  that  opens 
the  door  at  your  houfe,  was  as  pert  as  a  'prentice 
juil  out  of  his  time  :  He  would  not  give  me  the 
leafl  inkling  about  you ;  and  I  fhould  have  re- 
turned to  Shoreditch  as  wife  as  I  came,  if  fome 
folks  who  are  gazing  at  the  fine  gilt  coach  in  the 
flreet,  hadn't  told  me  'twas  yours.  Well,  Maf- 
ter  Mite,  things  are  mainly  changed  fince  we 
were  boys  at  the  Blue-Coat  :  Who  could  have 
thought  that  you  would  have  got  fo  up  in  the 
world  ?  for  you  know  you  were  reckoned  a  dull 
one  at  fchool. 

Serv,  Friend,  do  you  know  who  you  talk  to  ? 

Putty^ 
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Putty,  Yes,  friend,  much  better  than  you  do. 
I  am  told  he  is  become  a  Knight,  and  a  Nabob; 
and  what  of  all  that  ?  For  your  Nabobs,  they 
are  but  a  kind  of  outlandilh  creatures,  that  won't 
pafs  current  with  us ;  and  as  to  knights,  we  have 
a  few  of  them  in  the  city,  whom  I  dare  fpeak  to 
without  doffing  my  hat.  So,  Mr.  Scrapetrencher, 
let's  have  no  more  of  your  jaw  ! — I  fay.  Mat, 
doesn't  remember  one  Eafter-Tuefday,  how  you 
tipt  the  barrow-woman  into  Fleet-ditch,  as  we 
were  going  about  with  the  hymns  ? 

Mite,  An  anecdote  that  does  me  infinite  ho- 
nour ! 

Putty,  How  all  the  folks  laughed  to  fee  how 
bolt  upright  (he  flood  on  her  head  in  the  mud  ! 
ha !  ha  !  ha  !  And  one  fifth  of  November,  I 
fhall  never  forget !  how  you  frightened  a  preach- 
ing methodifl  taylor,  by  throwing  a  cracker  into 
the  pulpit. 

Mite,  Another  pretty  exploit  1 

Putty,  At  every  bounce,  how  poor  Stitch  ca^ 
pered  and  jumped !  Ah  !  many's  the  merry  freak 
we  have  had  !  for  this  I  mufl  fay,  though  Mat 
w*as  but  bad  at  his  book,  for  mifchieSul  matters 
there  wasn't  a  more  ingenous  cuterer  lad  in  the 
fchool. 

Mite,  Yes ;  I  have  got  a  fine  reputation,  I  fee  ! 

Putty,  Well,  but  Mat  !  what,  be'fl  dumb  ? 
why  doesn't  fpeak  to  a  fchool -fellow  f 

Mite,  That  at  prefent  is  more  than  Til  own. — 
I  fancy,  Mr.  A — a — a,  you  have  made  fome 
miflake. 

Putty,  Some  miflake  ? 

Mite.  I  don't  recoiled  that  I  ever  had  the  ho- 
nour to  know  you. 

Putty ^  What,  don't  you  remember  Phil  Putty  ! 

Mite. 
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Mite.    No. 

Putty,  That  was  'prentice  to  Mafler  Gibfon, 
the  glazier  in  Shoreditch  ? 

Mite.  No. 

Putty,  That  at  the  Blue-Coat-Hofpital  has 
often  faved  your  bacon  by  owning  your  pranks  ? 

Mite.  No. 

Putty.  No  !  What,  then,  mayhap  you  ben't 
Mat  Mite,  fon  of  old  John  and  Margery  Mite, 
at  the  Sow  and  Saufage  in  St.  Mary  Axe,  that 
took  the  tarts  from  the  man  in  Pye-corner,  and 
was  fent  beyond  fea,  for  fear  worfe  fhould  come 
on  it  ? 

Mite.  You  fee,  Mr.  Putty,  the  glaziei ,  if  that 
is  your  name  and  profefTion,  you  are  entirely  out 
in  this  matter ;  fo  you  need  not  repeat  your  vi- 
lits  to  me.  Exit, 

Putty.  Now  here's  a  pretty  purfe- proud  fon  a 

a who,  forfooth,  becaufe  he  is  grown  great 

by  robbing  the  heathens,  won't  own  an  old 
friend  and  acquaintance,  and  one  too  of  the  li- 
very belide  !  Dammee,  the  great  Turk  himfelf 
need  not  be  alliamed  to  fhake  hands  with  a  citi- 
zen !  ^'  Mr.  Putty  the  glazier!"  well,  what  a 
pox  am  I  the  better  for  you  ?  Til  be  fworn  our 
company  has  made  more  money  by  a  {ingle 
eledtion  at  Brentford,  than  by  all  his  exploits  put 
together.  [Exit. 

Sir  'John  Oldham's  houfe. 

Enter  Mr,  Thomas  Oldham^  followed  by  a  Servant. 

Thomas.  Sir  Matthew  Mite  is  not  come  ? 
Serv,  No,   Sir. 
Thomas.  Is  Tom  here  ? 

Serv.  Mr.  Oldham  is,  I  believe,  with  Mifs  in 
the  parlour. 

Thomas, 
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Thomas,  Let  him  know  I  would  fee  him. 
VExit  ServJ]  Poor  boy  !  Nay,  I  fincerely  grieve 
for  them  both  !  this  difappointment,  Hke  an  un- 
timely froft,  will  hang  heavy  on  their  tender 
years  :  To  conquer  the  firft  and  fined  feelings 
of  nature  is  an  arduous  tafk ! 

Enter  Toung  Oldha?n, 

So,  Tom  !  flill  attached  to  this  fpot,  I  perceive  ? 

T,  Old,  Sir,  I  arrived  but  the  inftant  before 
you. 

Thomas,  Nay,  child,  I  don't  blame  you.  You 
are  no  ftranger  to  the  almoft-invincible  bars  that 
oppofe  your  views  on  my  niece ;  it  would  be 
therefore  prudent,  inflead  of  indulging,  to  wean 
yourfelf  by  degrees, 

T,  Old,  Are  there  no  hopes,  then.  Sir,  of  fub- 
duing  my  aunt  ? 

Thomas.  I  fee  none  :  Nay,  perhaps,  as  mat- 
ters now  ftand,  a  compliance  may  be  out  of  her 
power. 

T.  Old,  How  is  that  pofTible,  Sir  ?  out  of  her 
power  ? 

Thomas.  I  won't  anticipate  :  Misfortunes  come 
too  foon  of  themfelves :  a  fhort  time  will  exolain 
what  I  mean. 

T.  Old,  You  alarm  me !  Would  you  conde- 
fcend  to  inllrucl  me,  1  hope,  Sir,  1  Ihall  have 
difcrerion  enough 

Thomas.  It  would  anfwer  no  end.  I  would 
have  you  both  prepare  for  the  worfl: :  See  your 
coulhi  again  ;  and  remember,  this,  perhaps,  may 
be  the  laft  time  of  your  meeting. 

r.  Old.  The  laft  of  our 

Thomas.  But  Sophy  is  here.  I  mud  go  in  tj 
Sir  John.  [Oldham  hwi  low  io  Sophy  and  retires. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sophy, 

Sophy.  Sir !  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  r 
My  uncle  Oldham  avoids  me !  you  feem  fliocked ! 
no  additional  misfortune,  I  hope  ? 

T,  Old.  My  father  has  threatened  me,  in  ob- 
fcure  terms,  1  confcfs,  with  the  word  that  can 
happen. 

Sophy.   How  1 

T.  Old,  The  total,  nay,  perhaps,  immediate 
lofs  of  my  Sophy. 

Sophy,  From  what  caufe  ? 

T.  Old,  That,  in  tendernefs,  he  chofe  to  con- 
ceal. 

Sophy,  But  why  make  it  a  myftery  ?  have  you 
no  guefs  ? 

T.  Old,  Not  the  mofl:  diftant  conception.  My 
lady's  dillike  would  hardly  prompt  her  to  fuch 
violent  meafures.  I  can't  comprehend  how  this 
can  poffibly  be  ;  but  yet  my  father  has  too  firm, 
too  manly  a  mind,  to  encourage  or  harbour  vain 
fears. 

Sophy.  Here  they  come.  I  fuppofe  the  riddle 
will  foon  be  explained. 

Enter  Sir  John^   Lady^  and  Thomas  Oldham. 

L,  Old,  But  what  motive  could  he  have  for  de- 
manding this  whimfical  interview  ?  he  could  not 
doubt  your  credentials,  or  think  his  prefence 
could  be  grateful  to  us. 

Thomas.  1  have  delivered  my  mefTage. 

L.  Old,  Perhaps  he  depends  on  his  rhetorical 
powers :  1  hear  he  has  a  good  opinion  of  them. 
Stay,  Sophy  !  Sir  Matthew  Mite,  diftrufling 
the  melTage  we  begged  your  uncle  to  carry,  de- 
iires  to  have  it  confirmed  by  ourfelves ;  1  fancy, 

child. 
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child,  you  will  do  yourfelf  no  violence  in  fejed- 
ing  this  lover.  He  is  an  amiable  fwain,  I  con- 
fefs  I 

Sophy.  I  fliall  be  always  happy  in  obeying  your 
ladylhip's  orders. 

L.  Old,  Are  you  fure  of  that,  Sophy  ?  a  time 
may  foon  come  for  the  trial. 

Sir  John,  Well,  in  the  main,  I  am  glad  of  this 
meeting  ;  it  will  not  only  put  a  final  end  to  this 
bufinefs,  but  give  us  an  opportunity  of  difcufling 
other  matters,  my  dear. 

L.  Old,  Is  that  your  opinion,  Sir  John  ?  I 
fancy  he  will  not  be  very  fond  of  prolonging  his 
vifit. 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv,  Sir  Matthew  Mite  1 

L,  Old,  Shew  him  in  ! — Now,  Sir  John,  be 
on  your  guard ;  fupport  this  fcene  with  a  dignity 
that  becomes  one  of  your  birth  and — ^ — 

Sir  John,  Never  fear  my  dignity,  love.  I 
warrant  you  Til  give  him  as  good  as  he  brings. 

Enter  Sir  Matthew  Mite. 

Mite,  I  find  the  whole  tribe  is  convened. — I 
hope  I  am  not  an  intruder ;  but  I  confefs  the  ex- 
traordinary anfwer  I  received  from  the  mouth  of 
this  worthy  citizen,  to  a  melTage  conveyed  by 
my  fecretary,  induced  me  to  queftion  its  authen- 
ticity, unlefs  confirmed  by  yourfelves. 

L,  Old.  And  why  fhould  you  think  our  reply 
fo  very  extraordinary  ? 

Mite.  You  mufl  give  me  leave  to  fmile  at  that 
queftion. 

L,  Old,  A  very  decifive  anfwer^  I  own ! 

Mite. 
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Mite.  You  are,  Lady  Oldham,  a  woman  of 
the  world,  and  fuppofed  not  to  be  wanting  in 
fenfe. 

L,  Old.  Which  this  condud  of  mine  inclines 
you  to  doubt  ? 

Mite,  Why,  to  be  plain,  my  condition  and 
your  own  fituation  confidered,  prudence  might 
have  dilated  a  different  reply. 

L,  Old,  And  yet,  Sir  Matthew,  upon  the  ma- 
tured deliberation,  all  the  parties,  you  fee,  per- 
lift  in  giving  no  other. 

Mite,  Is  it  fo  ?  You  will  permit  me,  Lady 
Oldham,  to  defire  one  of  thofe  reafons  which 
influenced  this  auguft  aflembly  upon  the  occa- 
iion  ? 

L,  Old,  They  will,  I  dare  fay,  appear  but 
trifling  to  you. 

Mite,  Let  us  have  them,  however. 

L,  Old,  Firft,  we  think  it  right  to  have  a  little 
regard  to  her  happinefs,  as  fhe  is  indebted  for 
her  exiftence  to  us. 

Mite,  Which  you  think  fhe  rifques  in  a  union 
with  me  ?  \_Lady  Oldham  bows.]  And  why  fo  ?  I 
have  the  means  to  procure  her,  madam,  thofe 
enjoyments  with  which  your  fex  is  chiefly  de- 
lighted. 

L,  Old,  You  will.  Sir  Matthew,  pardon  my 
weaknefs ;  but  I  would  much  rather  Cj.:  my  child 
with  a  competence,  nay,  even  reduced  to  an  in- 
digent ftate,  than  voluptuoufly  rioting  in  plea- 
fures  that  derive  their  fource  from  the  ruin  of 
others. 

Mite,  Ruin !  what,  you,  I  find,  adopt  the  po- 
pular prejudice,  and  conclude  that  every  man 
that  is  rich  is  a  villain  ? 

L.  Old. 
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Z.  Old,  I  only  echo  the  voice  of  the  public. 
Befides,  I  would  wiih  my  daughter  a  more  folid 
eftablifliment  :  The  polTeffions  arifing  from 
plunder  very  rarely  are  permanent ;  we  every 
day  fee  what  has  been  treacheroully  and  rapa- 
ciou Qy  gained,  as  profufely  and  full  as  rapidly 
fquandered. 

Mite.  I  am  forry,  madam,  to  fee  one  of  your 
fafhion,  concur  in  the  common  cry  of  the  times; 
but  fuch  is  the  gratitude  of  this  country  to  thofe 
who  have  given  it  dominion  and  wealth. 

Thomas.  I  could  wifh  even  that  fad  was  well 
founded,  Sir  Matthew.  Your  riches  (which  per- 
haps too  are  only  ideal)  by  introducing  a  general 
fpirit  of  diffipation,  have  extinguifhed  labour  and 
induftry,  the  flow,  but  fure  fource  of  national 
wealth. 

Mite.  To  thefe  refinements  I  have  no  time  to 
reply.  By  one  of  your  ladyfliip's  hints  I  fhall 
profit  at  leaft  ;  I  fhall  be  a  httle  more  careful  of 
the  plunder  I  have  made.  Sir  John  Oldham, 
you  recoiled  a  fmall  fum  borrowed  by  you  ? 

Sir  John.   I  do. 

Mite.  The  obligations  for  which  are  in  my  pof- 
feflion  at  prefent. 

Sir  John.  I  underftand  as  much  by  your  letter. 

Mite.  As  I  find  there  is  an  end  of  our  treaty, 
it  would  be  right,  I  think,  to  difcharge  them 
direclly. 

Sir  John.  I  can't  fay  that  is  quite  fo  convenient; 
befides,  I  underftood  the  party  was  to  wait  till 
the  time  that  Jack  comes  of  age. 

Mite.  I  am  told  the  law  does  not  underftand 
what  is  not  clearly  expreffed.     Befides,  the  pro- 
bable event  of  your  death,  or  the  young  gentle- 
man's 
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man's  fhynefs  to  fulfil  the  agreement,  are  enough 
to  put  a  man  on  his  guard. 

Tho?nas,  Now  comes  on  the  ftorm. 

Mite,  And,  that  my  prudence  might  not  fuflfer 
in  that  lady's  opinion,  I  have  taken  fome  pre- 
cautions which  my  attorney  will  more  clearly  un- 
fold.— Mr.  Rapine  ! 

Enter  Rapine, 

You  will  explain  this  affair  to  Sir  John  :  I  am  a 
military  man,  and  quite  a  fhranger  to  your  legal 
manoeuvres. 

Rap,  By  command  of  my  client,  Sir  Matthew, 
I  have  iflued  here  a  couple  of  writs. 

Z.  Old,  Sir  John  ! 

Sir  John.  What? 

Rap,  By  one  of  which,  plaintiff  poffefles  the 
perfon,  by  t'other  goods  and  chattels,  of  Sir  John 
the  defendant. 

Mite,  A  definition  very  clear  and  concife ! 

L,  Oid,  Goods,  Sir  ?  what,  muft  I  be  turned 
out  of  my  houfe  ? 

Rap,  No,  madam  ;  you  may  ftay  here  till  we 
fell,  which  perhaps  mayn't  happen  thefe  two 
days.  We  muft,  indeed,  leave  a  few  of  our 
people,  juft  to  take  care  that  there  is  nothing 
embezzled. 

L,  Old,  A  fhort  refpite,  indeed  '  Tor  a  little 
time,  1  dare  fay,  my  brother  Oldham  will  afford 
us  protedion.  Come,  Sir  John,  nor  let  us  in- 
dulge that  monfter's  malice  with  a  longer  fight 
of  our  mifery. 

Rap,  You,  madam,  are  a  wife,  and  may  go 
where  you  pleafe ;  but  as  to  Sir  John 

L.  Old,  Well ! 

Rap. 
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Rap,  He  mud  not  ftir :  We  are  anfwerable 
for  the  pofTeffion  of  him. 

L.  Old,  Of  him  ?  a  prifoner  ?  then  indeed  is 
our  ruin  complete  ! 

Sophy,  Oh,  uncle  ! — You  have  been  pleafed^ 
Sir,  to  exprefs  an  aiFedlion  for  me  :  Is  it  poffible, 
Sir,  you  can  be  fo  cruel,  fo  unkind  to  my  pa- 
rents  

Mite,  They  are  unkind  to  themfelves. 

Sophy,  Let  me  plead  for  mercy  1  fufpend  but  a 
little  ! — My  uncle,  you,  Sir,  are  wealthy  too  1 — 
Indeed  we  are  honeft  !  you  will  not  run  the  leafl 
rifque. 

Mite,  There  is  a  condition,  Mifs,  in  which  you 
have  a  right  to  command. 

Sophy,  Sir ! 

Mite,  It  is  in  your  power,  and  that  of  your 
parents,  to  eftablilh  one  common  intereft  amongft 
us. 

L,  Old,  Never  !  After  rejeding,  with  the  con- 
tempt they  deferved,  the  firfl:  arrogant  offers  you 
made,  do  you  iuppofe  this  frefh  infult  will  gain 
us  ? 

Mite^  I  am  anfwered. — I  prefume,  Mr.  Rapine, 
there  is  no  longer  occafion  for  me  ? 

Sophy,  Stop,  Sir !  Mr.  Oldham  teaches  me 
what  I  (hould  do.  Can  I  fee  their  diftrefs  ? 
Heaven  knows  with  what  eagernefs  I  would  facri- 
fice  my  own  p^ace,  my  own  happinefs,  to  procure 
them  relief!  [_Kneeh  to  Sir  Matthew, 

Thomas.  Rife,  niece !  nor  hope  to  foften  that 
bread,  already  made  too  callous  by  crimes  !  I 
have  long  feen,  Sir,  what  your  malice  intended^ 
and  prepared  myfelf  to  baffle  its  purpofe.  I  am 
inftruded,  Sir,  in  the  amount  of  this  man*s  de- 
mands on  my  brother :  You  will  there  find  a 

fum 
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(urn  more  than  fufficient  to  pay  it. — And  now, 
my  dear  filler,  I  hope  you  will  pleafe  to  allow 
a  citizen  may  be  uieful  fometimes. 

Mite,  Mr.  Rapine,  is  this  manoeuvre  according 
to  law  ? 

Rap,  The  law,  Sir  Matthew,  always  fleeps 
when  fatisfadion  is  made. 

Mite,  Does  it  ?  Our  practice  is  different  in  the 
Mayor's  Court  at  Calcutta. — I  (hall  now  make 
my  bow ;  and  leave  this  family,  whom  I  wifhed 
to  make  happy  in  fpite  of  themfelves,  foon  to 
regret  the  fatal  lofs  fuftained  by  their  obftinate 
folly. 

Thomas.  Nor  can  it  be  long  before  the  wifdoni 
of  their  choice  will  appear ;  as  by  partaking  of 
the  fpoil,  they  might  have  been  involved  in  that 
vengeance,  which  foon  or  late  can't  fail  to  fall 
on  the  head  of  the  author  :  And,  Sir,  notwith- 
{landing  your  feeming  fecurity,  perhaps  the  hour 
of  retribution  is  near ! 

Mite.  You  muft,  Mafter  Oldham,  give  me 
leave  to  laugh  at  your  prophetic  effufion.  This 
is  not  Sparta,  nor  are  thefe  the  chafte  times  of 
the  Roman  republic  :  Now-a-days,  riches  pof- 
fefs  at  leaft  one  magical  power,  that,  being  right- 
ly difpenfed,  they  clofely  conceal  the  fourcc 
from  whence  they  proceeded  :  That  wifdom,  I 
hope  never  to  want. — I  am  the  obfequious  fer- 
vant  of  this  refpedable  family  \  Adieu  ! — Come 
along,  Rapine  1  \_Exit,  with  Rapine. 

L,  Old.  Brother,  what  words  can  I  ufe,  or  how 
can  we  thank  you  as  we  ought  ?  Sir  John  !  So* 
phy  1 

Thomas,  i  am  doubly  paid.  Lady  Oldham,  in 
fupplying  the  wants  of  my  friends,  and  defeat- 
ing the  defigns  of  a   villain.     As  to  the  mere 

m/^ney. 


THE    NABOB.  ^9 

money,  we  citizens  indeed  are  odd  kind  of  folks, 
and  always  expe<fl  good  fecurity  for  what  we  ad- 
vance. 

L.  Old.  Sir  John's  perfon,  his  fortune,  every — 

Thomas.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  upon  this  occalion  we 
will  not  be  troubled  with  land  :  If  you,  lifter, 
will  place  as  a  pledge  my  fair  coufin  in  the  hands 
of  my  Ton 

L.  Old.  I  freely  refign  her  difpofal  to  you. 

Sir  John.   And  I. 

Thomas.  Then  be  happy,  my  children  !  And 
as  to  my  young  coufms  within,  I  hope  we  fhali 
be  able  to  fettle  them  without  Sir  Matthew's  af- 
fiftance  :  For,  however  praifeworthy  the  fpirit  of 
adventure  may  be,  whoever  keeps  his  poft,  and 
does  his  duty  at  home,  will  be  found  to  render 
his  country  beft  fervice  at  laft  !  [_Exeunt. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 


ibOME  copies  of  fpurioiis  imprcllions  of  the 
Cozeners  and  the  Maid  of  Bath,  having  been 
printed  and  circulated  before  the  application  to 
the  Court  of  Chancery  for  an  injundion,  it  has 
been  thought  advifable,  in  vindication  of  the 
property  of  the  Editor,  as  well  as  in  jufiice  to  the 
deceafed  Author,  immediately  to  cornmit  to  the 
prefs  genuine  editions  of  the  two  dramatic  pieces 
above-mentioned,  together  with  this  Comedy, 
which  had  beenalfo  without  authority  advertifed 
for  publication* 

On  infpcclion  of  the  fpurious  imprefTions,  it 
appears,  that  all  the  errors  of  carelefs  and  igno- 
rant tranfcribers  are  there  religioufly  preferveds 
and  all  the  additions  and  improvements,  made  by 
the  facetious  Writer,  are  omitted.  Many  in- 
flances  of  this  will  occur  on  perufal  of  thofe 
Comedies,  and  particularly  the  Cozeners;  in 
which,  befides  the  reftoration  of  fcveral  pafiages 
always  fpoken  on  the  flage,  the  Reader  will  find 
a  whole  fccne,  at  the  end* of  the  Firll  Aft,  and 
another,  ftill  more  entertaining  and  popular,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  Third;  both  which  were 
wholly  wanting  in  the  fpurior-s  imprellions. 

Unauthorized  publications  are  not  only  always 
detrimental  to  private  property,  but  commonly 
prove  injurious  to  the  publick:  for  the  copies, 
beingobtained  by  clandeftine  and  indiredl  means, 
are,  tor  the  moft  part,  as  has  happened  in  the 
prefcnt  inftancc,  incorrect  and  impcrfed. 
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ACT        I. 
A    ROOM. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Maxwell  and  Margaret. 
Sir  Thomas, 

WH  Y,  the  woman  is  mad  !  thefe  curfed 
news-paper  patriots  have  fhatter'd  her 
brains !  nothing  lefs  than  a  fenator  of  feven  years 
Handing  can  conceive  what  ihe  means. 

Marg,  Why,  Sir  Thomas,  my  converfation  is 
neither  deficient  in  order,  preciiion,  or  dignity. 

Sir  Tho,  Dignity  !  and  what  occafion  for  dig- 
nity in  the  common  concerns  of  my  houfe?  why 
the  deuce  can't  you  converfe  like  the  refl;  of  the 
world  ?  If  you  want  money  to  pay  off  my  bills, 
you  move  me  for  further  fupplies  ;  if  1  turn  away 
a  fervant,  you  condemn  me  forfo  often  changing 
my  miniftry ;  and  bccaufe  I  lock  up  my  daugh- 
ter, to  prevent  her  eloping  with  the  paltry  clerk 
of  a  pitiful  trader,  it  is  forfooth  an  invafion  of  the 
Bill  of  Rights,  and  a  mortal  (tap  to  the  great 
Charter  of  Liberty. 

Marg,  As  Serjeant  Second'em  faid  in  the  de- 
bate on  the  corn  bill,  **  Then  why  don't  you  chufe 
*^  better  ground,  brother,  and  learn  to  enlarge 
<*  your  bottom  a  little  ?  Confider,  you  mult  draw 
"  the  line  of  liberty  fomewhere ;  for  if  thefe  rights 
«  belong" 

Sir  Tho.  Mercy  on  us ! 

Marcr. 
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Mnr^.  But  indeed,  my  dear  brother,  you  are 
got  quite  oat  of  your  depth  :  Woman,  i  tell  you, 
is  a  microcofm,  and  rightly  to  rule  her  requires 
as  great  talents,  as  to  govern  a  (lace.  And  what 
fays  the  Aphorifm  of  Cardinal  Polignac?  **  If 
'<  you  would  not  have  a  perfon  deceive  you,  be 
*'  careful  not  to  let  him  know  you  miiUuft  him  I" 
and  fo  of  your  daughter. 

Sir  Tho.  Mrs.  Margaret  Maxwell,  beftow  your 
advice  where  it  is  wanted !  Out  of  my  depth  1  a 
likely  ftory  indeed,  that  1,  who  am  fixed  here  in 
a  national  truft,  appointed  guardian  of  the  Eng- 
li(h  interefh  at  the  court  of  Madrid,  (liould  not 
know  how  to  manage  a  girl  I 

Marg,  And  pray,  Mr.  Conful,  what  informa- 
tion will  your  Itation  afford  you?  1  don't  deny 
your  knowledge  in  export  and  import,  nor  doubt 
your  flvill  in  the  difference  between  wet  and  dry 
goods;  you  m.ay  weigh  with  exadinefs  the  bal- 
lance  of  trade,  or  exphvin  the  true  fpirit  of  atreaty 
of  commerce;  the  larface,  the  mere  Ikimrnings 
of  the  political  pot  1 

Sir  Tho.   Mighty  well  \ 

Alarg.  But  had  you,  with  me,  traced  things  to 
their  original  fource ;  had  you  difcover'd  all  focial 
fubordination  to  arife  from  original  compad;; 
had  you  read  Machiavel,  Montefquieu,  Locke, 
Bacon,  Hobbes,  Harrington,  Hume;  had  you 
fliudied  the  political  teflaments  of  Alberoni  and 
Cardinal  Richlieu 

Sir  Tho.  Mercy  on  us ! 

Marg.  Had  you  analized  the  Pragmatick  Sanc- 
tion, and  the  family-compad;  ;  had  you  toil'd 
thro'  the  laborious  page  of  the  Vinerian  profeffor, 
or  efiimated  the  prevailing  manners  with  the 
Vicar  of  Newcaftle ;  in  a  word,,  had  yon  read 

Amicus 
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Amicus  upon  Taxation,  and  Inimicus  upon  Re- 
prefcntation,  you  would  have  known— 

Sir  The.  What? 

Marg,  That,  in  fpite  of  the  frippery  French 
Salick  laws,  woman  is  ,^a  free  agent,  a  noun 
fubftantive  entity,  and,  when  treated  with  con- 
fidence  

Sir  Tho.  Why,  perhaps,  fhe  may  not  abufe  it : 
But  ftill,  my  fage  fifter,  it  is  but  a  perhaps  ;  now 
my  method  is  certain,  infallible  ^  by  confining 
her,  I  can't  be  deceived. 

Marg.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  right  have  you 
to  confine  her?  look  in  your  PuffendorfFl  tho' 
born  in  Spain,  (he  is  a  native  of  England  ;  her 
birth- right  is  liberty — a  better  patrimonial  eflate 
than  any  of  your  defpotic  countries  could  give 
her. 

Sir  Thd.  Zooks,  you  would  tire  the  patience 
of  Job  1  Pray  anfwer  me  this ;  is  Harriet  my 
daughter  ? 

Marg.  What  then?  for  that  incftimable  bleffing 
Ihe  is  not  beholden  to  you ;  nor  can  you,  tho'  a 
father,  with  reafon,  juftice,  or  law,  take  it  from 
her. 

Sir  Tho.  Why,  Margaret,  you  forget  where  you 
are  !  This,  child,  is  the  town  of  Madrid  ;  you  are 
amongft  a  fage,  fteady  people,  who  know  and 
revere  the  natural  rights  of  a  parent. 

Marg,  Natural  rights!  Can  a  right  to  tyrannize 
be  founded  in  nature? 

Sir  Tho,  Look'ee,  Margaret!  you  are  but  lofing 
your  time;  for  unlefs  you  can  prevail  on  Count 
Wall,  or  the  prefident  of  Caftille,  to  grant  you  a 
Habeas,  why  Harriet  fliall  flay  where  fhe  is. 

Marg,  Ay,  ay,  you  know  where  you  are;  but, 
if  my  niece  will  take  my  advice,  the  jullice  that 

is 
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is  denied  to  her  here,  fhe  will  inftantly  feek  for 
elfewhere. 

Sir  Tho,  Elfewhere?  hark  you,  fifter  !  is  it  thus 
you  anfwer  my  purpofe  in  bringing  you  hither  ?  I 
hoped  to  have  my  daughter's  principles  form'd  by 
your  prudence  ;  her  condud  direded  by  your  ex- 
perience and  wifdom. 

Marg.  The  preliminary  is  categorically  true. 

Sir  Tho,  Then  why  don't  you  abide  by  the  treaty  ? 

Marg,  Yes ;  you  have  given  me  powerful  motives. 

Sir  Tho.  But  another  word,  madam  :  as  1  don't 
chufe  that  Harriet  fliould  imbibe  any  more  of 
your  romantic  republican  notions,  I  fhall  take  it 
as  a  great  favour  if  you  would  prepare  to  quit 
this  country  with  the  firft  opportunity. 

Marg,  You  need  not  have  remvoniirated ;  a 
petition  would  have  anfwered  your  purpofe :  I 
did  intend  to  withdraw,  and  without  taking  leave; 
nor  will  I  refide  on  a  fpot  where  the  great  charter 
of  my  fex  is  hourly  invaded  1  No,  Sir  Thomas^  I 
fhall  return  to  the  land  of  liberty  I  but  there  ex- 
pert to  have  your  defpotic  dealings  properly  and 
publicly  handled. 

Sir  Tho.  What,  you  defign  to  turn  author  ? 

Marg,  There's  no  occalion  for  that;  liberty  has 
already  a  champion  in  one  of  my  fex :  The  fame 
pen  that  has  dared  to  fcourge  the  arbitrary 
adions  of  fome  of  our  monarchs,  Ihall  do  equal 
juftice  to  the  opprelTive  power  of  parents  ! 

Sir  Tho.  With  all  my  heart. 

Marg.  I  may,  perhaps,  be  too  late  to  get  you 
into  the  hiflorical  text ;  but,  I  promlf-  vou,  you 
fliall  be  foundly  fwinged  in  the  marginal  note. 

Ente.  a  Servant^  who  whifpcrs  Sir  Thomas, 

Sir  Tho.  What !  now  ? 
S^rv.  This  inilant. 

Sir 
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Sir  Tho.  How  did  he  get  in  ? 

Serv,  By  a  ladder  of  ropes,  dropt,  I  fuppofe,  by 
Mifs  Harriet  from  the  balcony. 

SirTho.  That  way,  I  reckon,  he  thinks  to  retreat; 
but  I  {h^fll  prevent  hinn  ?  Here,  Dick,  do  you  and 
Ralph  run  into  the  ftreet,  and  front  the  houfe  with 
a  couple  of  carbines;  bid  James  bring  my  toledo; 
and  let  the  red  of  the  fellows  follow  my  fteps ! 

Marg.  Hey-day!  what  can  be  the  meaning 
of  this  civil  commotion  ? 

Sir  Tho.  Nothing  extraordinary;  only  the 
natural  confequence  of  fome  of  your  falutary 
fuggeftions. 

Alarg,  Mine,  Sir  Thomas? 

Sir  Tho.  Yes,  yours,  fifler  Margaret ! 

Marg.  I  don't  underhand  you. 

Sir  Tho.  Oh,  nothing  but  Harriet  making  ufe 
of  her  great  natural  charter  of  liberty,  by  letting 
young  Invoice,  Abraham  Indigo's  clerk,  by  the 
means  of  a  ladder  of  ropes,  into  her  chamber. 

Marg.  I  am  not  furprized. 

Sir  Tho.  Nor  I  neither. 

iVJarg.  The  indant  your  fufpicions  gave  her  a 
guard,  I  told  her  the  ad  was  tantamount  to  art 
open  declaration  of  war,  and  fandified  every  ftra- 
tagem. 

SirTho.  You  did?  mighty  well,  madam!  I 
hope  then,  for  once,  you  will  approve  my  pro- 
ceedings ;  the  law  of  nations  fliall  be  flridly  ob- 
ferved  ;  you  (hall  fee  how  a  fpy  ought  to  be  treat- 
ed, who  is  caught  in  the  enemy's  camp  ! 

Enter  Servant  with  the  toledo. 
Oh,  here's  my  truily  toledo.     Come,  follow  your 
leader  !  [_Exit  with  Servants, 

Marg.  Oh,  Sir,  I  (liall  purfue,  and  reconnoitre 
your  motions;  and  tho'  no  cartel  is  fettled  be- 

tween^ 
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tween  you,    take    care   how    you   infringe   the 
jus  gentium,  \^Exit  Marg, 

Another  chamber .     Harriet  and  Invoice  dtfcovered, 

Har.  Are  you  fure  you  were  not  obferved  ? 

Inv.  I  believe  not. 

Har,  Well,  Mr,  Invoice,  you  can,  I  think,  now 
"^o  longer  doubt  of  my  kindncfs;  tho*,  let  me  tell 
you,  you  are  a  good  deal  indebted  for  this  early 
proof  of  it,  to  my  father's  feverity. 

Inv,  I  am  forry,  madam,  an  event,  fo  happy  for 
me,  fliould  proceed  from  fo  unlucky  a  caufe  :  But 
are  there  no  hopes  that  Sir  Thomas  may  be 
foftened  in  time? 

Har,  None :  He  is,  both  from  nature  and 
habit,  inflexibly  obftinate.  This  too  is  his  fa- 
vourite foible ;  no  German  baron  was  ever  more 
attached  to  the  genealogical  laws  of  alliance 
than  he:  Marry  his  daughter  to  a  perfon  in 
trade?  no!  Put  his  prefent  favourite  out  of  the 
queftion,  he  can  never  be  brought  to  fubmit  to  it. 

hiv.  Dear  Mifs  Harriet,  then  why  will  you 
heiitate  ?  there  can  be  no  other  alternative  ;  you 
mult  either  fubmit  to  marry  the  count,  or  by 
flight  efcape  from  the 

Har,  No,  Mr.  Invoice,  not  till  the  lad  necefiity 
drives  me.  Befldes,  where  can  we  go?  how  fub- 
iift  ?  who  will  receive  us  ? 

Inv.  The  world  is  all  before  us  where  to  ehufe ; 
and,  as  wc  fly  from  oppreflion.  Providence  our  guide, 

Har.  The  world,  Mr.  Invoice,  is  but  a  cold 
kind  of  common ;  and,  as  to  Providence,  let 
us  firft  be  fure  we  deferve  its  protedion. — — 
[^A  noife  without  J]  Blefs  me !  don't  I  hear  fome 
buftle  below  ? 

Inv.  Madam  I 
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Har.  Hulh  !  my  father,  as  I  live!  I  fear,  Mr. 
Invoice,  yoii  are  difcovered. 

Inv.  No,  furely  ! 

Sir  Tho.  [ivithout.']  Have  you  fecured  all  the 
pofls? 

Serv.   [without.^  All,  Sir, 

Sir  Tho,  Both  the  front  and  the  rear  ? 

Serv,   Both. 

Har.  Loft,  pad  redemption  1 

Sir  Tho.  Then  advance  1  now  let  us  unharbour 
the  rafcal ! 

Har,  What  can  we  do? 

Sir  Tho.  Come,  madam,  open  your  doors  1 

Har,  The  balcony,  quick,  Mr.  Invoice,  the 
balcony  I 

Sir  Tho.  Unlock,  Mrs.  Minx  !  your  minion  is 
difcovered. 

Inv.  A  couple  of  fellows  Hand  below,  with  their 
pieces  pointed  diredly  againft  it. 

Sir  Tho.  What,  then,  you  will  compel  us  to 
batter? 

Har.  The  whole  houfe  is  furrounded  1  how 
can  you  efcape  ? 

Inv.  Where  will  this  window  conducfi:  us  ? 

Har.  To  the  leads  that  join  our  houfe  to  the 
chymid's. 

Inv.  To  the  leads?  it  is  but  a  ftep ;  there  is 
no  danger. 

Har.  Then  inllantly  fly  1  you  have  every  thing 
to  fear  from  my  father. 

Sir  Tho.  John,  fetch  the  mattock  and  crow  1 

Inv.  And  leave  my  Harriet  behind  me  ? 

Har.  Secure  yourfelf,  and  abandon  mc  to  my 
fate. 

Inv.  No,  madam,  that  I  will  never  doj  I'll  dare 
your  father's  utmoit  refentment, 

Sir 
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Sir  Tho.  Where  is  that  rafcal  loircring? 
Har.  Then  you  are  lod ! 
/««/.  Would  my  Harriet  accompany  my  flight — 
Har    c,an  you  defire  it? 

Inv,  I  do,  1  do;  my  dearefl:  angel,  I  do! 
By  all  that's  facred,  your  honour  (hall  be  as  fe- 
cure  with  me  as  in  the  cell  of  a  Hunt ! 

Har,  Bjt  cbarader,  decency,  prudence 

Inv,  The  occafion,  the  danger,  all  juftify — 

Sir  Tho,  Oh,  what,  you  are  come  at  la(l. 

Inv.  Determine,  my  life!  You  have  but  a 
moment — 

Har,  Should  you,  Mr.  Invoice,  deceive  me — ■ 

Inv.  When  I  do,  may  my  laft  hope  deceive 
me  ! 

Har,  It  is  a  bold,  a  dangerous  flep ! 

Inv.  Fear  nothing,  my  love! 

Advances  to  the  window ^   and  gets  out. 

Sir  Tho,  Drive  at  the  pannel. 

Marg.  ^without.]  I  enter  my  proteft! 

Sir  Tho.  And  I  will  enter  the  room! 

Jnv.  Now  leap ;  all  is  fafe. 

Harriet  gets  out  at  the  window. 
Sir  Thomas,  adieu  1 

Sir  Tho.  Wrench  open  the  lock  1 

Marg,  Ay,  do,  at  your  peril ! 

Sir  Tho,  Down  with  the  door ! 

Marg.  Then  you  fhall  all  be  fwingingly  foufcd. 
Produce  your  authority. 

Sir  Tho,  Mine! 

Marg.  You  have  none ;  not  fo  much  as  the 
fandion  of  a  general  warrant. 

Sir  Tho.  What,  then,  I  fee  I  mufl  do  it  myfelf; 
There  it  goes !  Pretty  law  indeed,  to  lock  a  man 
out  of  his  own  houfe! 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Thomas,   Margaret^  and  Servants, 

Now,  Mrs.— Heyday  I  what  are  become  of  the 
parties?  vanifhed  ? 

Marg.  Deceived  by  your  fpies!  no  uncommon 
thing,  brother,  for  a  blundering  general. 

SirTho.  You  are  fure  ycvu  faw  him  come  in? 

Serv,  Certain,  Sir  Thomas. 

Sir  Tho,  Then  I  warrant  we  will  ferret  them 

out.    Come,  lads !  let  not  a  corner  efcape  you  I 

^Exe9nt  Sir  Tho.  and  Servants, 

Marg,  I  fhall  wait  on  your  motions,  and  bring 
up  the  rear.  \_Extt, 

Scene  changes  to  the  ChymiJVs, 

Enter  Invoice  and  Harriet^  through  the  fajh, 

Inv,  Safely  landed,  however. 

Har,  Are  you  fure  you  are  not  purfued  ? 

hiv.  Not  a  foul:  Never  fear!  they  will  hardly 
venture  this  road. 

Har,  What  a  ftephave  you  induced  me  to 
take!  to  what  diftrefs  and  difficulties  have  I  ex- 
pofed  myfelf ! 

^v,  Banifh  your  fears,  and  let  us  look  forward, 
my  love. 

Har,  Nay,  I  have  gone  too  far  to  retreat* 
Well,  Sir,  what  is  next  to  be  done  ? 

Inv,  The  Spaniards  are  naturally  generous; 
perhaps,  upon  hearing  our  ftory,  the  owner  of 
the  houfe  may  lend  his  afliftance.  This,  1  fup- 
pofe,  is  the  Laboratory,  and  this  door  leads  to  the 
Ihop. 

Devil  \_in  a  botile,~\  Heigh-ho ! 

Har,  Who  is  that? 

Inv,  That!  where? 

Har.  Did  not  you  hear  a  voice  ? 

Inv- 
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Inv,  None.    Fancy,  my  love;  only  your  fears^ 

Devil.  Heigh  ho  1 

Har.  There  asain  ! 

Inv,  I  hear  it  now. — Who  is  there? 

Devil.  Me. 

1/iv.  Me?  he  fpeaks  Enghfhl  Who  and  where 
are  you  ? 

Devil.  Here  in  this  bottle;  where  I  have  been 
cork'd  up  tor  thefe  fix  months. 

Inv.  Cork'd  up  in  a  bottle !  I  never  heard  of 
fuch  a  thing  in  m.y  life,  unlefs,  indeed,  in  the  Hay- 
market  once. — Cork'd  up  in  a  bottle,  d'ye  fay? 

DeviL  Ay ;  by  the  mafter  of  this  houfe,  a 
magician. 

Inv.  A  magician !  Why  then  you  are  a  fpirit, 
I  fuppofe. 

DeviL  You  are  right ;  1  am  the  Devil. 

Har.   Mercy  on  us  ! 

Devil.  Don't  be  terrified,  Mifs :  You  remem- 
ber the  old  proverb,  "  The  Devil  is  not  fo  black 
**  as  he  is  painted." 

Inv.  Well,  but  Sir— 

DeviL  A  truce  to  your  queftions,  my  good  Sir, 
for  the  prefent ! — Conlider,  ramm'd  up  in  this 
narrow  compafs,  I  can't  be  much  at  m^y  eafe  j 
now  if  you  will  but  break  the  buule  before  you 
on  the  floor 

Har.  For  heaven's  fake,  Mr.  Invoice,  take 
care  what  you  do. 

Devil.  Why,  my  pretty  Mifs,  what  rifque  do 
you  run  ?  your  affairs  can  hardly  be  changed 
for  the  worfe. 

Har.  That's  true,  indeed! 

DeviL  Believe  me,  Mifs,  as  matters  Hand,  we 
can  be  of  mutual  ufe :  Your  lover  may  deliver  me 

from 
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from  prifon,  and  I  can  prevent  you  both  from  go- 
ing into  confinement. 

Inv,  What  fays  my  Harriet  ?  fhall  I  rely  on 
the  gentleman's  word  ? 

Devii,  Do,  madam!  I  am  a  Devil  of  honour. 
Belidcs,  you  have  but  a  little  time  to  coniider  ; 
in  kfs  than  five  minutes,  you  vvili  have  the  Con- 
fui  and  all  his  crew  in  the  houfe. 

Inv.  Nay,  then— Pray  which  is  the  bottle  ? 

Devil.  That  in  the  middle,  right  before  you. 

hv.  There  it  goes ! 

^He  breaks  the  bottle,  and  Devi!  rife s  cut 
of  it.      ^bunder. 

Har.  Oh,  what  a 

Devil.  I  am  not  furprized,  Mifs,  that  you  are  a 
little  (liocked  at  my  figure  :  I  could  havealTumed 
a  much  more  agreeable  form ;  but  as  we  are  to  be 
a  little  better  acquainted,  I  thought  it  bed  to 
quit  all  difguife  and  pretence  ;  therefore,  madam, 
you  fee  me  jufi:  as  I  am. 

Ha7\  I  am  fure.  Sir,  you  are  ve — ve — very 
agreeable. 

D^vil.  Yo  — yo — you  are  pleafed  to  compliment, 
madam. — Come,  anfvverme  fincerely  ;  am  I  fuch 
a  being  as  you  expecled  to  fee  ? 

Har.  Really,  Sir,  I  can  hardly  fay  what  I  ex- 
pedled  to  fee. 

Devil.  I  own  it  is  a  puzzling  queflion;  at  lead, 
if  the  world  does  us  juftice  in  the  contradiclory 
qualities  they  are  pleafed  to  afix)rd  us. 

Inv.  You  will  forgive  me,  if  I  don't  underdand 
you. 

Devil.  Why,  for  all  their  fuperlative'  epithets, 
you  cannot  but  fee  how  much  men  are  beholden 
to  us ;  by  our  means  it  is  that  you  meafure  the 
extent  both  of  your  virtues  and  vices. 
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Inv.    As  how  ? 

Devil.  As  thus :  In  defcribing  your  friends, 
or  your  foes,  they  are  devilijb  rich,  deviUJh  poor, 
deviliJJj  ugly,  deviliflj  handfome;  now  and  then, 
indeed,  to  vary  the  mode  of  converling,  you  make 
a  little  free  with  our  condition  and  country,  as, 
hellijh  dull,  damn'd  clever,  helliJJj  cold;  Pfha! 
how  damnd  hot  it  is  ! 

Inv.  True,  Sir,  but  I  confider  this  as  a  rhetori- 
cal figure,  a  manner  of  fpeaking  devifed  and 
pradlifed  by  dulnefs,  to  conceal  the  lack  of  ideas, 
and  the  want  of  exprefTions. 

Devil.  Partly  that,  I  confefs  :^  Not  but  there  is 
fome  truth  in  the  cafe ;  for  at  different  times  we 
have  the  power,  and  do  afflime  the  various  forms, 
you  aflign  us. 

Inv.  We?  I  obferve  you  always  make  ufe  of 
the  plural;  is  that,  Sir,  by  way  of  diftindion, 
or,  is  your  family  pretty  large  and  extenlive  ? 

Devil.  Multitudinous  as  the  fands  on  the  beach, 
or  the  moats  in  a  fun  beam :  How  the  deuce  elfe 
do  you  think  we  could  do  all  the  bufmefs  below? 
Why,  there's  fcarce  an  individual  amongft  you, 
at  leaft  of  any  rank  or  importance,  but  has  five 
or  fix  of  us  in  his  train. 

Inv,  Indeed ! 

Devil.  A  little  before  I  got  rammed  in  that 
phial,  I  had  been  for  fome  time  on  very  hard 
duty  in  this  part  of  the  world. 

Inv.  Of  what  kind? 

Devil  The  Daemon  of  Power  and  I  had  long 
laid  fiege  to  a  fubjed,  the  man  a  grandee ;  1  was 
then  a  popular  fpirit,  and  wore  the  mafk  of  a 
patriot;  at  different  times,  we  poiTelTed  him  by 
turns ;  but,  in  the  midft  of  a  violent  ftrugglc 
(by  which  means  I  got  lame  on  this  leg,  and  ob- 
tained 
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rained  the  nick-name  of  the  Devil  Upon  Sticks), 
the  Dasmon  of  Vanity,  a  low  under- Wrapper 
amongfl:  us,  held  over  his  head  a  circle  of  gold, 
with  five  knobs  on  the  top,  and,  whew!  flew 
away  with  our  prize  in  an  inflant. 

Inv,  Under- 11  rapper  !  what,  are  there  different 
ranks  and  orders  amongfl  you? 

DeviL  Without  doubt. 

Inv.  And  pray.  Sir — I  hope,  no  offence ; 
but  I  would  iiot  be  wanting  in  proper  refped — 
are  you,  when  at  home,  of  condition  ?  or  how 
muft  I 

Devil,  You  mean,  am  I  a  Devil  of  falhion> 
or  one  of  the  bafe  born? 

Inv.  I   do. 

DeviL  I  have  no  reafon  to  be  aihamed  of  my 
family. 

Inv.  I  don't  doubt  it.  You  will  forgive  me, 
if  I  make  a  miftake:  Perhaps,  my  lord  Lucifer. 

DeviL  Who? 

Inv,  Lord  Lucifer. 

DeviL  Lord  Lucifer?  how  little  you  know 
of  our  folks !  Lucifer  a  lord!  Why,  that's  the 
meanefl  rafcal  amongft  us. 

Inv.  Indeed ! 

DeviL  Oh,  a  paltry  mechanic !  the  very 
genius  of  jobbing !  a  mere  Bull  and  Bear 
booby ;  the  patron  of  lame  ducks,  brokers, 
and  fraudulent  bankrupts. 

Inv.  You  amaze  me  !  I  vow  I  always  thought 
him  a  principal  agent. 

DeviL  He  !  Not  at  all.  The  fellow,  indeed, 
gave  himfelf  fome  airs  of  importance,  upon 
following  the  camp,  and  having  the  Contractors 
and  Commiifaries  under  his  care;  but  that  affair, 
you  know,  clofed  with  the  war. 

Inv, 
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Itiv.  What,  then,  are  they  now  entirely  out  of 
his  hands  ? 

Devil,  Yes ;  quite  out  of  his:  He  only  fuggcft- 
ed  their  cent,  per  cent,  fqueezings,  and  prompted 
the  various  modes  of  extortion  and  rapine  :  But, 
in  his  room,  they  have  fix  or  feven  Daemons 
a-piece,  to  dircd:  the  diflipation  of  their  ill-gotten 
wealth. 

Inv.  Indeed ! 

Devil.  Poor  Lucifer,  it  is  all  over  with  him  ! 
if  it  were  not  for  the  fluctuation  of  India,  an 
occafional  lottery,  or  a  conteHed  eledion,  the 
Alley  would  be  empty,  and  Lucifer  have  as 
little  to  do  as  a  pickpocket  when  the  playhoufes 
are  fhut. 

Inv,  Perhaps,  Sir,  then  your  name  may  be 
Belzebub? 

Devil,  He  ?  worfe  and  worfe !  Not  a  devil  that 
has  the  lead  regard  to  his  characler  would  chufe 
to  be  feen  in  his  company:  Befides,  it  is  the  moft 
petulant,  wafpifh,  quarrelfotne  cur — But  no  won- 
der; he  is  the  imp  of  chicane,  and  protects  the 
rotten  part  of  the  law. 

hv.  Then  he,  at  leafl",  has  employment  enough. 

Devil,  Yes,  during  the  Term,  he  has  a  good 
deal  to  do:  He  is  the  parent  of  quibbles,  the 
guardian  of  pettifoggers,  bad  bail,  and  of  bailiffs: 
the  fupporter  of  alibi's  the  fource  of  fham  pleas, 
the  maker  and  finder  of  laws,  the  patron  of 
perjury,  and  a  fworn  foe  to  all  trials  by  jury! 
Not  long  ago,  though,  my  gentleman  was  put  to 
his  fhifts. 

Inv.  How  was  that? 

Devil.  The  law  had  laid  hold  of  an  old  friend 
of  his,  for  being  too  pofitive  as  to  a  matter  of 
fa6t  3  evidence,  evafion,  protradion,  pleas,  every 

art. 
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art,  was  employed  to  acquit  him,  that  the  moffc 
confummate  fkill  could  fuggefl;  but  all  to  no 
purpofe. 

Inv,  That  was  ftrange. 

Devil.  Beyond  all  belief;  he  could  have  hang'd 
a  dozen  innocent  people,  with  half  the  pains  that 
this  paltry  perjury  gave  him. 

Inv.  How  came  that  about  ? 

DeviL  Why — I  don't  know — he  had  unfor- 
tunately to  do  with  an  obftinate  magiftrate,  who 
bears  a  mortal  hatred  to  rogues,  and  whofe 
fagacity  could  not  be  deceived.  But,  however, 
tho'  he  was  not  able  to  fave  his  friend  from  the 
fhame  of  convi(5lion  (a  trifle,  which  he  indeed 
but  little  regarded),  yet  he  had  the  addrefs  to 
evade,  or  at  lead  defer,  the  time  of  his  punifh- 
ment. 

Jnv,  By  what  means? 
DevlL  ^y  finding  a  flaw. 

Inv.  A  flaw  !  what's  a  flaw  ? 

Devil,  A  legal  loop-hole,  that  the  lawyers 
leave  open  for  a  rogue  now  and  then  to  creep 
through,  that  the  game  mayn't  be  wholly  de- 
flroy'd. 

Inv,  Provident  fportfmen!  Would  it  not  be 
too  much  trouble  to  favour  me  with  this  par- 
ticular inftance  ? 

DeviL  Not  at  all.  Why,  Sir,  when  matters 
grew  defperate,  and  the  cafe  was  given  over 
for  lofl^,  little  Belzy  fl:arts  up  in  the  form  of  an  able 
praditioner,  and  humbly  conceived,  that  his 
client  could  not  be  convid:ed  upon  that  in- 
did:ment;  forafmuch  as  therein  he  was  charged 
with  forfwearing  himfelf  now;  whereas  it  clearly 
appeared,  by  the  evidence,  that  he  had  only  for- 
fworn  himfelf  then:    If,  indeed,  he  had  been 

indided 
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indi6lcd  generally,  for  committing  perjury  no%\} 
And  ihen^  proofs  might  be  produced  of  any  per- 
jury that  he  may  have  committed;  whereas,  by 
limiting  the  point  of  tim.e  to  the  nov::\  no  proofs 
could  be  admitted  as  to  the  then:  So  that,  with 
fubmifTion,  he  humbly  conceived,  his  client 
was  clearly  abfolved,  and  his  charader  as  fair 
and  as  fpotlefs  as  a  babe  that's  juft  born^  and 
immaculate  as  a  (beet  of  white  paper. 
Inv.  And  the  objedlion  was  good  ? 
Devil  Fatal;  there  was  no  getting  rid  of  th<? 
flaw, 

Inv.  And  the  gentleman 

DevU,  Walks  about  at  his  eafe ;  not  a  public 
place,  but  he  thrufts  his  petfon  full  in  your  face, 
Inv.  That  ought  not  to  be;  the  contempt  of 
the  Public,  that  necefTary  fupplement  to  the 
beft-digefted  body  of  laws,  fhould  in  thefc  cafes 
be  never  difpenfed  with. 

Devil  In  days  of  yorcj^  when  the  world  was 
but  young,  that  method  had  merit,  and  the 
fenfe  of  fhame  was  a  kind  of  a  curb;  but  knaves 
are  now  fo  numerous  and  wealthy,  they  can 
keep  one  another  in  countenance,  and  laugh 
at  the  reff  of  the  world. 

Inv     There    may  be   fomething    in    that - 

Well,  Sir,  I  have  twice  been  out  of  my  guefs  j 
will  you  give  me  leave  to  hazard  a  third  ?  Per- 
haps you  are  Belphegor,  or  Uriel  ? 

Devil  Neither.  They  too  are  but  diminutive 
devils:  The  firft  favours  the  petty,  pilf(^ring 
frauds  ;  he  may  be  traced  in  the  double  fcore 
and  foap'd  pot  of  the  publican,  the  allum  and 
chalk  of  the  baker,  in  the  fophifticated  mixtures 
of  the  brewers  of  wine  and  of  beer,  and  in  the 
falfe  meafures  and  weights  of  them  all. 

Inv^ 
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Inv.  And  Uriel } 

Devil.  He  is  the  Daemon  of  quacks  and  of 
mountebafiks ;  a  thriving  race  all  over  the 
world,  but  their  true  feat  of  eni^ire  is  England  : 
There,  a  fhort  fword,  a  tye,  and  a  noftrum,  a 
month's  advertifing,  with  a  (bower  of  handbills, 
never  fail  of  creating  a  fortune.  But  of  this 
tribe  I  forefee  I  fhall  have  occafion  to  fpeak 
hereafter. 

Inv.  Well,  but,  Sir-^ 

Devil.  Come,  Sir,  I  will  put  an  end  to  your 
pain;  for,  from  my  appearance,  it  is  impoffible 
you  (hould  ever  guefs  at  my  perfon.  —  Now, 
Mifs,  what  think  you  of  Cupid? 

Har.  You  f  you  Cupid  ?  you  the  gay  god  of 
love  ? 

Devil.  Yes;  me,  me,  Mifs! — What,  I  fup- 
pofe  you  expedled  the  quiver  at  my  back,  and 
the  bow  in  my  hand ;  the  purple  pinions,  and 
filletted  forehead,  with  the  blooming  graces  of 
youth  and  of  beauty. 

Har.  Why,  I  can't  but  fay  the  poets  had 
taught  me  to  expecfl  charms— — 

Devil.  That  never  exifted  but  in  the  fire  of 
their  fancy ;  all  ficftion  and  phrenzy  ! 

hiv.  Then,  perhaps.  Sir,  thefe  creative  gen-* 
tlemen  may  err  as  much  in  your  office,  as  it 
is  clear  they  have  miftaken  your  perfon. 

DcvU.  Why,  their  notions  of  me  are  but 
narrow.  It  is  true,  I  do  a  little  bulinefs  in  the 
amorous  way ;  but  my  dealings  are  of  a  dif- 
ferent kind  to  thofc  they  defcribe.  —  My  pro- 
vince lies  in  forming  conjundlions  abfurd  and 
prepofierous :  It  is  I  that  couple  boys  and 
beldames,  girls  and  greybeards,  together  ;  and 
when  you  fee  a  man  of  falhion  lock'd  in  legiti- 
mate 
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mate  wedlock  with  the  ftale  leavings  of  half  the 
fellows  in  town,  or  a  lady  of  fortune  fetting 
out  for  Edinburgh  in  a  poft-chaife  with  her 
footman,  you  may  always  fet  it  down  as  fome 
of  my  handyvvork.  But  this  is  but  an  incon- 
fiderable  branch  of  my  bufinefs. 

Inv,  Indeed  ! 

Devil.  The  feveral  arts  of,  the  draroa,  dancing, 
mufick,  and  painting,  owe  their  exiftence  to  me: 
I  am  the  father  of  fafhions,  the  inventor  of 
qui?itSy  irentey  quarayiiey  and  hazard ;  the  guar- 
dian of  gamefters,  the  genius  of  gluttony,  and 
the  author,  protedor,  and  patron  of  licentiouf- 
nefs,  lewdnefs,  and  luxury. 

Inv.  Your  department  is  large. 

Devil.  One  time  or  other  I  may  give  you  a 
more  minute  account  of  thefe  matters ;  at 
prefent  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lofe :  Should 
my  tyrant  return,  I  muft  exped:  to  be  again 
cork'd  up  in  a  bottle.  \Knocking.'\  And  hark  ! 
it  is  the  conful  that  knocks  at  the  door ;  there- 
fore be  quick  !  how  can  I  ferve  you  ? 

Inv,  You  are  no  ftranger.  Sir,  to  our  diftrefs : 
Here,  we  are  unproteded  and  friendlefs  ;  could 
your  art  convey  us  to  the  place  of  our  birth — 

Devil.  To  England  ? 

Inv.  If  you  pleafe. 

DeviL  Without  danger,  and  with  great  ex- 
pedition. Come  to  this  window,  and  lay  hold 
of  my  cloak. — I  have  often  relided  in  England  : 
At  prefent,  indeed,  there  are  but  few  of  our 
family  there;  every  feventh  year,  we  have  a 
general  difpenfation  for  refidence;  for  at  that 
time  the  inhabitants  themfelves  can  play  the 
devil  without  our  aid  or  alliftance. — Off  we  go ! 
flick  fall  CO  your  hold  1  \^hunder^  Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT    II. 

A    STREET    IN    LONDON. 
Enter  Devil-^  Invoice^  and  Harriet, 

Devil, 

WELL,  my  good  friends,  I  hope  you  arc 
not  difpleafcd  with  your  journey. 

Inv,  We  had  no  time  to  be  tired. 

Har,  No  vehicle  was  ever  fo  eafy. 

Devil,-  Then,  by  you  mortals  what  injuftice  is 
done  us,  when  every  crazy,  creaking,  jolting, 
jumbling  coach,  is  called  the  devil  of  a  carriage, 

Inv,  Very  true. 

Devil,  Oh,  amongfl:  you  we  are  horridly  ufed — 
Well,  Sir,  you  now  fee  I  am  a  Devil  of  honour, 
and  have  pundually  obeyed  your  commands : 
But  1  fha'n't  limit  my  gratitude  to  a  literal  com- 
pliance with  our  compadl ;  is  there  any  thing  elfc 
for  your  fervice? 

Inv,  Were  I  not  afraid  to  trefpafs  too  much 
on  your  time- 

Devil.  A  truce  to  your  compliments  !  Though 
they  are  the  common  change  of  the  world,  we 
know  of  what  bafe  metal  the  coin  is  compofed, 
and  have  cried  down  the  currency:  Speak  your 
wifhes  at  once. 

Inv.  England,  Sir,  is  our  country,  it  is  true; 
but  Mifs  Maxwell  being  born  abroad^  and  my 
leaving  it  young,  have  made  us  both  as  much 
Grangers  to  it  manners  and  cuftoms,  as  if  you  had 
fet  us  down  at  Ifaphan  or  Delhi :  Give  us,  then, 
fome  little  knowledge  of  the  people  with  whom 
we  are  to  live. 

Devil.  That  talk,  young  gentleman,  is  too  much 
even  for  the  Devil  himfelf  1  Where  liberty  reigns, 

and 
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and  property  is  pretty  equally  fpread,  indepen- 
dence and  pride  will  give  each  individual  a  pecu- 
liar and  feparate  charadler :  When  clafTed  in  pro- 
feflions,  indeed,  they  then  wear  fome  lingular 
marks  that  dillingufh  them  from  the  reft  of  their 
race ;  thefe  it  may  be  neceffary  for  you  to  know. 

Inv,  You  will  highly  oblige  me. 

Devil.  And  at  the  fame  time  that  I  am  fliewing 
you  perfons,  I  will  give  you  fome  little  light  into 
things.  Health  and  property  you  know  are  the 
two  important  objeds  of  human  attention  :  You 
fhall  firft  fee  their  ftate  and  iituation  in  London. 

Inv.  You  mean  the  practice  of  phyfickand  law? 

Devil.  I  do.  And  as  to  the  firft,  you  will  find 
it,  in  fome  of  the  profeftors,  a  fcience,  noble,  fa- 
lutary  and  liberal  -,  .in  others,  a  trade,  as  mean  as 
it  is  mercenary  ;  a  contemptible  combination  of 
dunces,  nurfes,  and  apothecaries :  But  you  have 
now  a  lucky  opportunity  of  knowing  more  in  an 
hour  of  the  great  improvements  in  this  branch  of 
civil  fociety,  than,  by  any  other  means,  feven  years 
could  have  taught  you. 

Inv.  Explain,  if  yoli  pleafe. 

Devil.  The  fpirit  of  Difcord  prevails :  The 
republic  of  tied  periwigs,  like  the  Romans  of 
old,  have  turned  their  arms  from  the  reft  of  man- 
kind, to  draw  their  fhort  fwords  on  themfelves. 

Inv,  But  how  came  this  about  ? 

Devil.  To  carry  on  the  metaphor,  you  muft 
know,  in  this  great  town,  there  are  two  corps  of 
thefe  troops,  equally  numerous,  and  equally  for- 
midable :  The  firft,  it  is  true,  aredifciplined,  and 
fight  under  a  general,  whom  they  chriften  a  Pre- 
fident:  Thefecond  contains  the  huftars,  and  pan- 
dours  of  phyftck ;  they  rarely  attacks  a  patient  to- 
gether; 
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gether :  not  but  the  latter  fiftgle-handed  can  do 
good  execution. 

Inv.  But  their  caufe  of  contention? 

D^vil.  Pride.  The  light  troops  arc  jealous  of 
fome  honours  the  others  poflefs  by  prefcription, 
and,  though,  but  a  militia,  think  they  have  right 
to  an  equal  rank  with  the  regulars. 

Inv,  Why,  this  in  time  may  ruin  their  flate. 

Devil.  True  ;  but  that  we  muft  prevent ;  it  is 
our  intereft  to  make  up  this  breach :  Akeady  we 
feel  the  fatal  effeds  of  their  feuds :  By  negleding 
their  patients,  the  weekly  bills  daily  decline,  and 
new  fubjeds  begin  to  grow  fcarce  in  our  realms. 

Inv.  This  does,  indeed,  claim  your  attention. 

Devil  We  purpofe  to  call  in  the  aid  of  the 
law ;  bleeding  the  purfe  is  as  effedual  for  damp- 
ing the  fpirit,  as  opening  a  vein  for  lowering  the 
pulfe:  The  Daemon  of  Litigation  has  already 
pofTefled  the  Licentiates;  I  muft  infufe  the  fame 
pailion  into  the  Prefident ;  and  I  warrant  you,  in 
two  or  three  terms,  with  two  or  three  trials,  all 
fides  will  be  heartily  tired.  But,  a-propos !  I  fee 
a  brace  of  apothecaries  coming  this  way ;  they 
feem  deep  in  debate :  Let  us  liften;  we  fhall  belt 
learn  from  them  the  prefent  pofture  of — Huih, 
hide ! — You  iGball  here  too  have  a  proof  what  a 
Proteus  I  am.  [They  retire. 

Enter  Julep  and  Jpozeniy  with  a  letter. 

Julep,  I  tell  you,  Apozem,  you  are  but  young 
in  the  bufinefs,  and  don't  forefee  how  much  wc 
(hall  be  all  hurt  in  the  end. 

Apo%em.  Well,  but  what  can  be  done,  Mr. 
Julep  ?  Here  Dr.  Hellebore  writes  me  word, 
that  they  threaten  a  fiege,  and  are  provided  with 

fire- 
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fire-arms :  Would  you  have  them  furrender  the 
College  at  once? 

Julep,  Fire-arms?  If  they  are  mad  enough  not 
to  know  that  the  pen  is  the  dodor's  beft  piftol, 
why,  let  them  proceed  I 

jpozem.  But  are  we  to  (land  quietly  by,  and 
fee  the  very  feat  of  the  fcience  demolifhed  and 
torn? 

Julep,  And  with  what  arms  are  we  to  defend 
it?  where  are  our  cannon?  We  have  mortars 
indeed,  but  then  they  are  fit  to  hold  nothing  but 
peftles;  and,  as  to  our  fmall  arms,  of  what  ufe 
can  they  be  in  a  iiege  ?  they  are  made,  you  know, 
to  attack  only  the  rear. 

Jpozem,  Come,  come,  Mr.  Julep,  you  make 
too  light  of  thefe  matters :  To  have  the  lawful 
defcendants  from  Galen,  the  throne  of  Efculapius, 
overturned  by  a  parcel  of  Goths  1 

Julep,  Peace,  Apozem,  or  treat  your  betters 
with  proper  refpecSl !  What,  numfkull,  do  you 
think  all  phyficians  are  blockheads,  who  have 
not  wafhed  their  hands  in  the  Cam  or  the  Ifis  > 

Apozem,  Well,  but  I  hope  you  will  allow  that 
a  univerfity-dodlor 

Julep,  May,  for  aught  you  know,  be  a  dunce. 
Belides,  fool,  what  have  we  to  do  with  degrees  > 
The  dodor  that  dofes  beft  is  the  beft  doctor  for 
us.  You  talk  of  the  College ;  there  are  fome  of 
their  names,  I  am  fure,  that  I  never  defire  to  fee 
on  my  file. 

Apoxem.  Indeed! 

Julep,  Indeed  ?  no,  indeed.  Why,  there's  Dr. 
Diet,  that  makes  fuch  a  duft:  He  had  a  perfon 
of  faftiion,  a  patient  of  mine,  under  his  care 
t'other  day  ;  as  fine  a  flow  fever !  I  was  in  hopes 

of  half  making  my  fortune 

Apozem. 
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Apozem,  Yes,  I  love  a  flow  fever.  Was  it 
nervous  ? 

Julep,  Ay;  with  a  lovely  dejedlion  of  fpirits. 

Apozem,  That  was  delightful,  indeed!  I  look 
upon  the  nerves  and  the  bile  to  be  the  two  bed 
friends  we  have  to  our  back. — Well,  pray,  and 
how  did  it  anfwer? 

Julep,  Not  at  all ;  the  fcoundrel  let  him  flip 
through  my  hands  for  a  fong;  only  a  paltry  fix 
pounds  and  a  crown. 

Apozem,  Shameful  1 

Julep,  Infamous !  and  yet,  forfooth,  he  was  one 
of  your  College.  Well,  now  to  fliew  you  th< 
difference  in  men ;  but  the  very  week  after,  Dr 
Lindus,  from  Leyden,  run  me  up  a  bill  ofthirt; 
odd  pounds,  for  only  attending  Alderman  Soak- 
pot  fix  days  in  a  furfeit. 

Apoxem.  Ay,  that  was  doing  of  bufinefs. 

Julep,  Ah  1  that's  a  fweet  pretty  pradlitione', 
Apozem:  We  muft  all  do  our  utmofl:  to  puh 
him. 

Apozem,  Without  doubt.  But,  notwithftand- 
ing  all  that  you  fay,  Mr.  Julep,  there  are  fome  3f 
the  gentlemen  of  the  College,  that  I  know 

Julep,  Ah  1  as  fine  fellows  as  ever  fingered  a 
pulfe;  not  one  of  the  trade  will  deny  it. 

Apozem,  But,  amongfl:  all  now,  old  Nat  Nigic- 
fhade  is  the  man  for  my  money. 

Julep,  Yes;  Nat,  Nat  has  merit,  I  own;  but, 
pox  take  him  1  he  is  fo  devilifh  quick :  To  be 
lure,  he  has  a  very  pretty  fluent  pen  whilf:  it 
lafts ;  but  then  he  makes  fuch  difpatch,  that  jne 
has  hardly  time  to  fend  in  two  dozen  of  draugits. 

Apozem.  Yes  ;  the  dodlor  drives  on,  to  be  fire. 

Julep,  Drives  on !  If  I  am  at  all  free  in  the 
houfe  when  old  Nightfliade  is  fent  for,  as  a  pre 
paratory  dofe  I  always  recommend  an  attorr.ey. 

Aiozem. 
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Apozem.  An  attorney?  for  what  ? 

Julep.  To  make  the  patient's  will,  before  he 
fwallows  the  doctor's  prefcription. 

Apozem.  That  is  prudent. 

Julep,  Yes ;  I  generally  afterwards  get  iht 
thanks  of  the  family. 

Apoxem.  What,  Mr.  Julep,  for  the  attorney,  or 
the  phyfician?  ha,  ha! 

Julep,  Ha,  ha  I  you  are  arch,  little  Apozem  ; 
quite  a  wag,  I  profefs. 

Apoxe?n,  Why,  you  know,  brother  Julep,  thefe 
arefubjeds  upon  which  one  can  hardly  be  feriouSi 

Julep,  True,  true;  but  then  you  (hould  never 
laugh  loud  in  the  ftreet:  We  may  indulge,  in- 
deed, a  kind  of  fimpering  fmile  to  our  patients^ 
as  we  drive  by  in  our  chariots  ;  but  then  there  is 
I  decency,  not  to  fay  dignity,  that  becomes  the 
publick  demeanour  of  us,  who  belong  to  the 
uculty. 

ApGzem.  True.  And  yet  there  are  times  when 
me  can  hardly  forbear:  Why,  t'other  day  now 
]  had  like  to  have  burfl :  I  was  following  a  fune- 
nl  into  St.  George's — a  fweet  pretty  burying ; 
-velvet  pall,  hatband  and  gloves ;  and,  indeed, 
tke  widow  was  quite  handfome  in  all  things ;  paid 
rry  bill  the  next  week,  without  fconcing  off  fix- 
pence,  though  they  were  thought  to  have  lived 
happily  together — but,  as  1  was  faying,  as  we 
wtre  entering  the  church,  who  fhould  ftand  in 
the  porch  but  Kit  Cabbage  the  taylor,  with  a  new 
pair  of  breeches  under  his  arm:  The  fly  rogue 
mcde  me  a  bow,  "  Servant,  mafter  Apozem  1" 
fa)s  he;  "  what  you  are  carrying  home  your 
**  vork  too,  I  fee."  Did  your  ever  hear  fuch  a 
dog? 

Julep. 
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Julep.  Ay,  ay;  let  them,  let  them — But,  is  not 
that  Dr.  Squib  that  is  crolTmg  the  way? 

Jpozem.  Yes ;  you  may  fee  it  is  Squib,  by  his 
fhuffle.  What,  I  fuppofe  now  he  is  fcouring 
away  for  the  College. 

Julep.  Who?  Squib?  how  little  you  know  of 
him!  he  did  not  care  if  all  our  tribe  was  tipped 
into  the  Thames. 

Jpozem.      No  1 

Julep.  No.  Lord  help  you!  he  is  too  much 
taken  up  wqth  the  national  illnbfs,  to  attend  to 
particular  ails ;  Why,  he  would  quit  the  bed 
patient  in  town,  to  hunt  after  a  political'  fecret; 
and  would  rather  have  a  wMfper  from  a  great 
man  in  the  Court  of  Requefts,  than  five  hundred 
pounds  for  attending  him  in  a  chronical  cafe. 

Apozem.  Wonderful! — Who  cah  that  dirty  boy 
be  that  he  has  in  his  hand  ? 

^ulep.  One  of  his  fcouts,  I  fuppofe. — We 
(hall  fee. 

Re-enter  Devil,  as  Dr.  Squib,  and  Printer^  Devil, 

Squib.  And  you  are  fure  this  was  worked  off 
one  of  the  firft  ? 

Bo^.  Not  a  (iiTgle  one.  Sir,  has  been  fent  out  as 
yet. 

Squib.  That  is  daintily  done,  my  dear  devil  1 
Here,  child,  here's  fixpence.  When  your  matter 
gives  you  the  reft,  you  need  not  be  in  hafte  to  de- 
liver them,  but  ftep  into  the  firft  publick-houfe 
to  refrelh  you. 

Boy.  I  fhall,  Sir. 

Squib*  By  that  means,  I  fiiail  be  earlieft  to  treat 
two  or  three  great  men  that  I  know  with  the 
fight. 

Boy.  No  further  commands,  Sir? 

Squibb 
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Squib,  None,  child. — But,  d'ye  hear?  if  you 
can  at  any  time  get  me  the  rough  reading  of 
any  tart  political  manufcript,  before  it  goes  to 
the  prefs,  you  flia'n't  be  a  lofer. 

Boy,  I  ihall  try.  Sir. 

Squib,  That's  well  1  Mind  your  bufinefs,  and 
go  on  but  as  you  begin,  and  I  forefee  your  fortune 
is  made:  Come,  who  knows  but  in  a  little  time, 
if  you  are  a  good  boy,  you  may  get  yourfelf  com- 
mitted to  Newgate. 

Boy,  Ah,  Sir,  I  am  afraid  I  am  too  young. 

Squib,  Not  at  all:  I  have  feen  lads  in  limbo 
much  younger  than  you.  Come,  don't  be  faint- 
hearted; there  has  many  a  printer  been  raifed  to 
the  pillory  from  as  flender  beginnings. 

Boy,  That's  great  comfort  however.  Well,  Sir, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour.  [Exit. 

Squib,  Do,  do! — What,  Apozem  !  Julep!  well 
encountered,  my  lads !  You  are  a  couple  of  lucky 
rogues  !  Here,  here's  a  treat  for  a  prince;  fuch 
a  print,  boys!  juft  frefh  from  the  plate:  Feel  it; 
fo  wet  you  may  ring  it. 

Julep.  And  pray,  good  dodor,  what  is  the 
fubjedl? 

Squib,  Subjed?  Gad  take  me,  a  trimmer! 
this  will  make  fome  folks  that  we  know  look 
about  them:  Hey,  Julep,  don't  you  think  this 
will  (ling? 

Julep,  I  profefs  I  don't  underftand  it. 

Squib,  No?  Why,  zounds,  it  is  as  plain  as  a 
pikeflafF;  in  your  own  way  too,  you  blockhead ! 
Can't  you  fee?  Read,  read  the  title,  you  rogue! 
But,  perhaps  you  can't  without  fpeftacles.  Let 
me  fee;  ay,  "  The  State- Quacks ;  or,  Britannia 
*•  Dying:"  You  take  it? 

Julep.  Very  well. 

Squib. 
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Squib,  There  you  fee  her  (Iretched  along  on  a 
pallet ;  you  may  know  fhe  is  Britannia,  by  the 
Ihield  and  fpear  at  the  head  of  her  bed. 

Jpozem,  Very  plain ;  for  all  the  world  like  the 
wrong  fide  of  a  halfpenny! 

Squib.  Well  faid,  little  Apozem!  you  have 
difcernment,  I  fee.  Her  difeafe  is  a  lethargy ; 
you  fee  how  iick  fhe  is,  by  holding  her  hand  to 
her  head ;  don't  you  fee  that  ? 

Juiep.  I  do,  I  do. 

Squib.  Well  then,  look  at  that  figure  there  upon 
her  left-hand. 

Julep.  Which? 

Squib.  Why,  he  that  holds  a  draught  to  her 
mouth. 

Julep.  What,  the  man  with  the  phial  ? 

Squib.  Ay,  he !  he  with  the  phial :  That  is 
fuppofed  to  be — [^whifpers.']  offering  her  lauda- 
num, to  lull  her  fafter  afleep- 

Julep.  Laudanum  !  a  noble  medicine  when 
adminidered  properly:  I  remember  once,  in  a 
locked  jaw 

Squib.  Damn  your  lock'd  jaw  !  hold  your  prat- 
ing, you  puppy!  I  wifh  your  jaws  were  lock'd  I 
Pox  take  him,  I  have  forgot  what  1  was  going  to 
— Apozem,  where  did  I  leave  off? 

Jpozem.  You  left  off  at  fader  afleep. 

Squib.  True;  1  was  at  fader  afleep.  Well  then; 
you  fee  that  thin  figure  there,  with  the  meagre 
chaps;  he  with  the  draw  in  his  hand. 

Jpozem.  Very  plain. 

Squib.  He  is  fuppofed  to  be [whifpers^  You 

take  me  ? 

Julep,  Ay,  ay. 

Squib.  Who  rouzes  Britannia,  by  tickling  her 
nofe  with  that  draw ;  die  darts,  and  with  a  jerk — 

Ijiarting^ 
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[Jlarting^  jhikes  Julep.]  I  beg  pardon  I^-r-and  with 
a  jerk  knocks  the  bottle  of  laudanum  out  of  his 
hand;  and  fo,  by  that  there  means,  you  fee,  Bri- 
tannia is  deUvercd  from  death. 

Julep,  Ay,  ay. 

S^uii,  Hey!  you  fwallow  the  fatirc;  Pretty 
bitter,  I  think  ? 

Julep.  I  can't  fay  that  I  quite  underiland— that 
is — a — a — 

S^uib,  Not  underftand  ?  then  what  a  fool  am  I 
to  throw  away  my  time  on  a  dunce  !  I  fhall  mifs 
too  the  reading  a  new  pamphlet  in  Red-Lyon- 
Square;  and  at  fix  I  muft  be  at  Serjeant's-Inn, 
to  juftify  bail  for  a  couple  of  journeymen 
printers. 

Apozefn.  But,  Dr.  Squib,  you  feem  to  have  for- 
got the  cafe  of  the  College,  your  brethren. 

Squib,  I  have  no  time  to  attend  their  trifling 
fquabbles:  The  nation,  the  nation,  Mr.  Apozem, 
engrofTes  my  care.  The  College!  could  they  but 
get  me  a  ftiptic  to  Hop  the  bleeding  wounds  of 
my — it  is  there,  there,  that  I  feel !  Oh,  Julep, 
Apozem, 

Could  they  but  call  the  water  of  this  land. 
Purge  her  grofs  humours,  purify  her  blood. 
And  give  her  back  her  priftine  health  again, 
I  would  applaud  them  to  the  very  echo 
That  (hould  applaud  again  ! 

Jukp.  Indeed,  Dr.  Squib,  that  I  believe  is  out 
of  the  way  of  the  College. 

Squib.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs  then  !  I'll  have  none  oft. 
Bat  tell  mc,  Apozem,  inform  me,  Julep, 
What  fenna,  rhubarb,  or  what  purgative  drug. 
Can  fcour  thefe hence  ? 

You  underiland  me,  lads ! 
Julep,  In  good  truth,  not  I,  Sir. 

Squib, 
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Squib.  No!  then  fo  much  the  better!  I  war- 
rant little  Pozy  does. — Well,  adieu,  my  brave 
boys!  for  1  have  not  an  ihftant  to  lofe.  Not 
underftand  me,  hey?  Apozem,  you  do,  you 
rogue  ? — 

Whac  fenna,  rhubarb,  or — hey— can  fcour  thefe  Sc — 

Egad,  I  had  like  to  have  gone  too  far!— Well, 
bye,  bye  !  ^Extt  Squib. 

Julep.  Why,  the  poor  man  feems  out  of  his 
fenfes. 

Apozem,  When  he  talked  of  throwing  phyfic  to 
the  dogs,  I  confefs  I  began  to  fufpecfl  him.  But 
we  fhall  be  late;  we  mud  attend  our  fummons, 
you  know. 

Julep.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs!  I  can  tell 
thee,  Apozem,  if  he  does  not  get  cured  of  theft 
fancies  and  freaks,  he  is  more  likely  to  go  to  the 
kennel  by  half.  Throw  phylic  to  the  dogs!  an 
impertinent  ignorant  puppy  !  [Exeunt, 

Re  enter  Devil^  Invoice^  and  Harriet, 

Devil.  Well,  I  think  chance  has  thrown  a  pretty 
good  fample  into  your  way.  Now,  if  I  could 
but  get  one  to  condud  you — But  ftay !  who  have 
we  here? 

Enter  Lajl^  with  a  pair  ofjhoes. 

Lajl.  Pray,  good  gentleman,  can  you  tell  a 
body  which  is  the  ready  road  to  find  Warwick- 
lane? 

Devil.  Warwick-lane,  friend?  and  prithee  what 
can  thy  errand  be  there  ? 

Lafi.  1  am  going  there  to  take  out  a  licence 
to  make  me  a  do6lor,  an  like  your  worlhip. 

Devil.  Where  do  you  live  ? 

Laji.  A  little  way  off,  in  the  country. 

Devil. 
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Devil,  Your  name,  honefl  friend,  and  your 
bufinefs? 

Laj},  My  name,  mader,  is  Laft  ;  by  trade  I 
am  a  dodor,  and  by  proteflion  a  maker  of  (lioes  : 
I  was  born  to  the  one,  and  bred  up  to  the  other. 

Devil.  Born?  1  don't  underftand  you. 

LqjK  Why,  I  am  a  feventh  Ion,  and  fo  were 
my  father. 

Devil.  Oh!  a  very  clear  title.  And  pray,  now, 
in  what  branch  does  your  fkill  chiefly  lie  ? 

LoJ},  By  calling  a  water,  I  cures  the  jaundarfc  ; 
I  taps  folks  for  a  tenpenny;  and  have  a  choice 
charm  for  the  agar ;  and,  over  an  J  above  that, 
mafter,  I  bleeds. 

Devil.  Bleeds  ?  and  are  your  neighbours  fo  bold 
as  to  truft  you  ? 

Lajl.  Trufl  me?  ay,  mailer,,  ?hat  they  will, 
fooner  than  narra  a  man  in  the  country.  May- 
hap you  may  know  Dr.  Tyth'em,  our  redor  at 
home. 

Devil,  I  can't  fay  that  I  do. 

LaJ,  He's  the  flower  of  a  man  in  the  pulpit. 
Why,  t'other  day,  you  mufl  know,  taking  a  turn 
in  his  garden,  and  thinking  of  nothing  at  all, 
down  falls  the  dodlor  flat  in  a  fit  of  perplexity  ; 
Madam  Tyth'em,  believing  her  hufband  was 
dead,  diredly  fent  the  fexton  for  I. 

Devil,  An  affedionate  wife  ! 

Laft,  Yes;  they  are  a  main  happy  couple. 
Sure  as  a  gun,  mader,  when  I  comed,  his  face 
was  as  black  as  his  caflbck  :  But,  howfomdever, 
I  took  out  my  launcelot,  and  forthwith  opened  a 
large  artifice  here  in  one  of  the  juglers :  The 
dodor  bled  like  a  pig. 

Devil,  I  dare  fay. 
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Loft,  But  it  did  the  bufinefs,  howfomdcver ; 
I  compalfed  the  job. 

DeviL  What,  he  recovered  ? 

Laji,  Recovered  ?  Lord  help  you  !  why,  but 
la  ft  Sunday  was  fe'nnight — to  be  lure,  the  dodor 
is  given  to  weeze  a  little — becaufe  why,  he  i<5 
main  opulent,  and  apt  to  be  tificky — but  he 
compofed  as  fweet  a  difcourfe — I  flept  from  be- 
ginning to  end. 

Devil.  That  was  compofing,  indeed. 

LaJi.  Ay,  warn't  it,  mafter,  for  a  man  that  is 
ftrucken  in  years  ? 

DeviL  Oh,  a  wonderful  effort ! 

Laji,  Well,  like  your  worfhip,  and,  befidcs  all 
this  I  have  been  telling  you,  I  have  a  pretty 
tight  hand  at  a  tooth. 

Devil,  Indeed ! 

Lajl.  Ay,  and  I'll  lay  a  bold  word,  that,  in 
drawing  a  thoufand,  I  never  ftumpt  a  man  in 
my  life:  Now,  let  your  Rafperini's,  and  all  your 
foreign  mounfeers,  with  their  fine  dainty  freeches, 
fay  the  like  if  they  can. 

Devil.  I  defy  them. 

Loft.  So  you  may.  Then,  about  a  dozen 
years  ago,  before  thefe  here  Suttons  made  fuch  a 
noife,  I  had  fome  thougbrts  of  occupying  for  the 
fmall-pox. 

DeviL  Ay;  that  would  have  wound  up  your 
bottom  at  once.     And,  why  did  not  you? 

Lafl,  Why,  1  don't  know,  mafter ;  the  neigh- 
bours were  frightful,  and  would  not  confent ; 
otherwife,  by  this  time,  'tis  my  belief,  men,  wo- 
men, and  children,  1  might  have  occupied  twenty 
thoufand  at  leaft. 

DeviL  Upon  my  word  ! — But,  you  fay  a  dozen 
years,  mafter  Laft;  As  you  have  pradtifed  phyiic 

C  2  without 
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without  permifTion  fo  long,  what  makes  you 
now  think  of  getting  a  licence  ? 

Lajh  Why,  it  is  all  along  with  one  Lotion,  a 
pottercarrier,  that  lives  in  a  little  town  hard  by 
we;  he  is  grown  old  and  lafcivious,  I  think,  and 
•threatens  to  prefent  me  at  fizc,  if  fo  be  I  pradlize 
any  longer. 

Devil.  What,  I  fupf>ofe  you  run  away  with  the 
bufinefs  ? 

Laft,  Right,  mafter,  you  have  guefTed  the 
matter  at  once.  So  I  was  telling  my  tale  to 
Sawaey  M'Gregor,  who  comes  now  and  then 
to  our  town  with  his  pack  ;  God,  he  advifed  me 
to  get  made  a  dodor  at  once,  and  fend  for  a 
diplummy  from  Scotland. 

Devil.  Why,  that  was  the  right  road,  maflerLaft-. 

Laji,  True.  But  my  mafter  Tyth'em  tells  me, 
that  I  can  get  it  done  for  pretty  near  the  fame 
price  here  in  London  :  fo,  1  had  rather,  d'ye  fee, 
lay  out  my  money  at  home,  than  tranfport  it  to 
foreign  parts,  as  we  fay  ;  becaufe  why,  mader,  \ 
thinks  there  has  too  much  already  gone  that  road. 

Devil.  Spoke  like  an  Englifhman  ! 

Lajl.  I  have  a  pair  of  Ihoes  here,  to  carry  home 
to  farmer  Fallow's  fon,  that  lives  with  mafter 
Grogram  the  mercer,  hard  by  here  in  Cheapfide; 
fo  I  thought  I  might  as  well  do  both  bufineffes 
under  one. 

Devil.  True.  Your  way,  mafter  Lafl,  lies  be- 
fore you ;  the  fecond  (Ireet,  you  mufl:  turn  to  the 
left ;  then  enter  the  firfl:  great  gates  that  you  fee. 

Laft,  And  who  mufl  I  aks  for? 

Devil.  Oh,  pull  out  your  purfe  ;  you  will  find 
that  hint  fufficient :  It  is  a  part  of  the  world 
where  a  fee  is  never  refufcd. 
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LaJ,  Thank  you,  mafterl  You  are  main  kind; 
very  civil  indeed!  \_Going,  returns,'\  I  wifh,  mafter, 
you  had  now  either  the  agar  or  jaundarfe ;  I  Would 
fet  you  right  in  a  trice. 

Devil.  Thank  you,  mafler  Lad;  but  I  am  as 
well  as  I  am. 

Lafi,  Or,  if  fo  he  you  likes  to  open  a  vein,  or 
would  have  a  tooth  or  two  knocked  out  of  your 
head,  I'll  do  it  for  nothing. 

Devil.  Not  at  prefent,  I  thank  you  !  when  I 
want,  I'll  call  at  your  houfe  in  the  country. 

[^Exit  Laft. 
Well,  my  young  couple,  and  what  fay  you  now? 

Inv^  Say,  Sir?  that  I  am  more  afraid  of  being 
lick  than  ever  1  was  in  my  life. 

Devil.  Pho!  you  know  nothing  as  yet.  But, 
ray  time  draws  nigh  for  pofiefTrng  the  Prefident: 
If  I  could  but  get  but  fome  intelligent  perfon,  to 
condudl  you  to  the  place  where  the'  Licentiates 
alTemble — There  feems  a  fober,  fedate  looking 
lad;  perhaps  'he  may  anfwer  our  purpofe. 
Hark'e,  young  man! 

Enter  Johnny  Macpherfon, 

Macp,  What's  your  wul,  Sir?  would  you  fpear 
aught  wi  me? 

DeviL  Though  I  think  I  can  give  a  good  guefs, 
pray  from  what  part  of  the  world  may  you  come  ? 

A^acp,  My  name  is  Johnny  Macpherfon,  and 
I  came  out  of  the  North. 

Devil.  Are  you  in  bufmefs  at  prefent? 

Macp.  1  conna  £iy  that,  Sir,  nor  that  I  am  in- 
teerely  daftitute  neither;  but  I  fal  be  unco  glad 
t©  get  a  mair  folid  eftaablifhment. 

DeviL  Have  you  been  long  in  this  town? 

Macp, 
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Macp.  Aboot  a  month  awa,  Sir:  I  hunded 
fra  Leith,  in  the  gude  fhip  the  Traquair,  Davy 
Donaidfon  maifter,  and  am  lodged  wi  Sawney 
Sinclair,  at  the  fign  o'  the  Ceety  of  Glafcovv,  not 
far  fra  the  Monument. 

Devil,  But  you  arc  in  employment? 

Macp.  Ay,  for  fome  paart  of  the  day. 

Devil,  And  to  what  may  your  profits  amount? 

Macp.  Ah !  for  the  mater  of  that,  it  is  a  praty 
fmart  little  income. 

Devil.  Is  it  a  fecret  how  much  ? 

Macp.  Not  at  aw  :  I  get  three-pence  an  hour 
for  larning  Latin  to  a  phyfician  in  the  ceety. 

DeviL  The  very  man  that  we  want. — Latin! 
and,  w  hat,  are  you  capable  ? 

Macp,  Cappable !  Hut  awa,  mon !  Ken  ye, 
that  1  was  heed  of  the  humanity-clafs  for  mair 
than  a  twalvemonth  ?  and  was  offered  the  chair 
of  the  gramatical  profefforfhip  in  the  College, 
which  amunts  to  a  mater  of  fux  pounds  Britifh 
a-year. 

Devil.  That's  more  than  I  knew.  Can  you 
guefs.  Sir,  where  your  fcholar  is  now? 

Macp.  It  is  na  long,  Sir,  that  I  laft  him  con- 
ning his  As  in  pr<efenti ;  after  which,  he  talked 
of  ganging  to  meet  fome  frecnds  o*  the  faculty, 
aboot  a  fort  of  a  fquabble,  that  he  fays  is  fprang 
up  among  them;  he  wanted  me  to  gang  along 
wi  him,  as  I  had  gi'n  myfel  to  ffudy  madicine  a 
little,  before  I  quitted  the  North. 

DeviL  Do  you  know  the  publick-houfe  where 
they  meet? 

Macp.  Yes,  yes,  unco  weel.  Sir ;  it  is  at  the 
tavern  the  South  fide  of  Paul's  Kirk. 

Devil.  Will  you  take  the  trouble  tocondu6t  this 
young  couple  thither  ?  they  will  amply  reward 

yon. 
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you. — You  and  your  partner  will  follow  this 
lad.  Fear  nothing !  by  my  art,  you  are  invifible 
to  all  but  thofe  that  you  defire  fhould  fee  you. 
At  the  College  we  fhall  rejoin  one  another  ;  for 
thither  the  Licentiates  will  lead  you. 

Inv.  But  how  Oiall  we  be  able  to  diftinguifh 
you  from  the  reft  of  the  Fellows  ? , 

Devil  By  my  large  wig,  and  fuperior  impor- 
tance ;  in  a  word,  you  mufl  look  for  me  in  the 
President. 

Inv.   Adieu.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    III. 

SCENE    A    STREET. 

Finger fee^  Sligo^  Qfafafras^     Broadbrim^" oth^r  Do6lors^ 
and  Macpherfon^   difcovered. 

Finger  fee. 

O;  I  can't  help  thinking  this  was  by  much 
the  belt  method.  If,  indeed,  they  refufe 
us  an  amicable  entrance,  we  are  then  juftified  in 
the  ufe  of  corrofives. 

Sligo.  I  tell  you.  Dr.  Fingerfee — I  am  forry, 
d'ye  fee,  to  differ  from  fo  old  a  practitioner; 
but  I  don't  like  your  prefcription  an  all,  at  all  : 
For  what  (ignifies  a  palliative  regiment,  with  fueh 
a  rotten  conflitution  ?  May  I  never  finger  a  pulfe 
as  long  as  I  live,  if  you  get  their  voluntary  con- 
fent  to  go  in,  unlefs  indeed  it  be  by  compuKion. 

Ofaf.  I  entirely  coincide  with  my  very  capa- 
ble countryman,  Dr.  Sligo,  d'ye  fee  ;  and  do 
give  my  advice,  in  this  confultarion,  for  putting 
the  whole  College  under  a  courfe  of  Ueel^  without 
further  delay. 

Sligo, 


N 
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Sligo,  I  am  much  obligated  to  you  for  your 
kind  compliment,  dodor.  But,  pray,  what 
may  your  name  be? 

O/af,  Dr,  Ofafafras,  at  your  humble  fervice. 

Sligo.  I  am  your  very  obadient  allho  1  I  have 
hard  tell  of  your  name.  But  what  did  you 
mane  by  my  countryman  ?  Pray,  doctor,  of  what 
nation  are  you  ? 

O/af.  Sir,  I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  native 
of  Ireland. 

Sligo,  Ofafafras  ?  that's  a  name  of  no  note ; 
he  is  not  a  Milefian,  I  am  fure.  The  family,  I 
fuppofe,  came  over  t'other  day  with  Strongbow, 
not  above  feven  or  eight  hundred  years  ago ; 
or  perhaps  a  defcendant  from  one  of  Oliver's 
drummers.  —  'Pon  my  confcience,  dodor,  I 
(hould  hardly  belave  you  were  Irilh. 

O/af,  What,  Sir,  d'ye  doubt  my  veracity  ? 

Sligo,  Not  at  all,  my  dear  dodor;  it  is  not 
for  that:  But,  between  me  and  yourfelf,  you 
have  lived  a  long  time  in  this  town. 

O/af,  Like  enough. 

S^go.  Ay ;  and  was  here  a  great  while  before 
ever  I  faw  it. 

Ofif.  What  of  that? 

Sligo,  Very  well,  my  dear  dodor:  Then, 
putting  that  and  t'other  together,  my  notion  of 
the  upfhot  is,  that  if  fo  be  you  are  a  native  of 
Ireland,  upon  my  confcience,  you  muft  have 
been  born  there  very  young. 

O/af,  Young?  ay,  to  be  fure:  Why,  my 
foul,  I  was  chriftcned  there. 

Sligo,  Ay! 

O/af,  Ay,  was  I,  in  the  county  of  Meath. 

Sligo,  Oh,  that  alters  the  property ;  that  makes 
it  as  clear  as  Fleet- Ditch.    I  fliould  be  glad, 

countryman. 
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countryman,  of  your  nearer  acquaintance. — 
But  what  little  flim  dodlor  is  that,  in  his  own 
head  of  hair?  1  don't  recoiled:  to  have  feen  his 
features  before. 

Ofaf.  Nor  I,  to  my  knowledge. 

Sligo  Perhaps  he  may  be  able  to  tell  me,  if  I 
aks  him  himfelf. — I  am  proud  to  fee  you,  dovftor, 
on  this  occoafion  ;  becaafe  why,  it  becomes  every 
jontleman  that  is  of  the  faculty—that  is,  that 
is  not  of  their  faculty  ;  you  underfland  me— to 
look  about  him  and  ftir. 

Macp,  Oh,  by  my  troth,  you  arc  right.  Sir; 
The  leemiting  of  phyfic  aw  to  ain  hoofe,  caw  it 
a  College,  or  by  what  denomination  you  wul,  it 
is  at  beft  but  ellaablifliing  a  fort^of  monopoly. 

Sligo.  Ton  my  confcience,  that  is  a  fine  obfer-- 
vation.     By  the  twift  of  your  tongue,  dodor, 
(no  offence)  I  (hoiild  be  apt  to  guefs  that  you 
might  be  a  foreigner  born? 

Macp,  Sir! 

Sligo,  From  Ruffia,  perhaps,  or  Mufcovy  ? 

Macp,  Hur  awa,  mon!  not  at  aw:  Zounds,  I 
am  a  Breeton. 

Sligo,  Then,  I  Ihould  fuppofc,  dodor,  pretty 
far  to  the  northward. 

Macp,  Ay  ;  your  are  right.  Sir. 

Sligo,  And  pray,  doctor,  what  particular 
branch  of  our  bulinefs  may  have  taken  up  the 
moft  of  your  time  ? 

Macp,  Botany. 

Sligo.  Botany  !  in  what  college  ? 

Macp,  The  univerlity  of  St.  Andrews. 

Ofaf,  Pray,  dodlor,  is  not  botany  a  very  dry 
fort  of  a  ftudy  ? 

Sligo,  Moft  damnably  fo  in  thofe  parts,  my 
dear  dodor;  for  all  the  knowledge  they  hav^ 

they 
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they  mud  get  from  dried  herbs,  becaafe  the 
devil  of  any  green  that  will  grow  there. 

Macp.  Sir,  your  information  is  wrong. 

Sligo,  Come,  my  dear  dodor,  hold  your 
palaver,  and  don'r  be  after  puffing  on  us,  be- 
caafe why,  you  know  in  your  confcience  that 
in  your  part  of  the  world  you  get  no  cabbage 
but  thirties ;  and  thofe  you  are  obliged  to  raife 
upon  hot- beds. 

Macp,  Thirties  !  zounds.  Sir,  d'ye  mean  to 
affront  me? 

Sligo.  That,  dodlor,  is  as  you  plaafes  to  taake 
it. 

Macp.  God's  life.  Sir,  I  would  ha*  you  to  ken, 
that  there  is  nana  a  mon  wi  his  heed  upon  his 
fhoulders  that  dare 

Fing.  Peace,  peace,  gentlemen !  let  us  have 
no  civil  difcord.  Dodtor  Sligo  is  a  lover  of 
pleafantry;  but,  I  am  fure,  had  no  defign  to 
affront  you:  A  joke,  nothing  clfe. 

Macp.  A  joke!  ah;  I  like  a  joke  weel 
enough ;  but  1  did  na  underrtond  the  do<flor's 
gibing  and  geering :  Perhaps  my  wut  may  not 
be  aw  together  as  (harp  as  the  dodor's,  but  I 
have  a  fword.  Sir 

Sligo.  A  fword.  Sir  I 

Ftng.  A  fword!  ay,  ay;  there  is  no  doubt 
but  you  have  both  very  good  ones ;  but  referve 
them  for — Oh  !  here  comes  our  ambaflador. 

Enter  Diachylon. 

Well,  Dr.  Diachylon,  what  news  from  the  Col- 
lege ?  will  they  allow  us  free  ingrefs  and  egre(s  ? 

Diac.  I  could  not  get  them  to  fwallow  a  fingle 
demand. 

JIL  No? 

Sligo, 
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Sligo,  Then  let  us  drive  there,  and  drench 
them. 

Diac.  1  uas  heard  with  difdain,  and  refufed 
with  an  air  of  defiance. 

Sligo,  There,  gentlemen!  I  foretold  you  what 
would  happen  at  firft. 

JIL  He  did,  he  did. 

S/igo.  Then  we  have  nothing  for  it,  but  to 
force  our  paflage  at  once. 

JII,  By  all  means ;  let  us  march  \ 

Broad.  Friend  Fingerfce,  would  our  brethren 
but  incline  their  ears  to  me  for  a  minute — 

Fing.  Gentlemen,  Dr.  Broadbrim  delires  to  be 
heard. 

Jii,  Hear  him,  hear  himl 

Sligo,  Paw,  honey,  what  fignifies  hearing?  I 
long  to  be  doing,  my  jewel! 

Fing,  But  hear  Dr.  Melchifedech  Broadbrim, 
however. 

JIL  Ay,  ay  ;  hear  Dr.  Broadbrim ! 

Broad,  Fellow- labourers  in  the  fame  vineyard ! 
ye  know  well  how  much  I  fland  inclined  to  our 
caufe  ;  forafmuch  as  not  one  of  my  brethren  can 
be  more  zealous  than  I 

Jii.  True,  true. 

Broad.  But  ye  wot  alfo,  that  I  hold  it  not 
meet  or  wholfome  to  ufe  a  carnal  weapon,  even 
for  the  defence  of  myfelf ;  much  more  unfeemly 
then  muft  I  deem  it  to  draw  the  fword  for  tjie 
offending  of  others. 

Sligo,  Paw  !  brother  dodors,  don't  let  him 
bother  us,  with  his  j^^  and  nay  nonfenfe  ! 

Broad.  Friend  Sligo,  do  not  be  cholerick; 
and  know,  that  I  am  as  fres  to  draw  my  purfe 
in  this  caufc,  as  thou  art  thy  fword:  And  thou 

wilt 
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wilt  find,  at  the  length,   notwithftanding   thy 
fwaggering,  that  the  firft  will  do  us  beft  fervice. 

Sligo.  Weil,  but— 

v///.  Hear  him,  hear  him  ! 

Broad.  It  is  my  notion,  then,  brethren,  that 
we  do  forthwith  fend  for  a  linful  man  in  the 
ficfli,  called  an  attorney. 

SUgo.  An  attorney  ! 

Broad,  Ay,  an  attorney ;  and  that  we  do  dired 
him  to  take  out  a  parchment  inftrument,  with  a 
feal  fixed  thereto. 

Sligo.  Paw,  pox  !  what  good  can  that  do  ? 

Broad,  Don't  be  too  hafty,  friend  Sligo. — 
And  therewith,  I  fay,  let  him  pofTefs  the  out- 
ward tabernacle  of  the  vain  man,  who  de- 
lighteth  to  call  himfelf  Prcfident,  and  carry  him 
before  the  men  cloathed  in  lambfkin,  who  at 
Weftminfter  are  now  fitting  in  judgment. 

Sligo,  Paw  !  a  law-fuit !  that  won't  end  with 
our  lives. — Let  us  march ! 

AIL  Ay,  ay. 

Sligo,  Come,  Dr.  Habakkuk,  will  you  march 
in  the  front  or  the  rear  ? 

Hab,  Pardon  me,  dodlor!  I  cannot  attend 
you. 

Sligo.  What,  d'ye  draw  back,  when  it  comes 
to  the  pufh  ? 

Hab.  Not  at  all;  I  would  gladly  join  in 
putting  thefe  Philiftines  to  flight  !  for  I  abhor 
them  worfc  than  hogs'  puddings,  in  which  the 
unclean  bead  and  the  blood  are  all  jumbled 
together. 

Sligo,  Pretty  food,  for  all  that. 

Hab.  But  this  is  Saturday;  and  I  dare  not 
draw  my  fword  on  the  Sabbath. 

5%. 
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Sligo,  Then  flay  with  your  brother  Melchi^ 
fedech ;  for,  though  of  different  religions,  you  arc 
both  of  a  kidney.  Come,  doctors  ;  out  with 
your  f words!  Huzza!  and  now  for  the  Lane! 
Huzza!  [Exeunt, 

Manent  Broadbrim  and  Habakkuk, 

Bread.  Friend  Habakkuk,  thou  feed  how 
headftrong  and  wilful  thefe  men  are :  but  let 
us  ufe  difcretion,  however.  Wilt  thou  ftep  to 
the  Inn  that  taketh  its  name  from  the  city  of 
Lincoln?  enquire  there  for  a  man,  with  a  red 
rag  at  his  back,  a  fmall  black  cap  on  his  pate, 
and  a  bulhel  of  hair  on  his  bread  ?  I  think  they 
call  him  a  ferjeant. 

Hab.  They  do. 

Broad.  Then,  without  let  or  delay,  bring  him 
hither,  I  pray  thee. 

Hab.  I  will  about  it  this  inftant. 

Bread.  His  admonition,  perhaps,  may  pre- 
vail. Ufe  difpatch,  I  befeech  thee,  friend  Ha- 
bakkuk. 

Hab.  As  much  as  if  I  was  polling  to  the  Trea- 
fury,  to  obtain  a  large  fubfcription  in  a  new 
loan,  or  a  lottery. 

Broad.  Nay,  then,  friend,  I  have  no  reafon  to 
fear  thee.  [^Exeunt 

m 

THE   COLLEGE. 

Devii  [as  Hellebore^   the  Preftdent)    Camphirey     Calomel 
Secretary^  and  Pupils^  difc&vered. 

Sec.  The  Licentiates,  Sir,  will  foon  be  at  hand. 

Hel.  Let  them ! 

Cal.  We  will  do  our  duty,  however;  and, 
like  the  patricians,  of  old,  receive  with  filence 
thcfe  Vifigoths  in  the  fenate. 

Hil. 
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Hd.  I  am  not,  Dr.  Calomel,  of  fo  pacific  a 
turn:  Let  us  keep  the  evil  out  of  doors,  if  we 
can ;  if  not,  vim  vi^  repel  force  by  force. — 
Barricado  the  gates  1 

^ec.  It  is  done. 

Hel,  Are  the  buckets  and  fire-engine  fetched 
from  St.  Dunftan's  ? 

Sec,  They  have  been  here.  Sir,  this  half-hour. 

HeL  Let  twelve  apothecaries  be  placed  at 
the  pump,  and  their  apprentices  fupply  'em 
with  water ! 

^ec.  Yes,  Sir. 

Hcl.  But  let  the  engine  be  play'd  by  old 
Jollup,  from  James-dreet !  Not  one  of  the  trade 
has  a  better  hand  at  dlreding  a  pipe. 

Sec,  ^4ighty  well.  Sir. 

Hel.  In  the  time  of  iiegc,  every  citizen  ought 
in  duty  to  ferve. — Having  thus,  brothers,  pro- 
vided a  proper  defence,  let  us  coolly  proceed 
to  our  bufinefs.  Is  there  any  body  here,  to 
demand  a  licence  to-day  ? 

^ec,  A  praditioner,  Mr.  Prefident,  out  of  the 
country. 

Hel  Are  the  cuftomary  fees  all  difcharged? 

^ec.  All.  Sir. 

Hel,  Then  let  our  cenfors.  Dr.  Chridopher 
Camphire,  and  Dr.  Cornelius  Calomel,  intro- 
duce the  petitioner  for  examination. 

^Exeunt  Camphire  and  Calomel, 
After  this  duty  is  difpatch'd,  we  will  then  read 
the  College  and  Students  a  ledlure. 

Enter  Camphire  and  Calomel^  with  Laji. 

Lajl,  Firft,  let  me  lay  down  my  fhoes. 

\They  advance,  with  three  bowSy  to  the  table. 

HeL 
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HeL  Let  the  candidate  be  placed  on  a  ftool. 
What's  the  dodor's  name? 

Sec.  Emanuel  Lalt,  iMr.  Prefident. 

HeL  Dr.  Lafl:,  you  have  petitioned  the  Col- 
lege, to  obtain  a  licence  for  the  pradtice  of 
phylic ;  and  though  we  have  no  doubt  of  your 
great  Ikill  and  abilities,  yet  our  duty  compels  us 
previoufly  to  afk  a  few  queftions:  What  aca- 
demy had  the  honour  to  form  you? 

Lafi.  Anan! 

HeL  We  want  to  know  the  name  of  the  place, 
where  you  have  ftudied  the  fcience  of  phyiic. 

Laji,  Dunftable. 

HeL  That's  fome  German  univerfity;  fo  he 
can  never  belong  to  the  College. 

JIL  Never ;  oh,  no 

HeL  Now,  Sir,  with  regard  to  your  phyiio- 
logical  knowledge.  By  what  means,  Dr.  Lad, 
do  you  difcover  that  a  man  is  not  well  ? 

LaJi.  By  his  complaint  that  he  is  ill. 

HeL  Well  replied  !  no  furer  prognoflic. 

JIL  None  furer. 

HeL  Then,  as  to  recovering  a  fubjcd  that  is 
ill— Can  you  venture  to  undertake  the  cure  of 
an  ague? 

Loft.  With  arra  a  man  in  the  country. 

HeL  By  what  means? 

LaJi,  By  a  charm. 

HeL  And  pray  of  what  materials  may  that 
charm  be  compofed  ? 

Lnji,  I  won't  tell;  *tisafecret. 

HeL  Well  replied!  the  College  has  no  right 
to  pry  into  fecrets. 

ML  Oh,  no ;  by  no  means. 

HeL  But  now.  Dr.  Laft,  to  proceed  in  due 
form ;  are  you  qualified  to  adminifter  remedies 
to  fuch  difeafes  as  belong  to  the  head  ? 

Lqfl. 
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Lafl.  I  believe  I  may. 

Hel  Name  fomc  to  the  College. 

Lajl,  The  tooth-ache. 

HeL  What  do  you  hold  the  bed  method  to 
treat  it? 

Lafl.  I  puHs  *em  up  by  the  roots. 

HeL  Well  replied,  brothers !  that,  without 
doubt,  is  a  radical  cure. 

AlU  Without  doubt. 

HeL  Thus  far  as  to  the  head:  Proceed  we  next 
to  the  middle!  When,  Dr.  Lad,  you  are  called 
in  to  a  patient  with  a  pain  in  his  bowels,  what 
then  is  your  method  of  practice? 

Lafi.  I  claps  a  trencher  hot  tb  the  part. 

HeL  Embrocation ;  very  well  I  But  if  this 
application  Ihould  fail,  what  is  the  next  ftep  that 
you  take  ? 

Laft.  I  gi's  a  vomit  and  a  purge. 

HeL  Well  replied  !  for  it  is  plain  there  is  a 
difagreeable  gueft  in  ihehoufe;  he  has  opened 
both  doors ;  if  he  will  go  cut  at  neither,  it  is 
none  of  his  fault. 

AIL  Oh,  no;  by  no  means. 

HeL  We  have  now  difpatched  the  middle  and 
head:  Come  we  finally  to  the  other  extremity, 
the  feet!  Are  you  equally  fkilful  in  the  difor- 
ders  incidental  to  them  ? 

Lajl,  I  believe  I  may. 

HeL  Name  fome. 

LaJ}.  1  have  a  great  vogue  all  our  way  for 
Curing  of  corns. 

HeL  What  are  the  means  that  you  ufe  ? 

LajL  I  cuts  them  out. 

HiL  Well  replied  1  extirpation :  No  better 
method  of  curing  can  be.  Well,  brethren,  I 
think  we  may  now,  after  this  Ikid  and  impar- 
tial 
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tial  enquiry,  fafely  certify,   that  Dr.  Laft,  from 
top  to  toe,   is  an  able  phyfician. 

Jll.  Very  able,  very  able,  indeed. 

Hel.  And  every  way  qualified  to  proceed  in 
his  practice. 

ML  Every  way  qualified. 

Hel.  You  may  defcend.  Dr.  Lad.  \^Laft  takes 
his  feat  among  them.]  Secretary,  firft  read,  and 
then  give  the  dodor  his  licence. 

Sec,  [Reads,']  *'  To  all  whom  thefe  prefents 
may  come  greeting.  Know,  ye,  that,  after  a 
mofl:  fl:ri61:  and  fevere  inquifition,  not  only  into 
the  great  fkill  and  erudition,  but  the  morals  of 
Dr.  Emanual  Laft,  We  are  authorized  to  grant 
unto  the  faid  dodtor  full  power,  permifTion,  and 
licence,  to  pill,  bolus,  lotion,  potion,  draught, 
dofe,  drench,  purge,  bleed,  blilier,  clifter,  cup, 
fcarify,  fyringe,  falivate,  couch,  flux,  fweat, 
diet,  dilute,  tap,  plaifter,  and  poultice,  all  per- 
fons,  in  all  difeafes,  of  all  ages,  conditions,  and 
fexes.  And  we  do  (Iridly  command  and  enjoin 
all  furgeons,  r  othccaries,  with  their  appren- 
tices, all  mid  ives,  male,  female,  and  nurfes, 
at  all  times,  to  e  aiding  and  aflifting  to  the  faid 
Dr.  Emanuel  ^afl.  And  we  do  further  charge 
all  mayors,  juftices,  aldermen,  flieriffs,  bailiffs, 
headboroughs,  conftables,  and  coroners,  not  to 
moleft  or  intermeddle  with  the  faid  dodor,  if  any 
party  whom  he  (hall  fo  pill,  bolus,  lotion,  po- 
tion, draught,  dofe,  drench,  purge,  bleed,  blifter, 
clifter,  cup,  fcarify,  fyringe,  falivate,  couch, 
flux,  fweat,  diet,  dilute,  tap,  plaifter,  and  poul- 
tice, (hould  happen  to  die,  but  to  deem  that  the 
faid  party  died  a  natural  death,  any  thing  ap- 
pearing to  the  contrary  notwithftanding.   Given 

under 
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under   our   hands,    Cs'c.     Hercules    Hellebore, 
Cornelius  Calomel,  Chriftopher  Camphire. 

Lq/L  Then,  if  a  patient  die,  they  mufl:   not 
fay  that  I  kilTd  him? 

Hc'L  They  fay!  Why,  how  fliould  they  know, 
when. it  is  not  one  time  in  twenty  that  we  know 
it  ourfelves? — Proceed  we  now  to  the  ledure  ! 
\^They  all  rife  and  come  forward  to  the  table,~\  Bre- 
thren, and  (iudents,  I  am  going  to  open  to  you 
fome  notable  difcoveries  that  I  have  made,  re- 
fpeding  the  fource,  or  primary  caufe,  of  all  dif- 
tcmpers  incidental  to  the  human  inachine:  And 
thefe,  brethren,  I  attribute  to  certain  animalculae, 
or  pifcatory  entities,  that  infinuate  themfelves 
thro'  the  pores  into  the  blood,  and  in  that  fluid 
fport,  tofs,  and  tumble  about,  like  mackrel  or 
cod-fifh  in  the  great  deep:  And  to  convince  you 
that  this  is  not  a  mere  gratis  dicJiimy  an  hypo- 
thefis  only,  I  will  give  you  demonftrative  proof. 
Bring  hither  the  microfcope! 

Enter  a  Servant  -with  a  microfcope, 

Dodlor  Laft,  regard  this  receiver.    Take  a  peep. 

Laji,  Where? 

HeL  There.  Thofe  two  yellow  drops  there 
were  drawn  from  a  fubjecl  afflided  with  the 
jaundice. — Well,  what  d'ye  fee? 

Laji.  Some  little  creatures  like  yellow  flies, 
that  are  hopping  and  fkipping  about. 

HeL  Right.  Thofe  yellow  flies  give  the  tinge 
to  the  fkin,  and  undoubtedly  caufe  the  difeafe : 
And,  now,  for  the  cure!  I  adminifler  to  every 
patient  the  two-and-fiftieth  part  of  a  fcruple  of 
the  ovariaor  eggs  of  the  fpider ;  thefe  are  thrown 
by  the  digefbive  powers  into  the  fecretory,  there 

feparated 
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feparated  from  the  alimcntory,  and  then  preci- 
pitated into  the  circulatory  ^  where  finding  a  pro- 
per nidus,  or  nefi,  they  quit  their  torpid  (late, 
and  vivify,  and,  upon  vivification,  difcerning 
the  flies,  their  natural  food,  they  immediately 
fall  foul  of  them,  extirpate  the  race  out  of 
the  blood,  and  reflore  the  patient  to  health. 

LaJL  And  what  becomes  of  the  fpiders  ? 

HeU  Oh,  they  die,  you  know,  for  want  of 
nutrition.  Then  I  fend  the  patient  down  to 
Brighthelmftone;  and  a  couple  of  dips  in  the 
falt-water  walhes  the  cobwebs  entirely  out  of 
the  blood.  Now,  gentlemen,  with  refped  to 
the 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Forceps,  from  the  Hofpital. 
HeL  The  Hofpital  1  is  this  a  time  to 

Enter  Forceps. 

Well,  Forceps,  what's  your  will? 

For.  To  know.  Sir,  what  you  would  have  done 
with  the  Hofpital  patients  to-day? 

Hel.  To-day!  why,  what  was  done  ycfterday? 

For.  Sir,  we  bled  the  Weft  ward,  and  jalloped 
the  North. 

HeL  Did  ye?  why  then,  bleed  the  North  ward, 
and  jallop  the  Weft  to-day.  [^Eatt  For. 

Now,  I  fay,  brethren 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv,  The  Licentiates  are  drawn  up  at  the 
gate. 

Hel.  Who  leads  'em? 

Serv, 
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&€rv.  They  are  led  on  by  Sligo:  They  de- 
mand indant  entrance,  and  threaten  to  ftorm. 

He/.  Dodors  Calomel  and  Camphire,  our  two 
aid -de-camps,  furvey  their  prefent  pofture,  and 
report  it  to  us. 

JVithout.  Huzza! 

HeL  Bid  old  Jollup  be  ready  to  unmafk  the 
engine  at  the  word  of  command. 

Enter  Camphire, 

HeL  Now,  Dr.  Camphire? 

Camp,  The  fledge-hammers  are  come,  and  they 
prepare  to  batter  in  breach. 

HeL  Let  the  engine  be  play'd  off  at  the  very 
firfl  blow  !  [Exit  Camp, 

Without,  Huzza! 

Enter  CalomeL 

HeL  Now,  dodlor? 

CaL  The  firfl  fire  has  demoliflied  Dr.  Finger- 
fee's  foretop. 

HeL  That^s  well.  [^Exit  CaL 

Enter  Camphire^ 

Now,  do6lor? 

Camp,  The  fecond  fire  has  dropped  the  ftifF 
buckles  of  Dr.  Ofafafras. 

HeL  Better  and  better!  [^Exit  Camp, 

Enter  Calomel, 

Now,  dodlor? 

CaL  Both  the  knots  of  Dr.  Anodyne's  tye 
are  diflblved. 

HeL  Beflofall!  [Exit  CaL 

Enter 
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Enter  Camphire, 

Now,  do6tor? 

Camp,  As  Dr.  Sligo,  with  open  mouth,  drove 
furioufly  on,  he  received  a  full  ftream  in  his 
teeth,  and  is  retired  from  the  field,  dropping  wet. 

HeL  Then  the  day's  our  own!         \_Exit  Camp. 

Enter  Calomel, 

Now,  do6i:or  ? 

Cal.  All  is  loft!  Dr.  Sligo,  recruited  by  a 
bumper  of  Drogheda,  is  returned  with  frefh 
vigour. 

HeL  Let  our  force  be  pointed  at  him. 

[_Exlt  CaL 

Enter  Camphire, 

Now,  do6lor? 

Camp,  The  fiege  flackens;  Dr.  Broadbrim, 
"with  ferjeant  Demur,  are  arrived  in  the  camp. 

{Exit. 

HeL  What  can  that  mean? 

Enter  CalomeL 

Now,  dodlor? 

CaL  Serjeant  Demur  has  thrown  this  manifefto 
over  the  gate.  \^Ex'it. 

HeL  [Jooking  at  the  parchment.']  Ha!  *^  Middle- 
*'  fex  to  wit.  John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe.'*  It 
is  a  challenge  to  meet  'em  at  Weftminfter-Hall ; 
then  we  have  breathing-time  till  the  term. 


Enter  Laji. 
Now,  dodlor? 


Lajl^ 
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LoJ},  I  have  forgot  my  fliocs. 

Shakes  them  up^  and  exit. 
Hel    Oh  ! 

Enter  Camphtre. 

Camp,  The  Licentiates  file  off  towards  Fleet 
Strrec. 

Hel  Follow  all,  and  harrafs  the  rear!  leave 
not  a  dry  thread  anaong  them  !  Huzza  !   [^Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Devil^    Invoice^   and  Harrltt, 

Devil.  Well,  my  young  friends,  you  will  now 
be  naturally  led  to  VVelim — i3h  1 

Iriv,  Blefs  me,  Sir,  v/hat's  the  matter  ?  You 
change  colour,  ai:d  falter. 

DeviL  The  magician  at  Madrid  has  difcovered 
my  flight,  and  recalls  me  by  an  irrefilUble  fpell  : 
I  mufl:  leave  you,  my  friends  1 

Inv.  Forbid  it,  Fortune  !  it  is  now.  Sir,  that 
we  mofl:  want  your  aid. 

DeviL  He  muR,  he  will  be  'obeyed.  Flere- 
after,  perhaps,  I  may  rejoin  you  again. 

Inv.  Bur,  Sir,  what  can  we  do."^  how  live? 
what  plan  can  we  fix  on  for  our  future  fupport  ? 

DeviL  You  are  in  a  country  where  your 
talents,  with  a  little  application,  will  procure 
you  a  provifion. 

Inv,  But  which  way  to  diredl  them  ? 

Devil.  There  are  profitable  profeflions,  that 
require  but  little  ability. 

Inv,  Name  us  one. 

Devil.  What  think  you  of  the  trade  with 
whofe  badge  1  am  at  prefent  inverted  ? 

Inv.  Can  you  fuppofe,  Sir,  after  what  I  have 
feen 

DeviL 
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Devil,  Oh,  Sir,  I  don't  defign  to  engage  you 
in  any  perfonal  fervice;  I  would  only  recommend 
it  to  you  to  be  the  vender  of  fome  of  thofe  in- 
fallible remedies,  with  which  our  newfpapers 
are  conftantly  crouded  ? 

Inv.  You  know^,  Sir,  I  am  poflcfTcd  of  no 
fecret. 

Devil.  Nor  they  either :  A  few  fnnplc  waters, 
dignified  with  titles  that  catch,  no  matter  how 
wild  and  abfurd,  will  effedually  anfwer  your 
purpofe  :  As,  let  me  fee  now  !  Tindure  of  Tinder, 
EfTence  of  Eggfhell,  or  Balfam  of  Broomftick. 

Jnv.  You  mufl  excufe  me,  Sir  ;  I  can  never 
fubmit. 

Devil.  I  think  you  are  rather  too  fqueamifli. 
What  fay  you,  then,  to  a  little  fpiritual  quackery  ? 

Inv.  Spiritual? 

Devil.  Oh,  Sir.  there  are  in  this  town  mounte- 
banks for  the  mind,  as  well  as  the  body.  How 
fhould  you  like  mounting  a  cart  on  a  common, 
and  becoming  a  Methodift  Preacher? 

Inv.  Can  that  fcheme  turn  to  account  ? 

Devil.  Nothing  better:  Believe  me,  the  ab- 
folute  direclion  of  the  perfons  and  purfcs  of  a 
large  congregation,  however  low  their  conditions 
and  callings,  is  by  no  means  a  contemptible 
objedl.  I,  for  my  own  part,  can  fay,  what 
the  Conqueror  of  Perlia  faid  to  the  Cynic;  **If 
"  I  was  not  Alexander,  I  would  be  Diogenes:" 
So,  if  I  was  not  the  Devil,  I  vv'ould  chufe  to 
be  a  Methodilt  Preacher. 

Inv.  But  then  the  redraint,  the  forms,  I  (hall 
be  obliged  to  obferve. 

Devil.  None  at  all:  There  is,  in  the  whole 
catalogue,  but  one  fin  you  need  be  at  all  (by  of 
committing. 

Inv. 
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Inv.   What's  that? 

DeviL  Simony. 

Inv,  Simony !  I  don't  comprehend  you. 

Devil.  Simony,  Sir,  is  a  new  kind  of  canon, 
devifed  by  thefe  upftart  fanatics,  that  makes  it 
finful  not  to  abufe  the  confidence,  and  pioufly 
plunder  the  little  property,  of  an  indigent  man, 
and  his  family. 

Inv.  A  mofi:  noble  piece  of  cafuiflical  cookery, 
and  exceeds  even  the  fons  of  Ignatius!  But  this 
honour  1  muft  beg  to  decline. 

Devil.  What  think  you  then  of  trying  the 
ftage?  You  are  a  couple  of  good  theatrical 
figures;  but  how  are  your  talents?  can  you  ftng? 

Inv,  I  can't  boaft  of  much  fkill.  Sir;  but 
Mifs  Harriet  got  great  reputation  in  Spain. 

Har.  Oh,  Mr.  Invoice !  iMy  father,  Sir,  as 
we  feldom  went  out,  eftablifhed  a  domeftic  kind 
of  drama,  and  made  us  perform  fome  little 
mufical  pieces,  that  were  occafionally  fent  us 
from  England. 

Devil.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  give  us  a  tafte  of 
your — -juft  a  fhort — te  ti  te  tor, 

\_Sings  a  Jhort  preludio. 

Inv,  I  muft  beg  to  be  excufcd.  Sir;  I  have 
not  a  mufical  note  in  my  voice,  that  can  pleafe 
you. 

Devii.  No?  Why  then,  I  believe  we  muft 
trouble  the  lady:  Come,  Mifs,  111  charm  a 
band  to  accompany  you.  [Waves  hisjlkk, 

[Harriet  ftng5.~\ 

DeviL  Exceedingly  well !  You  have  nothing 
to  do  now,  but  to  offer  yourfelves  to  one  of  the 
houfes. 

Inv, 
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Inv,  And  which,  Sir,  would  you  recommend  ? 

Devil.  Take  you  choice ;  for  I  can  ferve  you 
in  neither. 

Inv.  No?  I  thought,  Sir,  you  told  me  juft 
now,  that  the  feveral  arts  of  the  drama  were 
under  your  diredion. 

Devil.  So  they  were  formerly;  but  now  they 
are  directed  by  the  Genius  of  Infipidity:  He 
has  entered  into  partnerlhip  with  the  managers 
of  both  houfes,  and  they  have  fet  up  a  kind  of 
circulating  Hbrary,  for  the  vending  of  dialogue 
novels.  I  dare  not  go  near  the  new  houfe,  for 
the  Daemon  of  Power,  who  gave  me  this  lame- 
nefs,  has  pofTelTed  the  pates,  and  fown  difcord 
among  the  mock  monarchs  there  ;  and  what  one 
receives,  the  other  rejedls.  And  as  to  the  other 
houfe,  the  manager  has  great  merit  himfelf,  with 
fkill  to  difcern,  and  candor  to  allow  it  in  others ; 
but  I  can  be  of  no  ufe  in  making  your  bargain, 
for  in  that  he  would  be  too  many  for  the 
cunningeft  Devil  amongfl  us. 

Inv.  I  have  heard  of  a  new  playhoufe  in  the 
Haymarket. 

Devil.  What,  Foote's?  Oh,  that's  an  eccentric, 
narrow  eftablifhment ;  a  mere  fummer  fly  !  He  ! 
But,  however,  it-  may  do  for  a  coup  d'ejfai^  and 
prove  no  bad  foundation  for  a  future  engage- 
jnent. 

Inv.  Then  we  will  try  him,  if  you  pleafe. 

Devil.  By  all  means :  And  you  may  do  it  this 
inftant;  he  opens  to-night,  and  will  be  glad  of 
your  aiTiftance.  I'll  drop  you  down  at  the  door  ; 
and  mufh  then  take  my  leave  for  fome  time. 
Allans !  but  don't  tremble;  you  have  nothing  to 

fear: 
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fear:  The  public  will  treat  you  with  kindnels; 
at  leall,  if  they  fhew  but  half  the  indulgence  to 
you,  that  they  have  upon  all  occafions  fhewn  to 
that  Manager.  \_Exeuui  omnes. 
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ACT        I 

Scenc^  Hotel  d'Angiererre. 

Enter  Kit  Cable,  Dick  Drugget,  and  Jenny  Minnikin, 

Cable. 

HARK'EE,  meffmate  I  look  about !  you  had 
better  bring-to  in  this  creek  :  here  you  will 
find  the  beft  moorings.  The  Hotel  d'Jngletem 
they  calls  it  in  French  ;  but  you'll  find  the  names 
of  things  plaguily  tranfmogrified  all  along  the 
coaft. 

Dick,  They  be  civil  people,  no  doubt. 

Cable,  Civil  ?  ay,  ay  ;  if  you  will  bring  a  good 
cargo  of  cafh,  you  are  welcome  to  anchor  here 
as  long  as  you  lift  :  But  you  will  find  the  duties 
high  at  out-clearance  ;  therefore  take  care,  d'ye 
fee,  and  don't  run  aground.  I  muft  take  t'other 
trip  to  the  port,  for  your  Itowage.  [_Exit, 

Dick.  I  hope  by  this  time  your  fea-ficknefs  is 
pretty  well  gone  ? 

Jenny. 
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gently.  Much  mended,  dear  Dicky,  I  thank 
you. 

Dick,  Well,  my  dear  Jenny,  here  we  are,  fafe- 
ly  landed  in  the  French  country,  however.  And 
now,  what's  next  to  be  done  ?  Confider,  my 
love,  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lofe  ;  your  father 
will  not  be  long  behind  us,  I  am  fure. 

Jenny.  No  queflion  of  that  ;  therefore  our  beft 
way  will  be  to  get  out  of  his  power  as  foon  as 
we  can. 

Dick.  By  what  means  f 

Jenny,  By  the  means  which  we  came  hither  in 
fearch  of;  by  being  married,  you  know. 

Dick.  True  :  But  how  the  deuce  (hall  we  pro- 
cure a  parfon  ?  Perhaps  the  man  of  the  houfe 
may  aflift  us  :  But,  plague  on*t  !  I  can't  parley 
Francee\  though  I  underftand  a  few  words  here 
and  there. 

Jenny.  But  I  can,  Dicky,  you  know.  What, 
do  you  think  I  was  five  years  at  madam  Van- 
flopping's,  the  Swifs  French  boarding-fchool  at 
Edmonton,  for  nothing  at  all  ? 

Dick,  True,  true  ;  I  had  forgot. — But  I  don't 
think  it  any  mark  of  their  manners,  to  let  us  wait 
here  fo  long  without  afking  us  in.  Here,  houfe. 
houfe  ! 

Jenny,  Peace,  Dicky  !  how  is  it  pofiible  they 
fhould  know  what  you  want  ? — Maifon  !  feignior 
di  Terre  ! 

Dick,  Who  ?  what  ? 

Jenny,  Seignior  de  Terre  is  as  much  as  tO  fay 
Landlord  in  Englidi. 

Dick,  True,  true.     Oh  !  here  the  man  comes. 

Enter  Monfieur  Tromfort, 

7romf,  Monfieur  !  Mademoifelk  ! 

Dick. 
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Dick,  To  him,  Jenny  ! 

'Jmny,  Monfieur^  nos  Jommes  Jnglois,  ^  nous  avons 
grand  occafion  d^un  preire  ! 

Tromf.   A  quoi  fa'ire  ? 

'Jenny,  Faire  f  pour  nous  joindre  lui  i^  mot  enfemble^ 
I  thinlc. 

Duk,  That  is  marriage,  (lie  and  me  :  You  un- 
deriland  me,  Mounfeer  ? 

Tromf.  Ah-ha  !  pour  le  mariage !  tres  bien  ;  per- 
fediy  veil,  Sir. 

Dick,  Gad's  my  life,  he  fpeaks  Englifh  !  how 
lucky  we  were  in  the  choice  of  a  houfe  1 — And 
what  may  your  name  be,  Mounfeer  ? 

Tromf.  Tromfort,  at  your  ver  good  fervice. 

Dick.  Why,  look'ee  !  Mounfeer  Tromfort ;  in 
a  word,  our  bufmefs  is  this ;  This  here  young 
gentlewoman  and  I 

Jenny,  Stop,  Dicky,  and  let  me  explain  mat- 
ters to  Monfieur  Tromfort ;  becaufe  why,  I  fpeak 
the  language,  you  know. 

Dick,  But,  Mifs,  our  landlord  underftands 
Englilh. 

Jenny,  No  matter ;  don't  contradid  me, 
Dicky  ;  you  know  I  could  not  never  bear  that 
from  a  child.  You  mufl  know  then,  Monfieur, 
that  Mr.  Matthew  Minnikin,  my  father,  is  one 
of  the  mod  refpedable  pin- makers  in  the  whole 
city  of  London  ;  and  that  I  am  his  daughter. 

Tromf,  Ah-ha !  I  underhand ;  maifter  Mi- 
ni cky,  gros  marchand  d'epingle  ?  ceji  tout  fimple. 

Jenny,  And  this  here  young  man  that  you  fee, 
is  Dicky  Drugget,  father's  'prentice  at  home. 

Tromf,   Fort  bien  ;  vcr  veil  i 

Jenny,  Now,  father  being  minded  to  provide 
me  a  mifband,  for  fear  I  (houid  otherwife  pro- 
vide one  for  myfelf 

Tromf 
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Tromf,  Fort  bien !  dat  vas  ver  veil  fancy  :  Par- 
die,  monfieur  Minicky  has  great  deal  of  wit  ! 

Jenny,  Yes,  well  enough ;  if  fo  be  that  he  had 
got  me  a  man  to  my  mind  ;  but  he  was  fo  un- 
dutiful  as  never  to  think  of  confulting  of  me. 

Tromf,  Oh,  fy,  fy,  Monfieiir  Minicky  !  dat 
vas  terrible  ting. 

Jenny,  Ay,  was  it  not,  Monfieur  ?  quite  mon- 
ftrous,  as  a  body  may  fay  ;  and  fo  you  would 
own,  if  you  was  to  fee  the  creature  he  fixed  on  ; 
Kit  Codling,  a  fat  filhmonger,  hard  by  the 
'Change.  They  fay  the  man  is  well  enough  to 
pafs  in  the  world  ;  one  of  the  livery,  a  pretty 
good  fpeechefyer,  minds  his  (hop,  and  is  careful 
and  fober. ;  but.  Lord,  what  fignifies  that  ?  he 
has  no  more  idera  of  drefs  than  a  Dutchman  ; 
and  as  to  cotillions,  I  fuppofe  he  knows  as  much 
about  them  as  a  cow. 

Tromf,  Oh,  fy,  fy  !    Mauvaife  partie^  bad  partie  ! 

Jenny,  And  fo,  Dicky  and  1  being  bred  up  to- 
gether, as  it  were,  and  being  a  genteelifli  virtu- 
ous young  man 

Tromf^   Ah,   vas  ires  gentile, 

Jenny,  Yes ;  for  except  lying  out  all  night  now 
and  then,  hating  to  be  fo  vulgar  as  to  flay  in  the 
fhop,  frequenting  the  tavern  in  fearch  of  good 
company,  running  his  father  in  debt  for  his  cre- 
dit, and  gracing  his  converfation  with  the  oaths 
mod  in  fafhion,  I  don't  believe  the  lad  has  a 
lingle  vice  in  the  world. 

Tromf,  Dat  is  ver  extraordinary  ! 

Jenny,  And  yet  you  can't  think  what  an  ora- 
tioning  father  ufed  to  make  every  day  :  But,  be- 
tween you  and  I,  Monfieur,  father  and  mother 
are  but  a  couple  of  fogrum  old  fools ;  ben't  they, 
Dicky  ? 

Dick. 
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Dick,  To  fay  truth,  little  better,  my  dear. 
Jenny,  Why,  what  a  noife  they  made  about 
my  only  running  from  fchool  for  three  or  four 
days  with  Monfieur  Chaflbn,  our  mattrg  de  dance^ 
juft  as  if  they  thought  I  would  never  come  back 
again  ;  ha,  ha  ! 

Dick.  To  fay  truth,  Mounfeer,  Mifs  Jenny 
amongft  them  had  but  a  very  bad  time  ;  for  this 
I  muft  confefs  to  her  face,  (he  is  the  mofl  beft- 
temperedeft  gfrl  in  the  world  ;  for  let  her  but 
fay  and  do  what  (he  pleafes,  and  you  will  fcarcely 
hear  a  crofs  word  come  out  of  her  mouth  in  a 
month. 

Tromf,   Vraiment  ? 

Dick,  Then,  to  prove  what  a  dutiful  daughter 
(he  always  has  been,  ihe  conftandy  ufed  to  Ileal 
out  to  fee  Breflaw,  the  plays,  and  hear  Signiora 
Gamberbelly  at  the  opera,  on  purpofe  to  pre- 
vent their  being  tired  with  her  company  at 
home. 

Tromf,  Ver  conliderate  ! 

Dick.  And  whenever  the  old  folks  charged  her 
with  doing  any  thing  wrong,  fhe  never  told  them 
a  word  of  truth  in  her  life. 
Tromf.  No? 

Dick.  No  ;  for  fear  of  making  her  parents  un- 
eafy. 

Tromf.  Ver  aimahle  indeed  ! 
Jenny.  Nay,  Monfieur,  Dicky  was  always 
very  pardal  to  me. — And  fo,  we  taking  a  fancy 
to  one  another,  and  to  prevent  father  from  ex- 
pofmg  himfelf  by  fuch  a  ridiculous  choice  as 
Kit  Codling,  we  agreed  to  give  the  old  ones 
the  flip,  and  take  a  little  tour  to  the  kingdom  of 
France. 

Tromf  Bien  imaginee !  dat  vas  veil  imagin  ! 

Dick, 
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Dick,  And  (o,  Mounfeer 

Jenny,  Nay,  Dicky,  don't  interrupt  me,  my 
dear  I — And  fo,  as  I  was  a-faying,  if  you  can 
contrive  to  procure  us  a  marrying  dodlor,  for  I 
am  told  there  are  one  or  two  who  have  fet  up  in 
that  way  in  this  town,  we  (hall  take  it,  Monfieur, 
as  a  very  particular  favour. 

Tromf.  I  fhall  be  ver  happy,  trei  charmee !  to 
be  capable  to  ferve-a  you. 

Jenny,  Vaft  polite  !  and  indeed,  as  I  have  of- 
ten told  Dicky,  the  French  always  ar^  fo. 

Tromf,  Indeed,  I  have  great  regard  for  de 
Englis ;  and  ven  dey  come  over,  I  never  refufe 
my  protedion. 

Jenny.  Mighty  civil,  indeed  ! 

^romf.  Why,  every  fummer  dere  come  here  to 
my  houfe  a  great  many  my  lors  ;  and  I  let  *em 
flay  two,  tree  months,  jufh  as  long  as  dey 
pleafe. 

Dick,  What,  for  nothing,  Mounfeer  ? 

Tromf.  Prefque  la  meme  chofe  /  almoft  de  very 
fame  ting  ;  dey  never  pay  noding  at  all,  only 
juft  for  dere  eating,  drinking,  and  fleeping. 

Jenny.  How  generous  and  noble  ! 

Tromf.  Yes ;  I  alvays  have  great  penchant,  great 
partiality,  for  dofe  of  your  country.  Vy,  dere 
vas  fome  time  ago,  ven  my  houfe  and  my  good 
vas  burn  down  by  de  fire,  I  never  vas  take  no- 
ding  at  all  from  de  French. 

Dick,  No  ? 

Tromf  Pas  une  fous ;  but  fuffer  my  lors  Anglois 
to  build-a  my  hotel  up  again  to  dere  own  tafte, 
vidout  de  leaft  interruption. 

Dick.  How  kind,  to  give  that  preference  to  us ! 

Jenny.  That  indeed  was  the  very  exeefs  of  good 

breeding  ! 

Tromf 
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^romf.  And  ven  dey  bring  over  good  many 
guinea,  lumbering  heavy  great  ting,  I  make  de 
change  vid  de  louis,  dat  vas  fo  pretty,  and  as 
light  as  de  cork. 

Jenny,  How  difmterefted  ! 

Tromf.  And  as  I  know  Meflieurs  les  Anglois 
come  here  to  improve  demfelves  by  travel  in 
France,  I  advife  dem  always  to  flay  here  as  long 
as  dey  can,  and  never  to  tink  of  going  home, 
till  all  dere  monies  be  gone. 

Dick,  What  a  fine  thing  it  is  to  get  fuch  a 
friend  in  foreign  parts ! 

Jenny,  True,  Dicky.  Well,  but,  Monfieur, 
do  you  think  you  can  provide  us  with  the  party 
we  want  ? 

Tromf,  Four  la  mariage  ?  for  marry  you  ?  dere 
is  no  doubt. 

Dick.  But  there  is  no  time,  Mounfeer,  to  be 
loft,  for  we  expedl  Mifs's  father  and  mother  to 
follow  us  in  the  very  firft  fhip. 

Tromf,  Dere  is  de  Do6tor  Coupler  live  juft-a 
by,  in  de  very  next  ftreet. 

Jenny,  Then  fend  for  him  diredly. 

Tromf,  Very  probable  he  is  not  at  home  at  dis 
time. 

Dick.  No? 

Tromf,  He  commonly  take  de  opportunity  of 
defe  dark  night,  to  flep  crofs  de  Shannel,  and 
fupply  his  friend  on  t'oder  fide  vid  de  brandy 
and  tea. 

Dick.  Oh,  what,  I  reckon,  the  Docflor  fmuggles 
a  little  ? 

Tromf,  Yes,  for  little  amufemcnt,  juft  pour 
f  offer  le  tempi ;  for  he  is  ver  fond  of  de  fea. 

Dick,  Will  you  enquire,  Mounfeer,  if  we  can- 
not meet  with  the  Dodlor  ? 

Tromf, 
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Tromf.  A  rinjiant  \  dis  very  moment. 
Enter  a  very  old  Waiter, 

Eh  bien  ?  La  Jeunejfe  !  vat  is  de  matter  ? 

La  Jeu,  Dere  is  anoder  veffel  from  Dover, 
juft-a  put  into  de  port. 

Dick.  Is  there  ?  Then  ten  to  one  your  father  is 
in  her  ! 

Tromf,  Dat  vill  be  ver  mal-a-propos  I 

Dick.  Hadn't  I  better  run  down  to  the  key, 
and  take  a  peep  at  who  lands } 

Tromf.  By  all  mean  ;  de  very  bed  dought  in 
de  vorld. 

Dick.  Stay  you  here,  Mifs ;  I  will  be  back  in 
a  trice.  \^Exit. 

Tromf.  A  ver  pretty  gentleman,  dat  Maifter 
Druggy  ! 

Jenny.  Yes,  Dicky  is  thought  very  well  on. 

Tromf  He  has  ver  great  head  ;  beaucoup  de  po- 
litique ! 

Jenny.  Yes,  yes ;  he  has  wit  enough  when  he  will. 

Tromf  Ma  foi,  Maifter  Dicky  be  fort  !  a  ver 
happy  man,  to  be  fure  1 

Jenny.  How  fo,  Monfieur  Tromfort  ? 

Tromf  How  fo  ?  pardie,  to  have  engage  de 
affedion  of  fo  aimable  a  Mademoifelle. 

Jenny.  Dear  me,  Monfieur,  and  d'ye  think  fo? 

Tromf,  Affurement. 

Jenny.  Really  ?  But  you  French  are  fo  given 
to  flattery ! 

Tromf  Point  de  tout,  not  at  all  1  Vill  you  per- 
mit-a  me,  Mademoifelle,  juft  to  have  de  honour 
to  kifs-a  your  hand  ? 

Jenny,  My  hand,  Monfieur  !  what  good  can 
that  do  you  ? 

Tromf  Ah  !  my  God  1  how  fine  1  vite  as  fnow, 

and 
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and  {oft  as  de  filk  !  Vat  vould  I  give  to  be  dat 
dere  Monfieur  Dicky  ! 

Jenny,  Why,  is  it  poffiblei  Monfieur,  that  you 
can  think  me  equal  to  your  own  country  ladies  ? 

Iromf,  Ah,  Mademoifelle,  dere  is  no  compa- 
rifon  at  all  in  de  vorld  :  Vat  havock  your  charm 
vould  make  in  dis  contry  I 

Jenny,  1  am  not  quite  fo  certain  of  that. 

Tromf^  Dere  is  no  doubt  at  all  :  Pour  la  preuvei 
De  very  firft-a  Frenchmans  you  vas  fee,  is  proud 
to  drow  himfelf  at  your  feet. 

Jenny.  At  mine  ?  who  can  that  be,  Monfieur  ? 

Tromf,  Votre  tres  humble ^  Mademoifelle ;  it  is 
moiy  me  myfelf. 

Jenny,  You  ? 

Tromf,  Mot.  Permit-a  me,  Mademoifelle,  to  de- 
clare de  force  of  my  paflion,  dat  burn  my  ver— 

Jenny.  For  me  ?  why,  I  have  fcarce  been  in 
your  company  a  couple  of  minutes. 

Tromf.  Von  inftant  is  enough  for  your  charm 
to  make-a  de  conqueft  j  de  very  firfl  glance,  your 
bright  eyes  (hoot  me  quite  to  de  heart.  Ah  ! 
how  it  make-a  me  pat,  pat,  pat,  pat  1  Fait  mot 
I'honneur  to  place-a  your  hand  juft  here  a  my  fide* 

Jenny,  Here  is  an  audacious  old  fop  !  I'll  try 
how  far  the  impudent  puppy  will  go. — Why, 
really,  Monfieur,  you're  fo  amiable,  and  your 
manners  fo  very  polite,  and  fo  civil,  that  if  it 
had  not  been  for  a  prior  engagement,  I  don*c 
know  but  1  might  be  tempted  to  liften. 

Tromf  Courage,  Monfieur  Tromfort !  Stay 
but  littel  time,  Maifter  Dicky,  begar  I  make 
you  a  cocu  before  you  vas  marry,  [aftde.'] — En- 
gagement 1  vat  is  dat  ? 

Jenny.  The  young  man  you  faw  here  but  now* 

Tromf  Maifter  Dicky  ;  ver  veil  ? 

Jmny^ 
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Jenny,  We  are  come  over  hither  to  marry^  you 
know. 

Tromf.   Vy  not  i* 

Jenny.  What,  and  at  the  fame  time  encourage 
another's  addrefles  ? 

*Troj7if.  To  be  fure.  En  France^  de  lady  alvays 
take  de  hufband  to  make  fure  of  de  lover  ;  de 
one  pour  la  politique,  de  oder  for  de  paffion. 

Jenny,  Ay  ;  but  what  would  my  countrywomen 
fay  at  fo  very  quick  a 

Tromf,  Say  ?  ah-ha  !  fhe  begin  to  capitulate. 
\^aftde,'\ — Say  ?  dat  you  take  de  ver  vife  ftep.  Oh, 
Mademoifelle,  dere  be  many  pretty  my  lady  who 
vait  at  my  hotel  for  de  vind,  that  can  tell  many 
comic  ftorie  of  Monfieur  Tromfort. 

Je?iny.  Oh>  1  don't  doubt  it  at  all ! — Was  there 
ever  fuch  an  impudent  coxcomb  ! — If  one  did 
but  know,  indeed,  the  name  of  fome  of  the 
ladies,  it  would  be  a  kind  of  excufe. 

Tromf,  Pardonnez  7not !  jamais  de  man  of  ho- 
nour ;  never  tell  de  name  of  de  lady.  La  voies  I 
lopky  here  !  look  at  dis  plumet ;  dis  pretty  white 
fedder  [Jhews  a  fhahhy  white  feather^  ;  dis  trophy  of 
my  vidory  I  receive  from  de  hand  of  de  pretty 
my  lady. 

Jenny.  That  indeed  is  a  proof;  and  yet,  Mon- 
fieur, it  is  a  fort  of  wonder  too,  for  you  are  not 
over  young,  nor,  between  ourfelves,  remarkably 
handfome  ;  and  befides  all  that,  you  have  but 
one  eye. 

Tromf,  Dat  is  true  ;  but  den  confider,  Made- 
moifelle,  dat  the  little  god  Cupid  has  got  never 
a  vone. 

Jenny,  Right  ;  and  I  believe  the  lady  muft 
have  been  near  as  blind  as  the  god. 

Tromf,  Not  at  all.     But,  ma  chere  Mademoi- 

felle. 


A    TRIP    TO    CALAIS.  I5 

fclle,  we  lofe  time  ;  and  Maifler  Dicky  may- 
come  back  from  de  port.  Dere  is,  in  dis  littel 
room,  de  ver  pritt  pi6ler,  which  permit-a  me  to 
have  de  honour  to  (hew  you. 

Jenny,  Nay,  but,  Monfieur 

Tromf.  Dere  muft  be  a  httel  compulfion  to  make 
de  lady  do  vat  (he  hke  \julls  her.l  Fenez  ma  I 

Jenny,  Hands  off,  you  infolent  ruffian  ! 

^^trikes  him, 

Tromf,   Diable! 

Jenny,  The  vanity  and  impudence  of  this  fel- 
low exceeds  all  the  accounts  I  have  heard  of  his 
country. 

Tromf,  By  gar,  for  de  foft  hand,  it  is  de  mod 
hard  I  ever  vas  feel  ! 

Jenny,  Not  half  fo  much  as  you  merit.  A 
pretty  account  you  give  of  the  Englifh  ;  and  a 
fine  return  for  all  the  favours  you  have  received 
at  their  hands  ! 

Tromf,  Pardie^  cejl  une  efp}ce  de  virago.-'^ Mais, 
Mademoifelle  ! 

Jenny.  However,  the  gentleman  will  foon  be 
hack,  and  return  you  thanks  for  this  piece  of  ci- 
vility. 

Tromf,  Maisy  Mademoifelle,  you  vas  know 
de  mode  of  dis  country,  de  littel  gallantry  to  de 
pretty  fine  vomans. 

Jenny,  Gallantry !  what,  from  a  fellow  like 
you,  a  pitiful  publican  > 

Tromf  Diable !  publican  ?  dat  be  good  enough 
for  de  maker  of  pin. 

Jenny.  Here  he  comes. 

E7iter  Dick  Drugget, 
Dick,  Zounds,  Mifs,  Here  they  all  be  ' 

Jenny.   All  !   who  ? 

Dick. 
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Dick.  Father,  mother,  and  your  aunt  Clack, 
the  milliner  from  out  of  Pail-Mall. —But,  you 
feem  flurried;  there  has  nothing  happened,  1 
hope  ? 

Jenny,  Happened  ?  that  faucy  Frenchman  has 
taken  fuch  liberties ! 

Dick.  How  ! — Zounds,  Sir,  how  dare  you— • 

Tromf.  Monficur  Dicky 

Jenny.  Nay,  the  fellow  is  only  fit  to  be  laughed 
at :  Befides,  at  prefent  we  want  him. — Hark'ee, 
Monfieur,  if  you  wifli  to  have  your  folly  forgot, 
and  not  be  expofed,  as  you  richly  deferve,  you 
mud  immediately  lend  your  afliftance. 

Tromf.   Wdplaifir. 

Jenny,  Where  can  I  conceal  myfelf  from  my 
angry  relations  ? 

Tromf.  Dere  is  but  littel  time  for  to  tink.  Ah- 
ha  !  I  have  it,  I  vill  dis  inllant  put  you  into  dc 
<ouventy  vere  my  fifter  is  nun. 

Jenny.  But  they  will  foon  find  me  out,  and 
force  me  from  them. 

Tromf.  You  muft  pretend  to  have  de  grand 
inclination  to  become  de  bon  catolick. 

Jenny.  And  will  that  do  ? 

Tromf.  Never  fear  !  Mademoifelle  eji  bien  riche ; 
and  de  French  prieft  never  give  up  de  convert 
yen  (he  have  got  great  deal  of  guinee,  jamais. 

Jenny.  In  the  mean  time,  what  is  to  become 
of  my  friend  ? 

Tromf.  De  beft  vay  for  Maifter  Dicky  is  to 
take  de  littel  trip  to  Dunkirk  or  Boulogne,  till 
matters  be  fettle. 

Jenny.  May  I  venture,  Monfieur,  to  truft  my- 
felf in  your  hands  ? 

Tromf.  By  gar,  Mademoifelle,  dere  b  more 
danger  from  your  hand  dan  from  mine  ! 

Jtnny. 
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Jenny.  We  Englifli,  Moiifieiir,  are  an  odd  fort 
of  people ;  it  is  near  as  dangerous  to  provoke 
our  women  as  men. 

Tromf^  By  gar,  I  believe  fo.  No,  no ;  I'afaW 
eft  faitei  I  have  done. — Ma  femme,  my  littel  vife, 
Ihall  condud  Mademoifelle — La  Jeunelle  [[Calls, 

Enter  La  Jeunejfe, 

La  Jeu.  Monfieur  ? 

Tromf  Go  to  my  vife ;  tell  her  to  take  Ma- 
demoifelle to  de  convent^  and  leave  her  derc 
vid  my  fifler.  After  dinner,  1  vill  bring  you  de 
news  to  de  grate. 

Jenny,  Well,  Dicky,  adieu !  expe(5t  to  hear 
from  me  foon. 

Dick.  Be  as  quick  as  you  will,  I  (hall  think  it 
an  age.  Deareft  Jenny,  farewell !  [^Exit, 

Tromf,  Jujque  a  revoir,  Mademoifelle ! 

Jenny,  Servant,  Monfieur  Tromfort ! 

Tromf,  Ma  foiy  Mademoifelle  be  a  great  littel 
fool,  to  prefer  Monfieur  Dicky  to  fuch  anodcr 
as  me.  By  gar,  de  Englis  voman  have  no  judg- 
ment at  all  !  flie  vill  repent  by-and-by ;  more 
pity  for  Ihe ! — La  Jeuneile ! 

Enter  La  Jeunejfe, 

Have  you  fent  dofe  bag  of  guinea  to  Dunkirk, 
to  be  melt? 

La  Jeu,   Oulf  Monfieur, 

Tromf  Ver  veil.  [Exit  La  Jeuneffe.'\^Aprei 
tout  MefTieurs  I'AnghiSy  all  de  Englis  people  be 
ver  great  fool,  to  come  here,  fpend  dere  money, 
in  fearch  after  vat  dey  never  will  find !  to  fhange 
dere  roaft-a  beef  and  pudding,  for  our  rotten 
ragout;  fee  de  comedy,  de  play,  dey  don't 
comprehend  \    talk  vid  de  people  dey  don't  un- 

derfland ; 


l8  A    TRIP    TO    CALAIS. 

derfland;  tant  7nieux!  To  much  de  better !  In  ver 
few  year,  I  ihut  up  my  hotel,  fet  up  my  coach, 
my  caroile,  and  call  myfelf  monfieur  le  marquis 
de  Guinea,  in  compliment  to  Meflieurs  i'Jngiois; 
ver  pritt  titel,  by  gar!   ha,  ha,  ha!  [Exit. 

Enter  La  Jeunejp^     Mr.    and  Mrs.    M'lnnihin^    Mrs. 
Clack^  and  Kit  Codling. 

Mrs.  Min.  This  unnatural  hufly,  to  run  thus 
away  from  her  parents !  and  into  foreign  parts, 
as  they  fa)',  amongfl  Pagi:.ns  and  Papids,  and  a 
parcel  of — And  here  we  have  been  tolfed  and 
tumbled  about,  that  I  don't  know  whether  I 
fland  upon  my  head  or  my  heels. 

Min,  And  then  that  lanthorn-jaw'd  hound  at 
the  gate,  to  feize  my  tobacco-box !  and  Til  be 
fworn  there  was  not  a  couple  of  pipe-fulls. 

Mrs.  Alin,  Ay,  ay,  poor  toads,  they  are  glad 
to  get  hold  of  any  thing  they  can  get.  Well, 
if  I  once  more  fet  fight  of  old  Powrs,  if  ever 
they  get  me  below  Bridge  again,  unlefs  a  pleafur- 
ing,  perhaps,  during  the  fummer,  in  a  hoy  to 
Margate — Pray,  fon  Codling,  how  long  were 
we  in  failing  over  the  fea? 

CodI  I  can  tell  you,  madam  Minnikin  exact 
to  a  minute;  becaufe  why,  I  have  promifed 
neighbour  Index,  the  printer,  to  make  obfer- 
vations  on  all  the  ftrange  things  that  I  fee,  that 
he  may  print  them  next  time,  'long  with  his  Six 
Weeks'  Tour  to  the  Continent.  Let's  fee;  here 
is  my  Journal :  [reads^  '^  June  the  loth,  em- 
"  barked  at  feven  in  the  morning,  at  Dover, 
"  aboard  the  Mercury,  vindSouthand  by  Eafl; 
*'  nine  o'clock,  vind  weer  a  little  to  the  Vefl ! 
*'  fhelled  half  a  bufhel  of  peas;  eleven  o'clock, 
"  vind  ditto,  eat  ditto;  twelve  and  half,  plucked 
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*'  a  couple  of  fowls;  very  odd  to  fee  how  the  vind 
^'  blew  the  feathers  about;  notabene,  feathers  will 
"  fwim  in  the  fait  fea." 

Min.  Vaft  curus  obfervations,  indeed  ' 

Mrs,  Min.  Nay,  I  always  faid,  fon  Codling 
had  a  good  head  of  his  own.  Why,  Matthew 
Minnikin,  if  he  goes  on  but  as  he  begun,  I  don*t 
know  but  his'n  may  be  as  ufeful  as  many  of  the 
Voyages  that  have  been  printed  of  late. 

Min.  Ay,  Margery,  if  he  could  but  get  fome 
ftrange  beaftefTes,  or  carry  home  a  foreign  favage 
or  two,  for  a  fhow. 

Mrs.  Min.  But  go  on,  fon  Codling,  I  beg  I 

Codl.  "  Two  o'clock,  road  beginning  to  be 
*'  confumedly  rough,  was  fo  much  jolted,  that 
*'  I  could  not  write  any  more." 

Mrs,  Min,  Write  ?  Fm  fure  I  was  not  able  to 
fland;  fo  they  popped  me  into  a  hole  in  the  wall, 
I  think  they  called  it  a  cabin-.  Lord  blefs  us, 
'twas  more  liker  a  coffin  ! 

Clack,  The  fea  has  been  rather  rumbuftious, 
I  own;  but  then,  fifter,  the  land  makes  us 
ample  amends. 

Mrs.  Min.  Amends!  in  what  way  ? 

Clack.  Blefs  me,  fifter,  how  can  you  afk? 
I  profefs  1  feel  myfelf  quite  a  different  perfon  : 
The  people  here  are  all  fo  gay.  and  well  bred ! 
Did  not  you  obferve,  when  I  accidentally  fneezed, 
now  politely  all  the  people  puU'd  off  their  hats? 

Mrs.  Min.  Pfhaw!  what  fignincs  their  grins 
and  grimaces,  their  fcrapes  and  congees;  do  you, 
fifter,  feriouily  think,  that  the  French  folks  are 
more  cleverer  than  v/e  ? 

Clack.  Ridiculous !  is  there  a  mortal  can  doubt 
it  ?  Why,  without  their  aiTiftance,  how  fhould 
we  be  able  to  drefs  ourfelves,    or  our  viduals  ? 

And 
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And  then,  as  to  clcvernefs,  did  you  obferve 
thofe  little  children,  as  we  came  up  from  the 
key? 

Mrs  Min,,  Yes;  and,  to  my  thinking,  I  never 
(aw  fuch  a  parcel  of  brown  brats  in  my  life. 

Clack,  1  declare  1  was  afliamed,  quite  blufhej 
for  my  country,  to  hear  mere  infants,  quite  b:N 
hies,  as  I  may  fay,  f|)utter  l^rench,  more  freer 
and  glibber  than  your  daughter  jane,  who  has 
had  a  French  marter  thefe  five  years. 

Mrs,  Min,  Thai's  true,  1  mull  own;  but  then 
I  don't  fmd  that  they  be  more  cuter  to  get  our 
lingo,  than  we  to  learn  theirs. 

Clack.  Becaufc  why,  they  tliink  it  beneath 
them, 

Mrf,  Min,  Who  the  deuce  be  all  thefc? 

Enter  fever al  Porters  with  fmall  parcels. 

La  Jeu.  De  porter  from  de  cuflom-houfe, 
along  vid  your  baggage. 

Codl.  Baggage?  zooks,  any  one  of  thefe  might 
have  carried  it  all. 

Clack.  Aj\  there,  there,  brother,  you  have 
another  proof  of  their  breeding;  all  of  them  eager 
to  be  ufcful  to  flrangers. 

Min.  Yes,  pox  take  them,  in  hopes,  I  fuppofc, 
of  being  handfomely  paid. — Well,  Monlieur, 
how  much  are  you  to  have? 

Cl.uk.  Fy,  Mr.  Minnikin!  don't  expofe 
your  mcannefs  the  moment  you  are  landed. — 
Monfieur,  you  will  fatisfy  thefe  gentlemen  for 
the  trouble  they  have  taken.  And,  Mr.  Cod- 
ling,   do  try  and  get  us  a  good  room,  if  you 

Can. 

l,a  Jcu.    Venez'tci! 

^Exeunt  Porters^  bowing  and /craping, 

Min. 
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Min»  Hey-day!  who  the  deuce  have  we 
here  ? 

Mrs.  Min,  As  I  live,  a  couple  of  fhoe- blacks, 
with  muffs  and  bag- wigs ! 

Enter  Shoe -blacks^    who  bow  with  great  ceremony^    and 
takefnuff. 

Mm,  There,  there,  Margery!  doft  thou  fee? 
mark  their  fmirking,  bowing  and  fneezing! 

Ckck.  Ay,  fifter  Minnikin,  there!  you  fee 
how  courteous  and  civil  the  very  loweft  people 
are  here:  Shew  me  a  fhopkeeper,  in  your  whole 
ward,  that  can  do  his  honours  fo  well !  See  how 
politely  they  offer  their  fnuff  to  each  other;  and 
look !  if  the  fweet  little  creatures  are  not  fet  down 
to  cards  on  their  ftools! 

Min.  Yes,  yes ;  I  fee  well  enough. 

Clack,  Not  like  our  vulgar  fellows,  at  Putt 
or  All-fours,  but  a  party  at  Piquet,  Til  be 
fworn ! 

Enter  La    Jeunejfe^     Luke  Lapelle,     and   Gregory 
Gingham, 

La  Jeu.  Dis  vay,  my  lor !  one,  two,  dree  ftep; 
take  care-a,  my  lor  I 

Mrs.  Min.  Blcfs  me,  my  dear,  if  here  a'n't 
Mr.  Lappelle,  from  Bond-Street !  and  neigh- 
bour Gingham,  as  fure  as  a  gun!  frefli  from 
Pariih  I  warrant. 

Min.  Well  met  neighbour  Gingham  I  What, 
you've  been  fetching  home  fafliions,  I  reckon? 

Ging.  Hufh,  Mafter  Minnikin!  there  is  no 
need  to  make  proclamation  in  foreign  parts  of 
what  bufinefs  we  be. 

Clack. 
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Clack,  Brother  Minnikin's  tongue  will  now 
and-then  run  too  faft  for  his  wit. 

Min.  Nay,  I  faid  nothing,  lam  fure. 

Lap.  Excufe  mo'i^  Monfieur  Minnikin!  you 
mentioned  fetching  of  fafhions ;  and  that,  as 
the  French  fay,  was  tantaramount  to  calling  us 
tailors. 

Clack,  The  very  fame  thing. 

Min,  Why,  fure,  Gregory  Gingham,  thee 
be*ft  not  a(hamed  of  thy  calling,  be'll? 

Ging,  That  is  another  man's  matter,  you 
knows:  How  is  it  our  fault,  (d'ye  mind  me?) 
if  the  French  folks  will  take  us  for  lords  ?  They 
law  fomething  in  us  that  was  above  the  vulgar, 
I  reckon. 

Mrs,  Min.  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  that,  Mat- 
thew, it  is  at  worfl  but  being  quit  with  Mounfeer; 
for  I'll  be  fworn,  there  are  many  of  their  Counts 
and  Marquiffes  that  comes  over  to  us,  (aye,  and 
are  received  by  the  bed  quality  too,  at  their 
tables)  who,  if  the  truth  was  known,  are  little 
better  than  tailors  at  home. 

Codl.  Right!  well  faid.  Madam  Minnikin! 
With  this  odds  in  their  favour,  (plague  take 
^em ! )  that  them  there  fellows  make  a  good 
hand  and  profit  by  their  pride  and  prefump- 
tion;  whilft  our  foolifh  folks  are  forced  to  pay 
pretty  high  fees  for  their  titles.  I  reckon, 
your  krdjhips  were  iwingingly  foufed  on  the 
road  ? 

Ging.  To  fay  truth,  the  bills  did  mount  pretty 
high,  and  we  did  not  chufe  to  chaffer  with  them, 
becaufe  why,  we  wa'n't  willing  to  bring  a  dif- 
grace  on  our  dignity. 

Clack.  Wifely  done,  for  the  honour  of  Eng- 
land! 

Codl,  Honour?    I  can't  fay  that  ever  I  heard 

that 
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that  Old  England  received  much  honour  from 
tailors ;  unlefs,  indeed,  when  they  lifted  in  Elliot's 
JLight-horfe. 

Lap.  That  may  be  the  cafe,  Mafter  Minnikin, 
with  thofe  of  the  trade  who  live  in  the  city  ;  but 
I  would  have  you  to  know,  [the  knights  of  the 
needle  are  another  fort  of  people  at  our  end  of 
the  town. 

Clack.  Doubtlefs. 

Lap,  It  is  not  in  the  fafliions  only  that  we  take 
the  lead ;  we  rule  likewife  over  the  Belles  Lettres^ 
as  the  French  call  them. 

Min,  How? 

Lap,  Give  laws  to  the  drama;  damn  a  play 
when  we  pleafe ;  or  hifs  an  ador  off  the  ftage, 
when  we  take  a  diflike  to  the  rafcal. 

CodL  Ay  ?  it  is  the  firft  I  ever  heard  of  a  tailor's 
goofe  hi  fling! 

Lap.  Yes,  yes ;  why,  I  myfelf,  at  the  head  of 
my  journeymen,  have  more  than  once  played  the 
part  of  the  the  public. 

Min,  You  furprize  me ! 

Lap,  And  am  known,  at  all  our  houfes  of  call, 
by  the  name  of  Tom  Town, 

Clack,  Mr.  Lapelle,  you  are  but  lofing  your 
labour:  Honeft  good  fort  of  people  enough; 
but  mere  cits,  quite  ignorant  of  what  is  going 
on  in  the  world ! 

Lap,  Yes,  yes,  they  look  of  that  cut;  not  of 
the  right  ftufF,  as  the  French  fay,  to  make  bucks 
defprits  on. 

Clack,  And  pray  what  news  is  ftirring  in  Paris  ? 

Lap,  Tojours  gay,  as  the  French  fay,  Mrs. 
Clack. 

Mrs.  Min,  I  reckon  there  be  powers  of  our 
country  folks  there. 

Lap, 
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Lap,  I  fuppofe  fo;  for  I  law  a  goodmany  awk- 
ward people,  as  they  fay,  a  la  comedy^  and  at  the 
Colojfui'y  but  I  chofe  to  avoid  them. 

Mn,  Min,  And  why  fo? 

Codl.  I  reckon  there  were  fome  of  his  mafters 
amongfl:  them ;  and  it  would  not  have  been  decent 
to  be  too  forward,  for  a  tradefman,  like  he. 

Lap:  Pardonnez  mot!  that  was  not  it;  it  is  al- 
ways the  rule  with  me,  when  I  travels,  to  avoid 
les  Anglois^  as  the  French  fay,  the  Englifh,  as 
much  as  I  can. 

Codl  I  reckon  the  French,  as  they  don't  know 
talle;  his  trade,  are  more  politer  and  civil. 

Lap.  No;  there's  a  roughnefs,  a  hourgoify^ 
about  our  barbarians,  that  is  not  at  all  to  my 
tafle ;  not  a  bit,  as  the  French  fay,  to  my  gout. 

Clack,  I  don't  wondej  at  it.  1  hope  you  left 
the  royal  family  all  in  good  health. 

Lap,  Yes ;  Mr.  h  Roi,  as  the  French  fay, 
looked  pretty  jolly;  and  I  was  at  his  grand  cou- 
veri,  and  coivjhee  a-Sunday :  His  majefty  looked 
at  me  very  hard. 

Clack.  Indeed? 

Mrs.  Min.  Ay;  wondering,  I  fuppofe,  how 
fuch  a  one  as  he  could  contrive  to  get  in. 

Lap.  This  relation  of  yours,  Mrs.  Clack,  is 
but  a  low  kind  of  a  body. — No,  no,  Mrs.  Min- 
nikin;  his  majefty  and  I  have  been  acquainted; 
many  a  time  and  oft  have  I  been  at  court,  when 
he  was  only  the  Dolphin. 

Clack.  Pray,  how  long,  Mr.  Lapelle,  was 
yov  coming  from  Paris  ? 

Lap.  Two  days  and  a  night. 

Clack.  Are  the  accommodations  good  upon  the 

road? 

Lap. 
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Lap,  Their  horfes,  their  chevauxes^  as  the 
French  call  them,  are  not  quite  fo  nimble  as 
our*n ;  but  then,  to  make  amends,  like  the 
French,  I  courier  the  pod,  without  flopping; 
unlefs,  perhaps,  to  take  a  flight  repas  of  a  bit  of 
jambuTiy  ox  d.  hamlet. 

Min,  But  how  do  you  like  your  jaunt,  neigh- 
bour Gingham  ?  You  are  rather  filent,  I  think. 

Lap,  This,  you  know,  is  only  Gingham's 
firft  trip:  Befides,  to  like  Paris,  a  man  muft 
parle  vous  in  perfection ;  fpeak  their  lingor  per- 
fedlly  well. 

Gifig,  For  the  matter  of  that,  mafter  Lapellc, 
the  poflilions  did  not  feem  to  take  very  readily 
all  that  you  faid  on  the  road. 

Lap,  Them  there  fellows !  how  (hould  they  ? 
mere  cguntry  bumpkins !  little  better,  as  we  fay 
in  French,  than  a  parcel  oi pheafants! 

Clack,  Ay,  hogs,  I  fuppofe,  like  our  own. 

Lap.  True,  Mrs.  Clack  ^  quite  cowcham^  as 
we  fay, 

Mrs,  Min,  Have  they  pretty  good  viduals  ia 
thefe  parts,  neighbour  Gingham  ? 

Ging.  Vidluals?  foup,  that  tafted  as  if  wrung 
from  a  dilh-clout,  and  rags  ftewed  in  vinegar, 
are  all  the  victuals  I  have  feen. 

Lap,  Ah !  poor  Gingham  has  a  true  Englilh 
ftomach;  nothing  will  do  but  fubftantials;  he 
has  no  tafte  for  ragautesy  intermeatSy  and  rottis, 

Ging,  Nay,  you  know,  at  the  laft  town,  my 
wife  fifhed  out  a  large  piece  of  blue  apron,  upon 
the  top  of  her  fork. 

Mrs.  Min.  Yfhsitl  did  Mrs.  Gingham  come 
with  you  ? 

Ging.  Yes;  and  is  about  as  well  pleafed  as 
myfclf. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  M'ln,  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Giyjg.  In  a  roomliard-by,  with  Mrs.  Lapelle. 
^  Lap.  How  often  have  1  cautioned  you  not  to 
give  her  that  name  here  in  France?  fuppofe  any 
of  the  people  fhould  hear  you  ? 

Clack,  What,  then,  I  fuppofe  it  is  not  Mrs. 
Lapelle,  that  is,  your  real  wife,  that  is  with  you  ? 

Lap,  Yes,  yes;  but  you  know  nothing  can 
be  fo  vulgar  in  France,  as  voyaging  about  with 
one^s  wife;  fo  I  make  her  pafs  for  my  miftrefs, 
and  always  calls  her  Mademoifelle, 

Clack,  And  fhe  fares  never  the  worfe.  Til  be 
fworn. 

Lap.  Au  contralre,  as  they  fay;  befides,  it  is 
the  onliefh  method  to  keep  her  to  one's  felf. 

Mrs.  Min.   How  fo  ? 

Lap,  No  Frenchman  fcruples  to  make  love  to 
a  wife;  becaufe  why,  'tis  not  the  fafhion  for  the 
hufband  to  care  a  farthing  about  her;  but  to 
feduce  a  man's  miflrefs,  that  he  is  imagined  to 
love,  is  a  crime  that  is  never  forgiven. 

Clack.  Lord,  Mr.  Lapelle,  we  are  like  the 
French  in  a  great  many  things. 

Lap,  Yes,  we  endeavour;  and,  to  fay  truth, 
improve  every  day  in  our  morals. 

Clack.  But  mayn't  we  join  the  ladies  within  ? 

Lap,  By  all  means — but  mind  the  caution  I 
gave ! — Yes ;  Mademoifelle  and  I  by  accident 
picked  up  Gingham  and  wife.  We  met  them 
in  the  Fauxhourg  of  St,  German ;  and  as  we  were 
to  fet  out  about  the  fame  time,  we  thought  it 
would  be,  as  the  French  fay,  for  us  four  to 
come  to  Calais  together,  an  agreeable  tete-a-tete 
on  the  road. 

Clack,  Well,   I  Ihould  like  vaftly  to  fee  Paris 

before 
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before  my  return;  but  the  journey  is  fo  very 
cxpenfive  !   Coil  a  world  of  money  no  doubt  ? 

Lap.  Why,  as  I  knov/  how  to  manage,  not 
altogether  fo  much:  It  is  true,  we  paid  our  bills 
like  lords,  on  the  road;  but  it  fhall  go  hard, 
Mrs.  Clack,  if  I  don't  make  the  real  lords  re- 
fund, when  I  fend  in  their  bills. 

Clack,  All  the  reafon  in  life. 

Lap.  This,  with  a  good  cargo  of  lace  con- 
veyed by  Mademoifelle,  and  fome  rich  fuits  that 
I  know  how  to  fmuggle  fafely  to  Dover,  will,  I 
fhould  thing,  carry  me  fcot-free  to  Bond-Street. 
— But,  pray,  what  brings  all  your  family  ? 

Clack.  We  will  inform  you  within. 

Lap.  Gmgham,  you  will  efcort  Mrs.  Minni- 
kin?  Mrs.  Clack,  as  the  French  fay,  will  you 
accept  of  my  brafs?  \_Exeunt^  with  ceremony ^ 


ACT        ir. 

A  French  Apartment, 
Enter  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Mlnnikln  and  Mrs,  Clack, 

Mrs.    Mtnnikin. 

T  TELL  you,  Matthew,  it  is  all  a  purtence, 
^  merely  to  keep  out  of  our  hands!  Why,  what 
fhould  fhe  do  in  a  convent? 

Min.  Mayhap,  Margery,  fhe  may  take  it  in 
her  head  to  turn  nun. 

Mrs.  Min.  Lord,  Matthew,  how  can'fl  think 
of  any  fuch  a  thing  ?  She  nun!  no,  no;  fhe's 
more  likely  by  half  to  bring  people  into   the 

world, 


28  A    TRIP    TO   CALAIS. 

world,  than  to  take  any  one  out  on't.  What  fay 
you,  filler  Clack? 

Clack,  I  ,am  pretty  much  of  your  mind,  I 
muil  confefs ;  but  we  fhall  know  more  of  the 
matter  v.'hen  Kit  Codling  comes  back. 

Min,  D'ye  think  they'll  permit'n  to  fee  her? 

Mrs,  Min,  That,  I  fuppofe,  will  depend  on 
herfelf.    Oh,  here  comes  Mr.  Codling. 

Enter  Cddling, 

Well,  fon,  what  news  from  the  runagate  ?  have 
you  feen  her  ? 

CodL  Not  I :  They  firfl  fhew'd  me  up  to  a 
room  with  iron  rails  at  one  end,  like  a  begging- 
grate;  and,  upon  ringing  the  bell,  there  popped 
out  of  t'other  fide  the  bars  an  old  gendewoman, 
dreft  in  a  blanket,  with  a  black  handkerchief 
over  her  head. 

Mrs.  Min,  Yes^  I  have  heard  the  Papifhes 
have  fuch  drelTes  among  them:  who  was  fhe? 

CodL  I  took  her  to  be  one  of  the  clargywomen 
that  belong  to  the  place.  I  aiked,  if  they  had 
veigled  one  Mifs  Minnikin  into  their  clutches, 
in  hopes  to  make  her  a  Papifh :  At  the  word 
veigled^  the  old  woman  turned  up  the  whites  of 
her  eyes,  and  with  her  hands  crofs  her  fto- 
mach,  like  a  child  that  is  faying  her  catechife, 
made  a  jaculation ;  I  fancy,  in  the  outlandifh 
tongue;  upon  which  I  told  her  to  let  me  have 
none  on  her  hypocrify  canting,  but  to  anfwer 
dired  to  my  queftions. 

Clack.  How  rude  1  it  was  lucky  fhe  did  not 
underftand  you. 

CodL  Underftand  me!  yes,  as  well  as  you 
do;  Pho,  mun,  they  be  all  Englilhwomen  that 

be 
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he  locked  up  in  that  church.     She  owned  that 
Mifs  Jenny  was  there. 

Mrs.  Min,   She  did  ? 

CodL  Then  I  afked  if  I  could  not  change  a 
few  words  with  her,  by  way  of  a  little  difcourfe ; 
they  faid  no ;  becaufe  why,  Mifs  was  out  of 
order  at  prefent. 

Min.  A  pretence;   nothing  elfe. 

Cadi  So  I  reckon.  Then  I  defired  the  gen- 
tlewoman to  open  the  hatch,  and  let  me  in  doors 
to  fee  her,  for  I  had  a  word  or  two  for  her 
private  ear  from  her  parents ;  Upon  that,  the 
old  goffop  fet  up  fuch  a  grumbling,  called  me 
profligate  harrytick,  and  wondered  I  could  be 
fo  empiety  to  think  they  ever  fuffered  a  man 
to  enter  their  doors;  'pon  that,  I  told  her,  that 
if  none  of  her  complifhes  were  more  handfome 
than  fhe,  ecod  they  might  open  their  doors 
without  any  great  danger ;  ha,  ha!  this  made 
the  old  one  as  mad  as  the  deuce  ! 

Clack.  I  told  you  what  would  happen,  if  you 
fent  fuch  a  rough  creature  as  he. 

CodL  No;  we  grew  more  milder  at  lafl;  and 
(lie  offered  to  fhew  her,  if  her  father  and  mother 
would  come. 

Mrs,  Min.  Then,  Matthew,  let  us  go  to  her 
this  inftant  !  Son  Codling  will  fhew  us  the  way. 

CodL  For  the  matter  of  that,  I  don't  believe 
you  will  fpeed  much  better  than  me* 

Clack.  And  why  not  ? 

CodL  When  I  afk*d  her,  if  as  how  Ihe  thought 
Jenny  had  ferufly  a  mind  to  turn  to  their  way, 
fhe  faid  (he  didn't  make  the  lead  doubt  on't; 
for  that  Mifs  had  all  the  true  outward  and  vifible 
figns  of  an  inward  vacation. 

Mri^.  Min.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

Enur 
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Enter  Father  O'Donnovariy  a  Capuchin. 

Codl,  I  don't  know;  a  mountebank,  I  reckon  j 
or  mayhap  a  man  that  fliews  Height  of  hand. 
O'Don.  Save  you,  good  jontlemen! 

Mrs,  Min,  No,  no;  it  is  an  Englifhman,  I 
know  by  his  tongue. — Well,  friend,  who  and 
what  are  you  ? 

O'Don,  Plaife  you,  I  am  a  poor  Capuchin, 
that  belongs  to  this  convent  here  in  the  town. 

Codl.  Capuchin  ?  and  pray,  honefl  friend, 
what  trade  is  that  in  the  French  ? 

O'Don.  Trade !  the  devil  a  bit  of  trade  that 
it  is :  By  my  flioul,  if  I  had;  -^  mind  to  be  of  a 
trade,  do  you  think  I  would  have  quitted  my 
haymaking  in  England? 

Mrs.  Min.  What  is  it,  then,  that  you  foUgw? 

O'Don.  It  is  a  kind  of  profeflion,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Min.  Aprofeflion! 

O'Don.  Ay ;  we  make  profefTions  of  poverty, 
that  we  may  be  fure  to  want  for  nothing  as  long 
as  we  live. 

Codl.  And  how  do  you  get  what  you  want? 

O'Don,  By  afking  it  from  thofe  that  can 
give  it. 

Codl.  Godfo !    then  you  are  a  beggar,  I  fancy, 

O'Don.  Who?  a  beggar?  what  the  devil  put 
that  in  your  head? 

Mrs.  Min.  What  d'ye  call  yourfelf  elfc? 

O'Don.  I  am  only  a  mendicant,  honey. 

Codl.  I  wonder  you  prefer  fo  idle  a  life. 

O'Don.  And  why  fo?  d'ye  think  that  i  would 
not  rather  that  other  people  fhould  work  for  me, 
than  work  for  myfelf  ?  not  that  I  fhould  mind 
working  neither,  but  only  becaufe  it  is  fo  very 
laborious. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  Min,  And  are  folks  now  very  charitable 
in  this  here  part  of  the  world  ? 

O'Don,  Charitable !  the  devil  of  any  charity's 
in  it:  It  is,  honey,  aChriftian  kind  of  a  bargain, 
ftruck  up  among  us,  I  think* 

Clack.  A  bargain  ? 

O'D'on.  Ay;  whilfl  they  work  for  us,  we 
pray  for  them;  they  take  care  of  our  bodies, 
and,  in  return,  my  dear,,  we  take  care  of  their 
fliouls. 

CodL  Souls!  never  ftir,  father,  ifthisben't 
one  of  their  friars ! 

Mrs,  Min,  Sure  as  can  be,  fon  Codling  has 
hit  it.  Who  can  tell,  hufband,  as  he  is  our 
countryman,  and  one  of  the  gang,  but,  for  a 
little  fpill  of  money,  he  may  put  us  in  a  way  to 
get  our  daughter  out  of  their  clutches? 

Min,  It  is  but  trying,  however. 

Mrs,  Min,  And  pray,  good  Sir,  by  what  name 
may  we  call  you  ? 

O'Don,  Father  O'Donnovan,  at  your  humble 
fervice. 

Mrs,  Min,  Will  you  do  us  the  favour  to  flep 
a  little  this  way? — Son  Codling,  have  a  look- 
out, that  we  ben*t  interrupted. — Why,  you 
muft  know,  that  a  daughter  of  ours  has  run 
away  from  her  friends,  and  voluns^  noluns,  taken 
fhelter  here  in  a  cloifter. 

O'Don,  Run  away  from  her  friends  ?  by  my 
Ihoul,  that  was  very  foolifhly  done ! 

Mrs.  Min,  Now  if  you  could  put  us  in  a 
way,  by  hook  or  by  crook,  to  get  her  out  of  the 
convent 

O'Don.  Me  ?  what,  me  ?  to  get  a  parfon  out  of 
a  convent  ? 

Mrs,  Min,  If  you  could  be  fo  kind  to  affiil— • 

O'Don, 
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0'Do7i.  Fy  !   confidcr,  wonian^    what  you  are 

cr. 

to* 

Min,  Nay,  Sir  ! 

O'Dqu.  Upon  my  confcicncc,  here  is  one  of 
the  moft  blacked  confpiracics  broke  out  againll 
Popery,  fince  gunpowder-ireafon. 

Mrs,  Alin,  Patience,  fvveetSir! 

O'Don.  To  tempt  one  of  my  order  to  be  guilty 
of  facrednefs ! 

Mrs,  Min,  Indeed,  good  Sir,  I  had  no  fuch 
thing  in  my  h^ad. 

0'Do?j,  Pace,  woman  !  What  is  it  better  than 
iacrednefs,  to  break  into  a  convent,  and  take 
any  cratur  out  by  compulfion  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  But,  Sir 

O'Dcn,  I  tell  you,  even  to  force  a  young  wo* 
man  from  thence,  that  is  wilhng  to  lave  it,  is 
one  of  the  biggeft  robberies  that  can  be  com- 
mitted. 

Mrs,  Min.  My  dear 

O'Don.  And,  to  extenuate  the  matter,  here 
is  a  dutiful  poor  young  body,  that  flies  from 
her  parents,  and  takes  refuge  in  the  arms  of  the 
church 

Mrs,  Min.  Hear  me  a  word,  reverend  Sir  ! 

ODon,  We  fhall  fee  what  the  Commandant 
will  fay  to  this  bufinefs  !  Take  my  word  for  it, 
my  friends,  you  will  be  all  faaz'd  in  an  inftant, 
and  locked  up  in  a  prifon  aboard  the  gallies  for 
the  relt  of  your  lives. 

Mrs.  Min,  Mercy  on  us ! — Sifler  Clack,  try 
if  you  can't  mollify  his  choler  a  little,  or  we 
ihall  be  clapped  up  in  the  quifition  diredly. 

Clack,  Can  you,  reverend  Sir,  be  fo  cruel  to 
your  country-folks  here 

O'Don,  Pace,  woman  ! 

Clack. 
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Clack,  Indeed  they  had  no  bad  intentions ; 
they  only  wanted  to  aik  your  reverence's  ad- 
vice, and  meant  to  leave  a  fmall  fum  in  your 
hands 

O^Don.  Sum  ?  do  you  main  to  infult  me  ? 
Don't  you  know,  woman,  that  we  mud  never 
touch  money  ? 

Clack.  To  beftow  upon  poor  obje6ls  that  want 
it ;  but,  if  fo  be  your  reverence  is  forbidden  to 
to  touch  it,  why,  to  be  fure,  we  won't  dare  to— 

O'Don,  Why,  look'ee,  miftrefs  ;  to  handle 
money  is  againfl  the  rules  of  our  order,  which 
we  dare  not  break  through  :  If,  indeed,  it  was 
put  into  a  purfe,  why,  there  would  be  no  occa- 
sion, d'ye  fee,  for  me  to  touch  it. 

Clack,  Brother  Minnikin,  have  you  ever  a 
purfe  ? 

Mrs,  Min,  Here,  here  is  mine,  fifler  Clack. 

G'Don,  Why,  as  you  faam  to  be  well-difpofed 
people,  and  only  want  a  little  wholefome  ad- 
vice; why,  that,  d'ye  fee,  may  alter  the  cafe. 

Mrs,  Min,  Nothing  elfe,  indeed,  reverend 
Sir. 

O'Don,  Why,  d'ye  mind  me,  it  would  not  be 
dacent  for  me  to  flir  in  this  matter;  becaafe 
why,  as  we  are  monks,  you  know,  it  is  our 
duty  to  bring  over  and  pervert  as  many  fhouls  as 
we  can. 

Mrs,  Min.  True,  reverend  Sir;  but  there  is 
nothing  of  that  in  the  matter  ;  the  girl.  Heaven 
knows,  has  no  more  mind  to  be  preverted  than 
any  of  us. 

O'Don.  'How  !  more  fliame  for  her !  but  may 
I  belave  you  ? 

Mrs.  Min,    All  a  pretence,  nothing  elfe  ;  fhe 

is 
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is  rnn   away  with  an  idle  'prentice  of  ours,  to 
avoid  that  young  man  there  before  you. 

O'Don,  Have  you  brought  with  you  no  letters 
of  recommendation  to  any  Grangers  of  your  ac- 
quaintance, that  live  in  this  town  ? 

Mrs.  Alin,  We  know  no  mortal  ;  we  have  not 
been  landed  an  hour. 

O'Don.  Becaafe  a  little  interefl  in  this  cafe 
would  go  a  great  way  ;  not  but  there  are  fome 
of  our  own  country  folks  that  live  here  in  great 
credit  :  Perhaps  you  may  have  known  them  at 
home. 

Airs.  Min.  Does  your  reverence  remember 
their  names  ? 

O'Don.  There  is  Mr.  Mac-Rappum,  that  lives 
in  the  Square,  one  of  the  beft-natured  craturs 
alive  :  He  got  the  jail-diftemper,  by  attending 
his  own  trial  at  the  Old-Bailey. 

Mrs,  Min,  Poor  gentleman  ! 

O'Dcn,  So  the  judge  advifed  bim  to  try  for  fe- 
ven-  years  the  air  of  America. 

Mrs.  Min.  And  did  he  reap  any  benefit  ? 

O'Don,  He  has  put  off  the  jaunt  for  a  while. 

Mrs,  Min,  Why  fo  t 

O'Don,  1  don't  know  ;  they  talk  that  that 
place  is  all  in  combuftion  at  prefent;  fo  being  a 
paceable  man,  he  chofe  to  be  fet  down  here  in 
his  way. 

Mrs,  Min,  Doll  know  him,  Matthew  ? 

Min,  Not  I. 

O'Don.  Then  there  is  one  'Squire  Copywell, 
that  is  but  lately  come  over  ;  a  very  fafatious, 
-luimourfome  man  :  He  laid  a  bet  with  a  friend  of 
his,  out  of  fun,  that  he  would  draw  a  bill  in 
the  band-writing  of  Sir  Timothy  Tradewell,  fo 

like, 
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lik^,  that  the  banker  fhou4d  pay  it  without  heii- 
tation. 

Mrs,  Mn.  And  did  he  ? 

O'Don,  You  may  fay  that  :  But^  when  they 
come  to  find  out  the  miftake,  the  banker,  be- 
ing a  crufty  dull  fellow,  and  not  underftand- 
ing  a  joke,  talked  of  going  to  law  with  the 
'fquire. 

Mn,  Min,  Lord  blefs  us  !  how  could  they — 

O'Don,  Nay,  I  don't  know,  my  Ihoul ;  them 
there  Englifh  have  feme  ftrange  maxims  amongft 
them  ;  fo  the  Tquire,  not  caring  to  throw  away 
his  money  to  lawyers,  chofe  to  come  and  live 
here,  rather  than  make  any  more  words  of  the 
matter. 

Clack,  Fd  have  done  the  very  fame  thing,  had 
I  been  the  'fquire. 

O'Don,  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  that,  you  have 
no  more  manners  than  morality  among  you  in 
England. 

Mrs.  Min,  How,  reverend  Sir  I  I  thought  we 
was  remarkable  for 

0\Don,  Pace,  woman,  and  hold  your  pallaver ! 
Was  there  ever  fuch  ill  breeding  as  Lord  Con- 
flant's  to  Sir  Henry  Hornbeam,  that  lives  hard 
by  here  at  Ardres. 

Clack,  Indeed,  I  never  heard  nothing  about  it. 

O'Don,  My  lord  was  obligated  to  go  about  his 
affairs  into  the  North  for  a  month,  and  left  his 
difconfolate  lady  behind  him  in  London. 

Mrs,  Min,  Poor  gentlewoman  \ 

O'Don,  Upon  which,  his  friend  Sir  Henry 
ufed  to  go  and  ftay  there  all  the  day,  to  amufe 
and  divert  her. 

Mrs,  Min.  How  good-natured  that  was  in  Sir 
Henry  1 

O'Don. 
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O'Don,  Nay,  he  carried  his  friendfliip  much 
further  than  that ;  for  my  lady,  as  there  was 
many  highwaymen  and  footpads  about,  was 
afraid  that  fome  of  them  would  break  into  the 
houfe,  and  fo  defired  Sir  Henry  to  he  there  every 
nighr, 

JV/rj.  M'ln.  Good  foul  !  and  he  did,  I  dare  fay? 

ODon.  To  be  fure  :  There  is  not  a  more  po- 
liter man  in  the  world.  So,  hearing  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  a  little  noife  below  flairs, 
he  runn'd  down  to  fee  what  was  the  matter  ;  find- 
ing all  fafe,  in  coming  up  again,  he  chanced  to 
make  a  little  mlifake. 

Mrs,  Min.    How  fo  ? 

O'Don,  Inftead  of  going  to  his  own  bed,  ho 
(lepped  into  my  lady's. 

Clack,  That  might  happen  very  well,  in  the 
dark. 

O'Don.  And  there  falling  afleep,  never  once 
found  out  his  miftake  till  the  maid  came  up  in 
the  morning, 

Clack,  He  muft  have  been  vaftly  furprized,  to 
be  fure. 

Mrs.  Min,  And,  I  warrant  me,  fo  was' my 
lady. 

O'Don,  Without  doubt.  But  now  comes  the 
upfliot  of  all  :  I  reckon,  you  fuppofe  my  lord 
thought  himfelf  much  obhged  to  Sir  Henry  ? 

Clack,  To  be  fure, 

O'Don,  Not  he,  by  my  (houH  Nay,  more 
worfer  than  that,  he  had  the  ill  manners  to  bring 
an  adlion  againft  him. 

Clack,  What,  after  Sir  Harry  had  told  him  the 
ftory? 

O'Don,  Ay,  and  my  lady  likewife  ;  fo  it  muft 

be 
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be  true,  as  you  know,  becaafe  why,  they  could 
not  both  be  miftaken. 

Clack,  There  was  no  danger  of  that. 
O'Don.  So,  Sir  Harry,  not  chufing  to  live  any- 
longer  amongft  fuch  under- bred  people,  has  fet- 
tled here  for  his  life. 

Clack,  Why,  as  there  is  (o  much  good  com- 
pany, it  mufl  be  valt  agreeable  living  here,  I 
Ihould  think. 

O'Don.  You  may  fay  that ;  and  indeed  this 
place  is  fo  pleafant,  that  every  day  one  ingenus 
parfon  or  other  comes  over  to  live.  Upon  my 
fhoul,  among  ourfelves,  I  belave  the  folks  on 
your  fide  the  water  begin  to  grow  a  little  jea- 
lous. 

Clack,  No  wonder. 

O'Don,  Infomuch,  that  they  have  made  appli- 
cation to  the  magiftrates  here  to  fend  fome  of 
them  forcibly  back. 

Mrs,  Mn.  But  I  dare  fay  the  French  were 
more  politer  than  that. 

O'Don,  To  be  fure.  Indeed,  out  of  compaf- 
fion,  they  have  compelled  three  or  four  that 
were  poor  to  return  ;  becaafe  why,  it  cou'dn't 
be  very  agreeable  to  them,  you  know,  to  live 
here  without  money. 
Mrs,  Min,  To  be  fure. 

O'Don.  And  then,  the  Englifh  are  indulged  in 
the  free  exercife  of  their  religion. 

Mrs,  Min,  Oh,  then  they  go  to  church  ! 
O'Don.  No,  no  ;  if  they  find  'em   preaching 
or  praying,  they  hang  up  the  minifter,  and  fend 
the  congregation  all  to  the  gallies. 

Mrs,  Min,  Doft  hear  that,  Matthew  Minni- 
kin? 

O'Don,  So^  now,  as  I  was  a-telling,  if  you  can 

get 
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get  any  friend  to  fpeak  to  the Boo-boo-boo ! 

upon  my  flioul,  1  had  hke  to  have  forgot  the 
mofl;  materialift  parfon  of  all  :  Does  any  of  you 
know  Lady  Kitty  Crocodile  ? 

Clack.  Lady  Kitty  !  nobody  better  ;  I  have 
had  the  honour  of  working  for  her  ladylhip  this 
many  years. 

O'Don,  Then  your  bufinefs  will  be  done  in  a 
trice.  Between  ourfelves,  the  ladies  always  rule 
the  roail  in  this  part  of  the  world. 

ClacL  I  dare  believe  her  lady  (hip  will  be  very 
willing  to  ferve  us. 

0*Don.  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all ;  fhe  is  one  of 
the  moft  worthieft  women  alive  ;  She  cou'dn't 
bear  to  flay  in  England  after  the  death  of  her 
hufband  ;  every  thing  there  put  her  fo  much  in 
mind  of  her  lofs.  Why,  if  flie  met  by  accident 
with,  one  of  his  boots,  it  always  fet  her  a-crying  ; 
indeed,  the  poor  gentlewoman  was  a  perfe<ft 
Niobe. 

Clack,  Indeed,  I  found  her  ladyfhip  in  a  very 
incontionable  way,  when  I  waited  on  her  upon 
the  mournful  occafion.  Indeed,  (he  was  rather 
more  chearful  when  (he  tried  on  her  weeds  ;  and 
no  wonder,  for  it  is  a  drefs  vaftly  becoming, 
efpecially  to  people  inclined  to  be  fat.  But  I 
was  in  hopes,  by  this  time,  (he  had  got  over  her 
griefs. 

O'Don,  Not  at  all,  indeed.  Indeed,  with  the 
French  (he  is  fafatious  and  pleafant  enough  ; 
hut  (he  no  fooner  fets  fight  on  any  thing  Eng* 
liih,  than  the  rears  burft  out  like  a  whirlwind. 

Clack.  Then,  if  we  can  do  without  it,  we  won't 
trouble  her  lady(hip. 

Mrs.  Min,  True  ;  we  will  firft  try,  filler,  what 
we  can  do  at  the  convent. 

O'Don. 
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O^Doti.  By  all  mains  :  And,  d'ye  hear,  you 
need  not  mention  any  thing  about  the  purfe; 
you  underftand  me  ? 

Clack.  Oh,  father,  you  need  not  fear  us. 

O'Don.  Nay,  it  is  not  for  that ;  but  becaafe 
one's  charity,  you  know,  fhould  be  private ;  and, 
therefore,  to  divulge  it  would  take  away  moft 
of  the  merit,  [^Exit. 

Clack.  True,  true.    What's  next  to  be  done  ? 

Mrs»  Min.  Why,  we  had  beft  go  after  the 
wench  to  the  convent. 

Clack,  But  take  cure  what  you  fay  !  you  fee 
what  a  hobble  we  had  like  to  have  got  into. 

Mrs,  Min.  Never  you  fear ;  I.  warrant,  I  knows 
how  to  behave.  myfel£  [Exeunt, 

Scene,  a  Convjeni^ 

Enter  Abbefs  and  Jenny, 

Abbefi,  Only,  daughter,,  coniider  to  what 
temptation  you  are  expofed  in  the  world. 

Jenny,  The  more  merit,  nnother,  then  in  me, 
to  refift  them. 

Ahbefs,  Attacked  by  enemies,  from  every  quar- 
ter. 

Jenny,  I  am  a  girl  of  fpixic,  mother,  and  a«Eix 
determined  to  face  them. 

Abbefs,  But  they  will  be  too  powerful,,  child, 
fcr  you  to  refift. 

Jenny,  Then,  like  abler  officers,  I  muft  iiir- 
render.  I  fuppofe  there  will  be  no  danger  of 
their  refufing  me  quarter. 

Abbefs,  Daughter,  daughter,  L  am  afraid  your 
affeftioHs  are  carnal, 

Jetmy. 
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Jenny.  Mother,  mother,  they  are  like  other 
girls  of  my  age. 

Ahhejs,  Why  won't  you  accept  a  fpiritual 
fpoufe  ? 

Jenny,  Becaufe  I  have  found  one  of  flefh  and 
blood  much  more  to  my  mind. 

Jbbefs.  Confider,  that  is  a  union  that  will  con- 
tinue for  ever. 

Jenny,  And  do  you  call  that  a  recommenda- 
tion, good  mother  r 

Jbbefs.  The  other,  child,  mud  be  finally  dif- 
folved  by  death. 

Jenny,  Like  many  of  my  countrywomen,  per- 
haps, I  mayn't  have  patience  to  tarry  altogether 
fo  long.  But  come,  mother,  I  can,  I  believe, 
give  a  good  guefs  at  your  meaning  :  You  have  a 
notion  that  I  fhould  bring  a  pretty  good  fortune 
to  this  fpoufe  of  your  recommendation  ? 

Abbefs.  True,  daughter. 

Jenny,  To  which,  as  I  never  heard  of  any 
children  produced  by  this  unaccountable  union, 
you  will  fucceed  ?  Now,  I  muft  tell  you,  I  ha'n'c 
a  farthing  of  fortune. 

Jbbefs,  Daughter  ! 

Jenny,  I  am  entirely  dependant  upon  father, 
who,  I  am  pofitively  fure,  won't  part  with  a  far- 
thing to  you.  He  give  any  thing  to  your 
church,  as  you  call  it  ?  why,  he's  never  fo  hap- 
py as  when  he  can  rob  our  own  vicar  at  home 
of  his  dues. 

Jbbefs,  What,  daughter,  have  you  no  feparate 
portion  ? 

Jenny.  Not  a  doit. 

Abbefs,  And  your  father  fo  fixed  an  heretic  as 
you  have  defcribed  him  ? 

Jenny,  Hates  a  Papifli  worfer  than  poifon. 

Mbefs, 
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Jbhefs.  Well,  child,  as  I  find  you  have  no  im- 
mediate call  to  the  veil,  I  (hall  at  this  time  prefs 
It  no  further  :  Your  bed  way  will,  I  think,  be 
to  return  to  your  father. 

Jenny.  Not  quite  fo  fo(3n,  if  you  pleafe.  I 
have  told  you  what  induced  me  to  leave  him  ; 
now,  if  you  will  fcreen  me  from  his  purfuit,  till 
1  can  otherwife  dlfpofe  of  myfelf,  tho'  I  am  not 
rich,  I  have  a  few  guineas  here  that  will  thank 
you. 

Abbefs,  Why,  as  the  compelling  a  daughter 
to  marry  is  a  profanation  of  one  of  our  facra- 
ments,  I  am  bound  in  duty,  if  I  can,  to  pre- 
vent it. 

Jenny,  Is  it  ?  gad,  I  like  that  part  of  your 
creed  well  enough. 

Enter  a  Nun. 

Nun,  The  father  and  mother  of  that  amiable 
child  are  now  at  the  grate. 

Jenny.  Lord,  good  mother,  what  (hall  I  do  ? 

Abbefs,  Let  them  know,  (he  (hall  attend  them 
diredly.  [^Exit  Nun. 

Jenny.  How,  mother ! 

Abbefs.  Fear  nothing !  if  they  infift  on  the 
taking  you  hence,  urge  an  afFedion  you  feel  for 
our  faith,  and  that  you  wifli  to  wait  here  for 
our  ghoftly  inilrudions ;  in  fuch  a  cafe,  this  is. 
a  fecure  fanduary  from  the  fecular  arm. 

Jenny.  I  underftand  you,  good  mother.  [^Exe. 

Scene,  a  Grate. 

Enter  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Minnikin,  Mrs.  Clack,  and 
Codlintr. 

Min.  This  jade  is  the  plague  of  our  lives  ! 
Mrs.  Min.  Peace,  Matthew  1  by  rough  means 
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we  Oiall  gain  nothing,  I  am  fure ;  let  us  try 
what  a  little  mollification  will  do.  Son  Codling, 
keep  oLft  of  light,  if  you  pleafe. 

Enter  the  Abhefs  ayid  Jenny » 

Abhefs,  This,  I  prefumc,  is  the  perfon  you 
want. 

Mrs,  MIn,  Yes,  miflrefs,  this  is  the  party, 
indeed. — So,  Jenny,  how  could  you  be  fo 
naughty,  child,  to  run  away  from  your  father 
and  me  ? 

Min.  Yes^  and  to  confort  with  a  parcel  of 
Pap 

Mrs.  Min.  Peace,  Matthew  !  there  be  good 
and  bad  of  all  forts,  as  they  fay. 

Min,  True ;  and  I  warrant  her  fhe*ll  make 
choice  of  the  word. 

Mrs.  Min,  Well,  but,  come,  Matthew,  it  is 
never  too  late  to  repent. 

C/ad,  True,  fifter ;  and  I  dare  fay  my  niece 
is  ready  to  return  back  with  us,  and  will  do 
every  thing  we  can  defire  her. 

y^nny,  1  am  fenfible  of  the  refped  and  duty  I 
owe  to  my  parents 

Mrs,  Min,  Very  well  fa  id,  child !  it  is  a  long 
lane  that  has  no  turning. 

y^nny.  And  fhall  always  be  ready  to  obey  their 
commands. 

Mi?i,  Do  you  hear,  miflrefs  ?  then  open  the 
doors,  and  let  her  come  out. 

yenny.  Pardon  me.  Sir ;  that  cannot  be. 

Min.  Why  not  ? 

Jejjny,  Becaule  a  much  more  important  duty 
detains  me. 

Min,  And  pray  what  pretty  duty  may  that  be  ? 

Jenny. 
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Jenny.  This  jpious  and  reverend  lady  will 'tell 
you. 

Mln,  Come,  miftrefs,  let  us  have  it  then. 

Abhefs,  Your  daughter,  fon,  by  a  miraculous 
operation,  has  had  her  eyes  opened  to  the  peri- 
lous paths  in  which  fhe  was  flraying. 

Min,  Yes,  yes,  {he  has  wandered  long  enough, 
to  be  fure. 

Abhefs.  And  has  begged  our  advice  to  diredt 
her  in  the  right  road. 

Min.  And  if  (lie  takes  it,  it  will  be  the  firft 
time  in  her  life. 

Abhefs,  Say  not  fo,  fon  ;  you  are  too  rafli  in 
your  judgment. 

Min.  To  come  to  the  proof,  will  fhe  marry 
the  young  man  we  have  provided  ? 

Ahbef,  She  has  provided  a  better  match  for 
herfelf. 

Mhu  The  devil  fhe  has !  what,  a  'prentice-boy 
that  wants  two  years  to  be  out  of  his  time  ? 

Abhefs.  Son,  I  dan*t  comprehend  you. 

Min.  Dick  Drugget,  1  mean  ;  as  arrant  a 
fcape-grace- 


Abbefs.  Son,  I  know  no  fuch  perfon  as  Drug- 
get. 

Min.  What,  he  has  changed  his  name,  I  fup- 
pofe,  fince  he  came  over  I  Like  enough. 

Abhefs.  Son,  we  err,  I  believe,  as  to  the  per- 
fon ;  the  fpoufe  your  daughter  wifhes  to  wed,  is 
Saint  Francis. 

Alin.  Saint  Francis  1  vvho  the  devii^  is  he  ? 
what,  has  (he  picked  up  a  Frenchman  already  ? 
like  enough  :  But  if  that  be  the  cafe,  miftrefs, 
you  may  give  my  fervice  to  Mr.  Saint  Francis, 
and  tell  him  he  fhail  never  touch  a  fingle  penny 
of  mine  as  long  as  he  lives. 

Ahbefs. 
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Abhefs.  Saiar  Francis  ftaads  in  need  of  no 
fortune. 

Min,  He  Is  fo  rich  ?  fo  much  the  better  for 
he.  And  you  may  over  and  above  tell  him, 
notvvithftanding  (he  looks  fo  demure,  that  he 
could  not  have  met  with  fuch  a  headftrong,  ob- 
flinate,  peremptory  vixen,  if  he  had  fearched  all 
the  country  round. 

Ahhej'i,  Saint  Francis  will,  notwithftanding, 
cherilh  the  dear  child  in  his  bofom. 

Min.  Will  he  ?  then,  if  the  dear  child  don't 
kick  his  guts  out  in  lefs  than  a  month,  fhe  is 
confoundedly  altered  1  But  come,  mifbrefs ; 
mayhap,  we  may  find  friends  here,  although  we 
be  ftrang-ers :  We'll  fee  if  there  be  no  laws 
againfi:  kidnapping  other  folks'  children  away  ! 

Jbbefs.  You  grow  indecent,  fon ;  we  mufl 
leave  you. 

Min,  In  England  now  I  would  have  horpurs'd- 
corpus'd  her  out  of  your  hands  in  an  hour  1 

Abbefs.  Daughter,  pay  your  reverence  to  your 
relations  1  S^enny  curtfteSy   and  retires  from  the 

grate  with  the  Abbefs^ 

ATin.  An  hypocritical  flut  !  And  hark'ee, 
miftrefsl  before  I  goes,  I  will  tell  you  a  bit  of 
my  mind :  Notwithllanding  your  whining  and 
canting,  and  fandlified  looks,  1  don't  think  you 
are  a  bit  better  than  you  fhould  be,  d'ye  fee  me  ; 
and,  if  the  truth  was  known,  you  are  little  bet- 
ter, I  believe,  than  an  old.  rnatchmaking  bawd  ! 

Mrs.  Min,  Matthew,  confider  where  you  are  ! 
have  a  care  what  you  fay  ! 

Min,  Pr'ychee,  woman,  be  quiet  !  Lofers  have 
leave  to  fpeak  in  all  countries,  I  hope. 

Mrs,  Min,  And  of  w^hat  ufe  is  your  fpeaking  ? 

Clack.  True,  filler.     But  come ;  let  us  go  to 

Lady 
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Lady  Kitty,  as  the  friar  advifed  us ;  perhaps  (he 
may  put  us  in  a  way. 

Mrs.  Min,  Right,  filler.  Come,  Matthew, 
there  is  no  time  to  be  loft. 

Min,  Loft!  we  had  better  leave  her  to  her 
own  wicked  ways:  She  will  find  that  punifhment 
enough,  in  the  end. 

Mrs.  Min.  But  (he  is  our  daughter,  Matthew, 
you  know;  let  us  do  our  duty,  however. 

Min,  Well,  Weill  Come,  fon  Codling! 

CodL  ril  follow  you,  father,  when  I  have  made 
an  obfervation  or  two,  to  put  into  neighbour 
Index's  Tower. — "  The  clargy women  in  thefe 
*'  parts  don't  ufe  any  linen;  and  inftead  of  doing 
"  like  our'n,  they  wear  their  woollen  fmocks 
**  over  the  reft  of  their  cloaths.  Nota  bene^  if 
*'  they  can  catch  any  young  women  into  their 
"  clutches,  they  locks  them  up  in  dens  like  wild 
**  beaftefes,  that  are  kept  in  the  Tower."     [^Exe^ 

Scene,  a  Hotel, 

Enter  Mifs  Lydell  and  Hetty. 

Mifs  L,  Sure  never  was  fo  capricious  a  be- 
ing! 

Hetty.  Not  of  the  fame  mind  two  minutes 
together !  I  am  aftonifhed,  Mifs,  how  you  are 
able  to  bear  it. 

Mifi  L,  I  only  wait  for  a  fair  occafion  to  quit 
her  ladyftiip;  fuch  a  one,  I  mean,  as  would  juf- 
tify  me  to  my  friends. 

Hetty,  For  that,  Mifs,  you  can't  be  long  at  a 
lofs. 

Mifs  L.  Ah,  Hetty,  it  is  impolTible  for  you  to 
guefs  at  the  half  of  her  art :     My  relations,  fc- 

duced 
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duced  by  her  frequent  profeflions,  trufted  me 
to  her  care,  expecting,  what  I  am  fatlsfied  never 
l^•ill  happen,  a  permanent  eftabhfhment  for  me 
by  means  of  her  favou'T- 

Hetty,  Why,  fiire,  Mifs,  fhe  can't  for  fhame 
but  do  fomething  handfome  for  you,  after  hav- 
ing dragged  you  in  her  train,  as  I  may  fay,  al- 
mod  over  the  world. 

Mifs  L,  There,  Hetty,  is  the  fource  of  her 
prefent  behaviour :  She  knows  what  fhe  has 
promifed,  and  wants  to  force  me  to  fome  indif- 
creet  a6t  of  impatience,  as  an  apology  for  the 
breach  of  her  faith. 

Hetty,  Ay.?  is  fhe  fo  cunning  as  that? 

Mifs  L,  For  at  the  fame  time  that  flie  is 
tea2:ing,  torturing,  and  loading  me  with  every 
mortification  in  private,  you  fee  with  what  par- 
ticular regard  and  attention  fhe  alfeds  to  treat 
me  in  public. 

Hetty.  True  enough,  I  mud  own,  Mifs;  ex- 
adlly  like  her  pretended  grief  for  Sir  John :  She 
howls  and  cries  over  the  poor  boot,  for  all  the 
world  like  the  ftrange  creature  I  have  read  of, 

Mifi  Z.  Hufh,  Hetty !  fhe  is  here. 

Enter  Lady  Kitty  Crocodile, 

L.  Kitty.  In  clofe  committee,  I  fee  !  What 
mifchief  are  you  two  brewing  together.^— I  am 
aftonifhed,  Mifs  Lydell,  at  your  feducing  my 
fervants ;  is  this  a  proper  return,  Mifs,  for  all 
the  obligations  you  owe  me  ? 

Mifs  L,  I  am  forry  your  ladyfbip  (hould  think 
mc  capable 

L.  Kitty.  Capable! — Leave  the  room,  with 
your  inquifuive  impertinent  face!     You   want 

fome 
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fotne   rale  to  run  tattling  with   to  the  reft  of 
the  crew.  [To  Hetty. 

Hetty,  Crew?  I  don't  underftand  what  your 
ladylliip  means  by  the  crew,  tho*  we  are  fer- 
vants,  we  may  be  as  good  Chriftians  as  other 
people,  I  hope  ;  and  tho',  to  be  fure- 

L,  Kitty,  Hold  your  infolenc  tongue,  and 
quit  the  room,  when  I  bid  you ! 

Hetty.  Cr^w .^— With  all  my  heart;  I  have 
no  objedion  to  quitting  the  room,  nor  the  houfe 
neither,  for  the  matter  of  that.  Crew^  indeed; 
marry  come  up !  [^Exit, 

L.  Kitty.  So,  Mifsl  thefe  are  the  fruits  of 
your  little  hypocritical  plots;  thefe  leflbns  have 
been  taught  them  by  you. 

Mifi  L,  Me,  Madam  ?  Can  your  ladyfliip 
fuppofe  that  I  would  defcend  fo  low  as  to— 

2.  Kitty.  Defcend,  Mifs  ?  1  dont  underftand 
you  ;  Pray,  in  what  refped  are  you  fo  much 
better  than  they  ?  Is  it  becaufe  I  have  per- 
mitted you  to  fit  at  my  table,  that  you  give 
yourfelf  thefe  airs  of  importance?  Though  your 
father  was  parfon  of  the  parifh,  yet  I  hope  f 
was  not  obliged  at  his  death  to  provide  for  all 
his  beggarly  tribe. 

Mifs  L.  Madam,  I  never  prefumed 

L,  Kitty.  And  yet,  has  not  my  genorofity  been 
extended  to  every  branch?  There  was  your 
mother;  did  not  I,  by  my  own  fmgle  intereft, 
get  her  into  the  Alms-Houfe  at  Bromley  ;  where, 
except  meat,  drink,  and  cloaths,  (he  is  amply 
provided  with  every  thing  a  woman  of  her  con- 
dition can  want  ? 

Mifs  L,  1  never  denied 

L.  Kitty.  Was  not  your  brother  Tom,  Mifs, 
made  a  guinea  pig  upon  my  recommendation  ? 

Mif. 
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Mifs  L.  Granted,  Madam. 

L.  Kitty,  And  as  to  you,  did  not  I,  for  no 
realon  that  I  know,  unlefs  indeed  that  you  are 
a  diftant  relation,  take  you  into  my  houfe,  put 
you  above  my  own  woman,  and  make  you  one 
of  my  maids  of  honour  at  once? 

Mifs  L,  1  hope,  Madam,  I  have  not  proved 
ungrateful. 

L.  Kitty,  No,  Mifs  ?  How  often  have  I  caught 
you  ogHng  and  throwing  out  lureS  to  Sir  John 
in  his  life-time  ? 

Mifs  L,  I  hope.  Madam,  Sir  John  never 
charged  me  with  any  defigns  of  that  nature. 

L.  Kitty i  No  y  there  was  your  fecurity,  Mifs  ; 
you  knew  he  was  too  generous  and  good  to  ex- 
pofe  your  infamous  arts  y  but  you  could  not 
conceal  them  from  me  ! 

Mifs  L.  Nay,  for  Heaven's  fake,  Madam — 

Z.  Kitty,  In  Italy  too,  there  was  Prince  Pin- 
coffi  and  Cardinal  Grimfky ;  you  could  not 
help  throwing  out  your  traps  to  enfnare  them. 

Mifi  L.  Me,  Madam  ? 

L,  Kitty,  Yes,  you ;  wtiat  elfe,  at  my  afTem^ 
bhes,  could  make  them  prefer  your  converfa- 
tion  to  mine  ?  1  hope  you  have  not  the  impu- 
dence to  fuppofe  that  your  perfon  and  figure 
wouJd  bear  any  comparifon. 

Mifs  L,  Madam,  I  never  prcfumed 

Z.  Kitty,  Befides,  Mifs,  you  know  I  never 
durfl  carry  you  with  me  to  any  conference  I 
had  with  the  pope,  for  fear  you  Ihould  be  try- 
ing fome  of  your  coquetlfh  airs  upon  him. 

Mifs  t.  Mercy  upon  mel 

L.Kitty,  And  here  too,  Colonel  Crofby,  the 
only  decent  man  in  the  town,  when  I  was  in 
Calais  before,  never  milled  my  toilet  a  morn- 
ing; 
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ing;  but  now,  when  he  comes,  won't  tarry  a 
moment,  unlefs  indeed  when  you  are  in  waiting. 

Mijs  L.  I  am  fo  confufed  at  the  ftrange  charges 
your  ladyfliip  brings,  that  1  protell  I  don't 
know  what  anfwer  to  make ! 

L,  Kitty.  I  dp  really  believe  you.  But  you 
fee,  Mifs,  all  your  little  contrivances  are  fully 
difcovered;  and  I  ftould  tell  you,  Mifs  Lydell, 
that  you  are  the  mod  arcifioial,  cunning,  hypo- 
critical, mifchievousminx,  that  ever  1  met  with, 
but  my  humanity  and  my  good  breeding  pre- 
vents me ;  A  woman  of  quality  (hould  never  lofe 
light  of  her  ftation, 

Mifs  L,  Was  I  capable  of  but  half  the  crimes 
your  ladylhip  lays  to  my  charge,  1  Ihould  deteft 
my felf  full  as  much  as  your  ladyihip  hates  me. 
But  I  can't  wifti,  Madam,  that  your  ladylhip 
fhould  keep  about  your  perfon  a  young  creature 
to  whom  you  have  been  pleafed  to  take  fuch 
an  averfion:  Send  me,  therefore,  Madam,  to 
my  poor  mother;  her  age  and  infirmities  muft 
want  my  afliftance. 

L,  Kitty.  Who  hinders  you,  Mifs?  You  may 
go  when  you  pleafe. 

Mifs  L,  Your  ladylhip  will  fend  with  me 
fome  perfon  of  confidence  ?  or,  at  leaft,  a  line 
to  my  mother,  intimating,  that  1  have  neither 
difhonoured  myfelf,  or  deferted  your  ladylhip  ? 

L.  Kitty.  So  1  here  is  another  ftroke  of  your 
art  1  You  want  to  perfuade  people,  that,  through 
caprice,  grown  tired  of  your  company,  1  have 
the  cruelty  to  throw  you  at  once  upon  the  wide 
world:  No,  Mifs!  that  won't  do^  you  ihould 
be  a  little  more  careful  to  cover  the  hook. 

Ent^r 
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Enter  a  Servant  and  Cclonel  Crojhy. 

Serv.  Colonel  Crofby.  [^Exit, 

Colonel.  I  hope  I  am  not  an  intruder. — Blefs 
me,  what  has  happened  ?  Mils  Lydell  in  tears! 

L  Kitty.  Yes ;  the  poor  child  has  juft  received 
a  letter  from  her  mother,  one  of  the  bed  kind 
of  women  that  ever  was:  Dry  up  your  tears, 
Lydia,  my  love! — Youfullen,  fulking,  ftomach- 
ful  flut ! — Poor  Mrs.  Lydell  has  but  very  bad 
health,  Colonel  Crofby;  and  the  dear  girl,  who 
is  indeed  a  moft  affedionate  dutiful  daughter — 
Go  up  to  your  room,  you  pouting,  perverfe, 
little  vixen — You  fee,  Colonel!  but  be  com- 
forted, Lydy,  my  dear  !  though  you  fhould 
lofe  your  mother,  you  may  be  certain  of  finding 
a  mother  in  me. 

Colonel.  I  hope,  Mifs,  there  is  no  immediate 
imminent  danger. 

L.  Kitty.  The  poor  child's  tender  nature,  and 
amiable  heart,  makes  her  dread  the  worfl  that 
can  happen. — What,  is  the  wench  petrified? 
move  off,  and  don't  ftand  fniveling  here ! — 
She  wi flies.  Colonel,  to  withdraw  to  her  cham- 
ber: But  don't  brood  over  your  forrows,  my 
love!  order  my  coach,  and  take  a  little  airing, 
my  dear! — I  hope  it  will  overturn,  and  break 
every  bone  in  your  fkin.  [Exit  Lydia. 

Colonel.  How  amiable  in  your  ladyfhip  is  this 
attention  for  fo  deferving  an  objed ! 

Z.  Kitty.  I  am  afraid,  Colonel,  you  will  think 
it  a  weaknefs :  Excefs  of  humanity  is  my  foible, 
I  know ;  but  a  generous  mind,  fuch  as  your's, 
Colonel,  will  pardon  the  error. 

Co.onel,  Error!    it  is  the  glory,    the  pride  of 

your 
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yo\jr  fex;  it  is  the  invincible  JEgis  of  Pallas, 
that  mud  fubdue  6very  heart  it  attacks ! 

L,  Kitty.  Sorrows  naturally  foften  the  mind ; 
and,  Heaven  knows,  1  have  had  a  plentiful  por- 
tion. The  dear  man,  whofe  refemblance  I  wear 
on  my  wrift 

Colonel,  For  Heaven's  fake,  madam- 

Z.  Kitty,  And  for  ever  will  wear — But  what 
neceflity  for  this  idle  delufion?  is  not  thy  fweet 
image  deeply  graved  in  my  heart  ? 

Colonel,  Indeed  your  ladyfhip  fliould  not  give 
way  to  thefe  tranfports;  they  may  endanger 
your  health. 

L  Kitty,  Look  here !  Can  I  then  lament  him 
too  much  ?— But  thou  art  but  gone  before  me, 
my  love ! 

Colonel,  Let  me  refped  the  facred  hour  of 
Ibrrow,  nor  interrupt  it  by  ufelefs  confolation, 
and  impertinent  form !  \^Exit, 

L.  Kitty.  A  fhort  fpace  will  unite  us,  never 
to  bear  the  torture  of  che  feparation  again  !  Oh, 
that  it  was  permitted  me,  with  my  own  hand  to 
(horten  the  time!  this  night,  the  arched  vault 
ihould  inclofe  us  !  to  the  cold  chamber  of  death 
I  would  with  rapture  defcend - 

Enter  Hetty, 

How  came  that  ill-bred  puppy  let  in,  without 
announcing  his  name? 

Hetty,  I  fancy.  Madam,  the  fervants  were  out 
of  the  way, 

L.Kitty.  That  is  always  the  cafe!  Sure  never 
was  poor  lady  peftered  by  fuch  an  infamous  let ! 
But  you  all  know  and  take  advantage  of  my 
patient  and  mild  difpofion  1 

Hetty,  To  be  fure,    poor   dove! — There  are 

fome 
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feme  Englirh  people  below,  beg  to  have  the 
honour  offeeing  your  ladyfhip. 

L.  Kitty.  Do  1  know  them  ? 

Hetty.  Mrs.  Clack  of  Pall-Mall,  with  two  or 
three  more. 

L.  Kitty.  Let  Mrs.  Clack  firft  be  admitted. 
Is  the  room  fit  to  receive  them  ? 

Hetty.  Would  your  ladyfhip  fee  her  in  the 
Chamber  of  Tears  ? 

L.Kitty.  Where  elfe?    Light  the  candle,    and 
fhut  out  the  fun  !  \^Exit  Hetty. 

This  part  that  I  play  begins  to  grow  horribly 
tedious.  In  my  hufband's  lifetime,  indeed,  I 
had  one  confolation  at  leaft,  that  I  could  always 
make  him  pay  me  in  private  for  the  good 
humour  and  fondnefs  that  I  lavilhed  on  him  in 
public :  But  now,  I  have  no  other  refource  but 
in  fervants ;  and  they  too  at  times  are  rebellious. 
Thcfe  Englifh  creatures  get  fuch  odd  notions 
about  liberty  into  their  heads!  I  fancy  the 
Turks  would  make  good  (iomeftics  enough ;  but 
then  the  brutes  are  fo  tame  and  fubmiflive,  that 
it  is  fcarce  poflible  to  teaze  and  torment  them: 
Now  the  great  pleafure  of  power,  is  in  ruling 
over  fenfible  fubjeds,  who  wince  and  feel  the 
yoke  when  it  galls  them — Blefs  me!  who  is 
this  ? — Yes,  my  lord,  in  thy  tomb  all  my  wifhes 
lie  bur — — 

pnter  Hetty. 

Hetty.  The  room  is  ready,  my  lady. 

L.  Kitty.  I  wifli  the  room  was  on  fire,  and 
you  in  the  middle  on*t !  plague  on  you  !  I 
was  afraid  it  was  the  Colonel  come  back. 

\^Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT  IIL 

Enter  Cokntl  Crojbj* 

Cohmh 

THERE  is  a  peculiarity  in  Mifs  Lydell's 
diftrefs  that  I  don't  quite  coipprehendi 
it  appears  to  arife  from  a  deeper  fource  than 
Lady  Kitty  derives  it.  I  wifh  I  could  fee  her 
ladyfhip's  woman !  The  girl  feenis  to  have 
caught  a  good  deal  of  the  manners  of  her  clafs 
in  this  country;  curious,  arch,  and  corrupt: 
With  a  proper  application,  there  will  be  no  diffi- 
culty, I  fancy,  to  get  at  the  family-fecrets. — 
Here  ihe  comes. 

Enter  Hetty. 

You  are  in  a  prodigious  hurry,  Mrs.  Hetty! 
Nothing  uncommon  has  happened,  I  hope? 

Hetty,  Uncommon?  no,  no,  Colonel;  our 
affairs  generally  keep  pretty  much  the  fame 
train :  Hurry-fcurry — fending — recalling — com- 
manding— forbidding — Lord  have  mercy  upon 
me !  To  live  here,  one  (hould  have  the  art  of 
the  Holloway-cheefecake-man,  and  be  in  a 
hundred  places  at  the  very  fame  time. 

Colonel  She  feems  in  a  right  cue  for  my  pur- 
pofc. — You  arc  upon  no  commiffion  at  prefent  ? 

Hetty.  IAqx.  immediately ;  but  I  muft  not  be 
out  of  the  way;  for  as  my  lady  is  decked  out  in 
herdifmals,  perhaps  (he  may  take  a  fancy  to 
faint. 

Colonel.  Poor  lady  1    Lady  Kitty ^is,   indeed,   a 

moil 
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moft  extraordinary  inftance  of  the  fincerlty  and 
fervor  of  conjugal  love. 

Hetty,  Yes  j  I  believe  there  are  very  few  wo- 
men can  match  her. 

Colonel  And  Mifs  Lydell  feems  to  have  caught 
the  infedion.  How  long,  pray,  has  her  mother 
been  fo  exceedingly  ill  ? 

Hetty,  Whofe  mother? 

Colonel.  Mifs  Lydell's. 

Hetty.  I  never  heard  a  word  of  her  ficknefs. 

Colonel,  No!  becaufe,  my  lady  was 

Hetty,  Yes  'y  as  I  guefled:  This  is  one  of  her 
tricks ;  fome  ftory  Ihe  has  trump'd  up. 

Colonel.  Indeed! — Oh,  Mrs.  Hetty;  though 
it  is  not  ufual  in  this  country  to  give  vails,  I 
fuppofe  yoq  know  it  is  the  practice  to  pay  fome 
little  occafional  compliment,  for  the  good  offices 
of  thofc  whom  the  injuftice  of  Fortune  has 
placed  in  a  ftation  below  us. 

Hetty,  I  have  always  faid,  for  politenefs  no 
nation  could  equal  the  French. 

Colonel,  You  will  permit  me  to  difeharge  this 

duty  in  part.  \_Gives  her  money, 

Hetty.  One  may  fee  by  your  manner,  Colonel, 
where  you  have  pafled  the  greateft  part  of  your 
time. 

Colonel.  I  don't  know  any  body's  approbation 
I  am  more  ambitious  to  have.*-*But,  Mrs.  Hetty); 
as  to  Mifs  Lydell ;  there  feems  to  be  a  fixed 
melancholy  hang  on  her  brow, 

Hetty.  I  don't  wonder  at  it. 

Colonel,  But  even  now  I  furprized  her  in 
tears. 

Hetty.  Like  enough.  I  fuppofe  fhe  has  been 
under  the  lafh;  my  lady  has  been,  as  ufual,  em- 
ploying her  talents  in  teazing, 

CploneK 
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Coknel.  Talents  in  teazing? 
Hetty,  Yes;    it  is  a  little  amufement  her  lady- 
(hip  takes  every  morning,  juft  by  way  of  exer- 
cife,  between  breakfail  and  dinner. 

Colonel,  Oh,  you  wrong  her  ladylhip:  Indeed, 
I  never  faw  flronger  propfs  of  delicate  and  ten- 
der affedion. 

Hetty,  Ha,  ha!  howeafily  you  men  are  impofed 
on ! 

Colonel  Nay,  but,  my  dear  girl,  prithee  don't 
be  fo  giddy.  To  deal  ferioufly  with  you,  I 
can't  help  taking  a  warm  interefl  in  what  relates 
to  Mifs  Lydell. 

Hetty.  Upon  my  word,  fhe  richly  defervesit. 
Colonel,  And  fhould  be  forry  to  find  her  pre- 
fent  very  alarming  diftrefs  owing  to  any  indif- 
cretion  of  her's. 

Hetty,  On  that  head,  yoy  may  make  yourfelf 
perfedly  eafy. 

Colonel.  But  how  fliali  we  be  able  to  account 

for 

Hetty,  In  the  moft  natural  way  in  the  world. 
Colonel,  Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  lend  your 
affiftance  ? 

Hetty.  With  all  the  pleafure  in  life.  You  caa 
be  fecret,  1  hope. 

Colonel,  You  will  find  me  a  man  of  honour 
in  every  refpe6t. 

Hetty,  In  one  inftance,   you   have  jufh  given 
me  a  convincing  proof,    I  confefs.    Why  then, 
as  to  this  lady  of  ours  j  in  hypocrify,  (he  would 
be  an  over- match  for  a  methodift. 
Colonel,  Really? 

Hetty,  And  as  to  cruelty,  there  never  was  fo 
ingenious,  fo  refined  a  tormenter :  The  Fathers 
ofthelnquifitionthemfelves,  would  be  proud  to 

receive 
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receive  indrudflions  from  her.    I  could  give  you 
fuch  a  hiflory 

Colonel,  Is  it.  poflibe? 

Haty,  This  room  is  too  public ;  befidcs,  per- 
haps her  ladydiip  may  pop  in  and  furprize  us, 
for  (he  is  as  fufpicious  and  prying  as  a  cuftom- 
houfe  officer.  Dare  you  venture  yourfelf  in  my 
room  for  a  moment  ? 

Colonel,  If  you  are  not  apprehenfive  of  dan- 
ger, I  muil:,  Mifs  Hetty,  be  a  coward  indeed, 
if  1 ^ 

Hetty,  Oh,  as  to  my  own  part,  I  know  I  am 
fecure  ;  you  are  engaged  too  deeply  elfewhere. 

Colonel,  Me,  child  ? 

Hetty,  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  Lord  have  mercy !  how 
oddly  you  look  !  What,  d'ye  think  I  have  not 
found  you  out  before  this  ?  Nay,  for  the  matter 
of  that,  my  lady  knows  as  much  as  myfelf ; 
and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  believe  that  was  the 
caufe  of  the  fcene  to  which  you  were  partly  a 
witnefs. 

Colonel,  Nay,  but,  child-  ■    - 

Hetty,  Hufh  1  flep  into  that  room  :  I  muft 
introduce  Mrs.  Clack,  the  mantua-maker,  to  an 
audience  ;  after  which.  Til  be  with  you. 

[Exeunt, 

Lady  Kitty  difcovered  in  deep   mourning ;  the  room  hung 
with  black  ;  a  lamp  on  the  table, 

L.  Kitty.  What  the  deuce  keeps  this  woman 
fo  long  ?  I  grow  mod  terribly  tired  of  my  atti- 
tude ;  but  to  this  creature  I  muft  keep  my  cha- 
ra<^er  up  :  She  is  an  abfolute  Gazette,  and  at 
her  return  will  pubhlh  me  in  every  part  of  the 
town* 

Enter 
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Enter  Hetty  and  Mrs,  Clack. 

Hetty,  There  you  fee  her  lady  (hip  fits ;  ab- 
f^rbed  in  grief,  quite  abfent ;  flie  knows  nothing 
of  us. 

Clack.  Poor  dear  lady  ! 

Hetty,  I  will  endeavour  to  rouze  her  attention, 

L,  Kitty,  Gone,  loft,  for  ever  loft  ! 

Hetty,  Pleafe  your  ladyihip !  madam  ! 

L.  Kitty,  Why  will  you  teaze  me  to  fuftain  a 
tedious  life  ?  I  have  no  relifti  for  rich  wines,  or 
delicate  viands ;  the  bread  of  affliction  is  the 
beft  banquet  for  me.^ 

Clack,  And  that  is  but  coarfe  food.  Heaven 
knows. 

L.  Kitty,  Don't  I  hear  fome  other  voice  in 
the  room  ?  my  eyes  are  grown  fo  mifty  and 
dim 

Hetty,  With  crying ! — Mrs.  Clack,  your  lady- 
Ihip's  mantua-maker,  from  England,  to  pay  her 
duty  ;  and  defires  your  ladyfhip's  commands  for 
that  country. 

L,  Kitty,  Let  her  approach. — How  d'ye  do, 
Mrs.  Clack  ? — Hetty,  child,  you  may  go  to 
your  dinner. — A  good  creature  ;  an  humble  Jcind 
of  friend,  Mrs.  Clack  :  To  her  care  and  atten- 
tion I  think  myfelf  deeply  indebted  i  as  (he  will 
find  when  they  open  my  will. 

Hetty.  For  Heaven's  fake !  your  ladyfhip 
makes  my  blood  run  cold  in  my  veins. 

L,  Kitty,  D'ye  think,  Hetty,  you  (hall  lament 
me  ? 

Hetty,  Can  your  Jadyfliip  doubt  it  ?  I  [houl4 
almoft  break  my  heart,  if  your  ladyihip  was  not 
to  leave  me  a  farthing. 

L.  Kitty. 
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Z.  Kitty.  Should  you  ?  Kind  foul  !— I  fliall  try 
the  experiment,  you  hypocritical  flut ! 

Hetty.  But  when  our  fuperiors  are  fo  confi- 
derate  as  to  think  of  their  menials  in  their  lad 
moments,  to  be  fure  it  gives  poor  fervants 
greater  fpirits  to  cry  for  their  lofs. 

L.  Kitty.  Doubtlefs.  You  may  go.  [Exit  Hetty. 
Well,  Mrs.  Clack,  you  find  me  valtly  altered 
fmce  the  death  of  Sir  John. 

C/ack.  To  be  fure,  your  ladydiip  is  fomething 
changed  fince  the  day  I  had  the  honour  to  try 
on  your  ladyfliip's  cloaths  for  your  ladyfhip's 
wedding. 

L.  Kitty.  True.  You,  I  think,  Mrs.  Clack, 
decked  me  out  like  another  Iphigenia,  to  be 
facrificed  at  the  temple  of  Hymen.  Don't  you 
recoiled  the  tremors,  the  terrors,  that  invaded 
each  nerve,  on  that  folem'n,  that  awful  occafion? 
You  mufl  remember,  with  what  reludancc  I  was 
dragged  by  Sir  John  to  the  altar. 

CiacL  To  be  fure,  your  ladyrtiip  (hewed  a  be- 
coming coynefs  upon  the  occafion.  I  remem- 
ber, about  the  hour  of  bedding,  you  hid  your- 
felf  behind  the  bottle-rack  in  the  beer  cellar,  to 
avoid  Sir  John ;  if  your  ladyfhip  had  not  hap- 
pened to  have  coughed,  we  lliould  not  have 
found  you. 

L,  Kitty,  The  conflid  was  great  :  But,  dear 
Mrs.  Clack,  what  could  I  do  ?  Troy  flood  a  fiege 
for  only  ten  years ;  now  fixteen  were  fully  ac- 
complilhed  before  1  was  compelled  to  furrender. 

Clcuk.  That  was  (landing  out  a  vaft  while,  to 
be  fure.  I  recolleds,  what  added  to  your  lady- 
(hip's  grief  was,  that  the  nuptials  fhould  happen 
to  fall  out  in  the  middle  of  Lent. 

L.  Kitty.    Dear  Clack,  you  renew  my  confu- 

fion  : 
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fion  :  Little  did  I  think  ever  to  fully  that  facred 
feafon  by  the  celebration  of  fuch  a  feftivity. 

Clack,  But  there  could  not  be  fo  much  harm 
in  the  matter  neither;  as  marriages,  your  lady- 
Ihip  knows,  are  all  fettled  above. 

Z.  Kitty.  By  that  argument  I  was  induced  to 
furrender ;  with,  however,  an  exprefs  ftipula- 
tion,  that  all  connubial  intercourfe  (hould  be  fuf- 
pended  Wednefdays  and  Fridays. 

Clack.  That  mud  have  been  a  vaft  denial  to 
both  parties,  no  doubt. 

L.  Kitty.  How,  Mrs.  Clack  1  you  wouldn't  in- 
iinuate  that  I  was  prompted  to  the  connexion 
by  any' 

Clack.  Far  from  it,  my  lady  !  I  only  meant, 
that  it  mud  give  your  lady  (hip  pain  to  refufe  Sir 
John  any  favour  ;  for,  to  be  fure,  never  was  any 
lady  half  fo  happy  in  a  partner  as  you. 

L.  Kitty.  How  irreparable  muft  then  be  my 
lofs  1  Yes,  Clack,  he  poffefled  my  whole  heart, 
and  pofTeffes  it  ftill :  My  waking  thoughts  are 
all  devoted  to  him  ;  in  fleep  his  loved  image  is 
ever  before  me — darting  from  my  couch, 

•*  I  cry  aloud  ;  he  hears  not  what  I  fay  : 

•'  I  ftretch  my  empty  arms  ;  he  glides  away!" 

Clack.  Vad  mournful,  indeed  1  But  I  fliould 
think  your  ladylhip  might  find  out  a  cure. 

L.  Kitty.  Which  way  ? 

Clack.  Fill  your  empty  arms  with  fomething 
fubdantial,  and  I  warrant  'twill  frightch  the 
phantom. 

L.  Kitty.  Clack,  I  don't  comprehend — — «- 

Clack.  I  only  recommends  to  your  ladylhip  the 
profcription  1  made  ufe  on  myfelf :  There  was 
my  fird  hulband,   fweet   Mr.   Snip,  though  a 

ftaymaker. 
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flaj^maker,  as  portly  a  perfon — I  really  believcf, 
1  fnould  have  followed  the  dear  foul  to  his  grave, 
hadn't  our  foreman,  Tona  Clack,  ftepped  in  to 
confole  me ;  indeed,  the  match  was  very  con- 
venient, as  he  had  done  all  my  hufband^s  bufi- 
ncfs  during  the  time  of  his  ficknefs. 

Z.  Kitty.  I  am  aflonifhed,  woman,  at  your 
prefumption.  Do  you  recolledl  to  whom  you 
are  addrefling  this  language  ? 

Clack,  I  beg  pardon  1  But  I  thought  in  thefc 
matters  your  ladyfhip  was  like  the  reft  of  our 
fex  ;  and  though  Sir  John 

Z.  Kitty.  Peace  !  nor  let  your  unhallowed  lips 
profane  the  dear  name  !  even  now,  his  facred 
ihade  feems  to  upbraid  me  :  See,  there  1 

Clack,  There  ?  where  ?  I  fees  nothing,  I'm 
fure« 

L.  Kitty,  How  awful,  how  tremendous,  he 
looks !  his  front  furrowed,  for  the  firft  time, 
with  a  frown  ! 

Clack.  Lord  blefs  me  !  I  wifh  I  was  well  out 
of  the  houfe ! 

L.  Kitty.  But,  be  pacified,  dear  lord  of  my 
life;  no  fecond  to  thee  fliall  fucceed  : 


Firft  let  the  opening  earth  a  paflage  rend. 

And  let  me  thro'  the  dark  abyfs  defcend, 

^&iort  I  break  the  plighted  faith  I  gave  \ 

Thou  hadft  my  vows,  and  fhalt  for  ever  have; 

For  whom  I  lovM  on  earth,  I'll  worlhip  in  the  grave ! 


■■} 


Clack.    Never   flir,   if  Ihe   bcn't    talking    of 
poetry  !  her  brain's  turned,  to  be  fure. 

L.  Kitty.  He  beckons !  lead  on,  my  loved 
lord  !  thy  fummons  I  with  rapture  obey.  His 
arms  erK:ircle  me  round  ;  and  now  together  we 
plunge  into  the  gulph  !  the  raging  billows  fur- 
round  us  !  now  they  rife  over  our  heads  !  now 

we. 
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we  (ink,  We  fink,  in  filence  together !  and,  oh 
— [/fi///«^.]  Curfc  the  chair !  how  came  I  to  mifs 
it? 

Clack,  Mercy  upon  us !  help,  for  Heaven's 
fake,  help  !  What^  is  there  nobody  left  in  the 
houfe  ? 

£nter  Hetty, 

Lord,  MrSi  Hetty,  I  am  glad  you  are  come ! 
My  poor  lady  !  (he  is  quite  gone,  I  am  afraid. 

Hetty,  On  the  ground  !  in  one  of  her  fits,  1 
fuppofe. — No  doubt,  it  is  dreadful  to  you ;  but 
we  are  ufed  to  'em  every  day.  Step  and  call 
fome  more  of  the — [^Exit  Clack.]  How  came  your 
lady  (hip  to  fall  on  the  ground  ? 

L,  Kitty,  Where  the  deuce  have  you  been  ? 
that  old  fool  was  fo  frighted,  (he  never  thought 
of  bringing  the  chair.  She  has  pinched  me  as 
black  as  a  coal. 

Hitty.  Would  your  ladyfliip  pleafe  to  recover 
now,  or  (hall  I  fetch  in  the  hartlhorn  ? 

L,  Kitty.  This  woman  is  an  ideot ;  fo  there  is 
no  occafion  at  prefent. 

Hetty.  Come  back,  Mrs.  Clack  *  my  lady  be- 
gins to  revive. 

Re-enter  Mrs,  Clach 

and  upon  thefe  occafions  fhe  wiihes  to  have  but 
few  people  by.  T'other  fide,  Mrs.  Clack.  So, 
fo,  fo ! 

L.  Kitty.  Am  I  recalled  to  hated  hfe  again  ? 

Hetty,  Your  lady(hip  has  had  a  violent  ftrug- 

fle.     Nothing  more  than  ufual,    I   hope,  has 
appened* 

Clack,  I  believes,  indeed,  it  was  partly  my  fault  j 

In 
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In  order  tx5  comfort  my  lady,  I  was  ra(h  enough 
to  recommend  another  huf 

L.  Kitty,  Recal  not  the  detefted  idea,  unlefs 
you  wifh  to  fee  me  fink  again  at  your  feet) 

Clack.  I  beg  your  lady  (hip's  pardon  !  I  can*c 
think  what  in  the  world  could  pofTefs  me!  In- 
deed, Lord  Harry  Huntwidow,  hearing  that 
t  was  going  over,  did  defire  me  to  deliver  a  let- 
ter. 

L,  Kitty,  To  me  ?  prefumptuous  man  !  how 
dared  he  encourage  a  hope — Had  not  he  heard 
that  Don  Juan  de  Muftachio,  a  Spanifh  grandee 
of  the  very  firft  clafs,  had  laid  his  Golden  Fleece 
at  my  feet  ? 

Hetty,  True  enough. 

X.  Kitty.  Didn't  the  Palfgrave  of  Saltfplafh,  a 
fovereign  Prince  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine, 
offer  to  fhare  his  power  with  me?  and,  after 
all,  to  fubmit  to  a  fubjed  !— -This  Lord  Harry, 
Hetty,  is  an  abfolute  beggar :  Red-faced,  rab- 
bet-backed, with  a  pair  «f  legs  like  a  couple  of 
drumfticks. 

Hetty,  Marry  come  up,  my  fcurvy  companion ! 

Clad.  As  foon  as  ever  I  return,  I  fhall  deliver 
his  lord(hip  his  letter. 

Z.  Kitty.  Hold,  Clack  ;  let  it  lie  on  the  table. 

Clack,  Will  your  ladyfhip  deign  then  to  give 
it  a  reading  ? 

L,  Kitty,  By  no  means,  Mrs.  Clack,  Put  it 
amongft  the  other  papers,  Hetty,  which  in  a 
few  days  are  to  expire  in  the  flames. 

Hetty.  It  dial],  madam. 

L,  Kitty,  A  monthly  facrifice  I  offer  up,  Mrs, 
Clack,  before  the  dear  image  of  him  I  adore- 

Hetty.  We  fhall  have  a  fine  blaze;  for  this 
month  has  been  very  prolific. — My  lady's  illnefs 

Lad 
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had  made  me  like  to  forget ;  your  relations, 
Mrs.  Clack,  grow  impatient  without. 

jL.  Kitiy.  Who  are  they  ? 

Clack.  A  filter  of  mine,  and  her  hufband,  to 
beg  your  ladyfhip's  intereft  to  get  their  daughter 
out  of  a  convent. 

X.  Kitt}\  A  convent  I  how  got  (he  there  ? 

Clack,  Run  away  from  her  parents  with  a  pal* 
try  'prentice,  to  avoid  the  man  of  their  chufing; 
and  purtends,  on  purpofe  to  plague  *em,  that  (he 
wants  to  be  a  nun  ;  and,  what  is  vvorfer,  threatens 
to  turn  Papifh,  if  they  torment  her. 

L.  Kitty,  Of  what  ufe  can  1  be  ? 

Clack.  If  your  ladyihip  could  order  the  child 
to  be  dehvered  back  to  her  parents 

L,  Kitty,  This  is  a  matter  of  weight,  Mrs* 
Clack,  and  mult  be  confidered  maturely  :  I  am 
too  ill,  at  prefent,  to  admit  an  audience.  I  fhali 
defire  the  governor  to  dire<ft  a  guard  to  efcort 
your  niece  to  my  prefence;  we  (hall  then  fee 
what  is  beft  to  be  done.  Hetty,  let  the  gover* 
nor  know  my  defire.  But  this,  Mrs.  Clack,  I 
muft  tell  you  ;  if  tfie  girFs  converfion  is  the 
matter  in  queftion,  I  can  on  no  account  inter- 
pofe ;  the  friendfhip  I  have  with  the  Pope  ties 
my  hands  where  the  Holy  See  is  concerned. 

Clack,  Nothing  of  that,  believe  me,  my  lady. 

L,  Kitty,  But  don't  indulge  a  furmife,  which 
was  circulated,  even  at  Rome  itfelf,  with  too 
much  fuccefs,  that  any  thing  fenfual  tainted  the 
intercourfe  between  the  reverend  Pontiff  and  me. 

Clack,  Heaven  forbid  that  I  ihould  think  of 
any  fuch  thing  1 

L,  Kitty.  Malice,  joined  with  credulity,  gave 
rife  to  the  fable  t  Sacred  fentiments,  that  fpring 
in  kindred  minds,  firft  began  and  cemented  the 

union. 
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union.  Every  avenue,  but  what  friendfhip  per- 
mits, is  guarded  by  thy  loved  image,  my  lord  ! 
thou,  who  art  the  alphabet,  the  beginning,  the 
ending,  the  very  Great  A  and  Z,  of  all  my  ten- 
der affedions.  [Exit, 
Clack,  Poor  lady !  fhe  is  in  a  piteous  plight  ; 
for  all  the  world  like  Mrs.  Andromedy,  that  one 
fees  at  the  theatre. 

Hetty,  Ay,  Mrs.  Clack ;  to  all  widows  fhe  is, 
indeed,   a  fhining  example. 

Clack.  True.  Why,  I  myfelf,  if  my  hufband 
had  left  me  in  circumftances  accordingly,  fhould 
have  taken  on  a  great  deal  more  than  1  did  ;  but 
folks  who  have  their  living  to  get,  can't  afford 
to  cry,  you  know,  as  much  as  your  people  of 
falhion  ;  befides,  every  body  has  not  the  gift  of 
incontinence,  like  to  my  lady. 

Hetty,  True,  true.  But  you  had  better  ftep 
out  to  your  friends,  and  let  them  know  what 
meafures  my  lady  has  taken. 

Clack,  I  will,  h  will ;  they  will  be  impatient, 
no  doubt.  [Exit. 

Hetty,  Colonel,  you  may  appear. 

Enter  Colonel, 

Well,  Sir,  after  what  you  have  feen  and  heard, 
I  fuppofe  all  your  doubts  are  removed. 

Colonel,  Perfectly  fatisfied ;  a  new  edition  of 
the  Ephefian  Matron,  with  amazing  improve* 
ments.  But,  poor  Mifs  Lydell !  I  own  her  fitua- 
tion  diftrefles  me  greatly. 

Hetty,  The  damfel,  it  is  true,  is  in  terrible 
durance  :  Do  you  feci  yourfelf  knight-errant 
enough  to  fly  to  her  refcue  ? 

Colonel,  Would  the  lady,  d'ye  think,  accept 
of  my  fervice  ? 

Hett^. 
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Hetty.  It  is  but  a  poor  compliment  to  fuppofc: 
that  (he  vvou'dn't  prefer  the  foft  bondage  of  love, 
to  the  galling  fetters  (he  wears. 

Colonel,  Can  I  then,  Mrs.  Hetty,  hope  for  no- 
thing more  than  a  preference  ? 

Hetty,  I  don't  think  myfelf  at  liberty,  Colonel, 
to  tell  you  all  that  I  know.  In  the  drawing- 
room,  you  will  find  the  young  lady  alone  :  As 
you  gave  me  a  handfome  retamer,  1  have  been 
in  court,  and  opened  the  caufe  ;  do  you  fpeak  ro 
the  merits ;  you  are  a  good  pleader,  and,  1  make 
no  doubt,  will  fucceed. 

Colonel,  I  will  go  and  labour  hard  for  a  ver- 

dia. 

Hetty.  You  will  find  the  court  inclined  to  your 
fuit.  But,  Colonel,  you  have  no  objections, 
when  you  have  delivered  the  damfel,  to  break 
the  chains  of  her  confidante  too  ? 

Colonel.  The  romance  would  be  irregular  elfe. 

Hetty.  So  1  her  lady(hip*s  power  draws  towards 
a  period  ;  (he  muft  provide  new  fubjects,  at 
leafb.  She  fuppofed  the  hopes  from  her  Vv^iil 
would  fecure  me  ;  but  the  day  is  too  diftant ; 
befides,  I  know  her  too  well  to  have  any  re- 
liance  

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Blefs  me,  Mrs.  Hetty,  what  can  be  the 
matter  ?  Here  is  a  file  of  mufqutteers  coming 
into  the  houfe. 

Hetty.  The  girl,  I  fuppofe,  from  the  convent. 
A  new  whim  of  my  lady's  :  I  will  go  to  them  ; 
you  have  nothing  to  fear.  [^Exeunt. 

Scene 
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Scene  chartges  to  another  Apartment^ 
Enter  Mr,  and  Mrs,  Minnikin,   and  Codling, 

Mrs.  Min.  Now,  Ton  Codling,  boldly  put  In 
your  claim.     We  will  fupport  you,  I  warrant. 

Enter  Mn,  Clack. 

Well,  fifier,  what  news  from  my  lady? 

Clack,  Small  hopes,  I  am  afraid  :  The  gentle* 
woman  herfelf  is  in  a  defperate  taking ;  but 
Jenny  will  be  forth-coming,  however.  I  fancy 
here  fhe  is,  by  the  noife  on  the  flairs. 

Enter  Lapelle, 

Lap,  Serviture^  Monfieurs  and  Mef dames  / — Why, 
what  the  deuce  is  the  matter  }  There  is  your 
daughter  below,  furrounded  by  a  troop  oi  foldas^ 
as  the  French  call  them. — Here  fhe  is. 

Enter  Jenny  and  foldiers, 

Mrs,  Min,  So,  Jenny  !  You  fee  what  you  have 
brought  yourfelf  to,  to  be  made  a  (how  on  in 
the  flreets,  guarded  like  z,- 

Jenny,  I  am  not  the  firft,  madam,  who  has 
fuffered  for  the  fake  of  Religion. 

Mrs,  Min,  Religion  !  Rebellion,  you  hypo^ 
critical  flut  1 

Jenny,  Can  I  give  a  ftronger  proof  of  my  fin- 
cerity,  than  in  quitting  a  life  of  affluence  and 
eafe,  to  embrace  poverty,  fafhing,  and  penance  ? 

Min.  Not  one  of  the  three  but  thee  wouldft 
run  twenty  miles  to  avoid  !  No,  no,  Jenny, 
that's  all  a  pretence ;  it  is  not  poverty,  bu^ 
fomething  elfe,  you  want  to  embrace. 

Lap,  Hold,  Monfieur  Minnikin  !  You  are  a 

little 
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little  too  hafty;  Jeunes  filks,  as  the  French  fay, 
are  not  to  be  treated  lb  roughly;  fuffer  me  to 
park  un  pew.  Is  it  true,  Madamoifelle ,  mon  amy 
Codling,  becaufe  you  are  amorew  of  fomebody 
clfe 

Jenny.  My  duty,  Sir,  direfls  me  not  to  con- 
tradid  what  a  father  affirms. 

Min,  Yes,  yes,  you  are  plaguy  dutiful  all  of 
a  fudden ! 

Clack.  Hufhl  Here  comes  my  lady;  leave 
the  matter  to  her. 

Enter  Lady  Kitty  and  Hetty. 

L,  Kitty.  Hetty,  order  the  giJards  to  with- 
draw. [^Exe.  Sold.] — Which  are  the  parties?  and 
what  their  caufe  of  complaint  ? 

Min.  Why,  pleafeyourladyfliip,  ourbufmefs 
is  this:  That  young  flut  that  flands  there,  who, 
between  ourfelves,    for  all  her  fandified  looks — 

L.  Kitty,  Honeft  friend,  you  are  too  familiar 
and  loud. 

Lap.  Hufli,  Matt!  and  let  me  open  the  mat- 
ter.— Matt  Minnikin,  my  lady,  an  honeil  bur^ 
goi/e,  that  lives  dans  the  cite,  won't  fet  fire  to  the 
Thames,  though  he  lives  near  the  Bridge;  a 
namefake,  but  no  relation  to  Mr.  Mat-Chavel — 

L  Kitty.  You  too  are  pretty  forward,  I  think  1 
And,  pray.  Sir,  who  and  what  may  you  be } 

Lap.  Per  vous  fervice^  as  the  French  fay,  my 
name  is  Lapelle;  by  diflradion,  a  Frenchman, 
though  a  native  of  Londre;  my  purdecefibrs 
were  mefugees,  and  came  over  after  the  revolu- 
tion of  the  edid  of  Nantz.  Dont  you  think, 
my  lady,  there  is  a  quelque  chofe  in  my  manner, 
a  fomething,  that  fpeaks  me  fprung  from  the 
French  } 

Z.  Kitty. 
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L,  Kitty.  Rather  more  relative  in  your  mo. 
defty,  Mr.  LapelJe. 

Lr^p.   Powteter^    my  lady. 

L,  Kitty.  But  let  this  honed  man  tell  his  own 
ftory;  he  feemsvery  able. 

Lap,  With  all  my  heart;  de  tout  mon  cur^  as  the 
French  fay.— -Come,  Matthew!    alons! 

Mm.  Why,  I  fay,  my  lady,  as  I  was  faying^ 
that  girl  there 

Lap,  Pardy  ajps  Jhenteel ;  and,  for  an  Englifh 
face,  a  pretry  jolly  vilage  enough* 

U  Kitty.  Peace,  Sir! 

Lap.   My  lady,  pardunn! 

Min.  Rather,  ]  fay,  than  marry  this  honeft 
neighbour  of  our's,  as  reputable  a  tradef-- — - 

Lap,    Caji  vrais',    Monfieur  Codling  lives   in 

becucope  de  credit, 

L,  Kitty,  Nobody  called  on  you  as  a  voucher. 

Lap,   JJ/itrement,    my  lady. 

Min,  She  has  run  away  along  with  our  'pren* 
tice;  but  as  we  followed  pretty  clofe  at  their 
heels,  not  having  time  to  complete  their  proje(fV, 
fhe  has  taken  refuge  here  in  a  convent;  and 
fays,  moreover,  if  fhe  perlifts,  we  will  promif. 
culoufly  turn  Papifh  and  Nun. 

Lap.  Pour  a  Papifh,  powteter-^  hut  pour  la  nun, 
pardonnez  mot!   my  lady,   que  dities  vous? 

L.  Kitty,  Will  nobody  filence  this  impertinent 
jackanapes  ?-^ Well,  child,  you  hear  what  your 
father  alledges. 

Jenny,  May  I  crave  your  ladyfhip's  private  ear 
for  a  moment? 

L.  Kitty,  Withdraw;  not  out  of  the  room.-— 
Well,  child ;  what  are  the  objedtions  to  the  man 
your  parents  have  chofen  ? 

yenny. 
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Jenny,  Two,  as  ftrong  ones  as  any  mortal  can 
have :  I  hate  him,  and  I  love  another. 

L,  Kptiy.  Pretty  frank,  1  mufh  own. — And  as 
to  the  change  of  religion 

Jenny,  A  mere  fetch,  to  keep  out  of  their 
hands. 

L.  Kitty,  You  have  no  hopes  that  your  parents 
will  yield  ? 

Jenny,  Mother,  perhaps,  might  comply;  but 
no  mule  is  fo  headftrong  as  father. 

L,  Kitty,  And  you,  1  fuppofe,  are  as  deter- 
mined as  he  ? 

Jenny,  Never  once  gave  up  a  point  in  my  life. 

L.  Kitty,  1  dare  fay.  But,  if  they  were  to 
defire  you  to  marry  the  ^prentice 

Jenny,  They  would  find  me  a  dutiful  daughter* 

L,  Kitty,  Then  you  have  no  objedlion  to  obey 
their  commands,  when  they  happen  to  contain 
the  very  things  that  you  wilh  ? 

Jenny.  Not  in  the  ieaft. 

L,  Kitty,  And  after  having  produced,  and  at 
their  own  expence  trained  and  fuftained  you, 
you  would  flill  fuffer  them,  I  dare  fay,  to  fup* 
port  and  protcd  you  ? 

Jenny.  As  in  duty  they  are  bound. 

L,  Kitty,  And  they  might  direft  you,  pro- 
vided you  governed  them  ? 

Jenny,  In  every  refpc^t. 

L,  Kitty,  Well  faid,  my  litde  American  !  you 
would  be  an  heroine,  child,  on  the  other  lide 
the  Atlantic.  Why,  in  your  cafe,  Mifs  Jenny, 
I  don't  fee  what  we  can  do.  There  is,  indeed, 
one  expedient,  if  you  find  you  have  courage 
enough  to  perform  it, 

Jenny,  I  Ihall  not  fiinch,  my  lady,  when  it 
comes  to  the  pu(h, 

L.  Kitty^ 
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Z.  Kitty.  There  are,  my  dear,  two  men  who 
folicit  your  hand;  one  favoured  by  you,  the 
other  your  father  approves. 

Jenny.  My  fituation  exadly. 

L.  Kitty.  Suppofe  then,  by  way  of  reconciling 
all  parties,  you  were  to  marry  'em  both  ? 

Jenny,  The  happieft  thought  in  the  wor'd  !  I 
wonder  it  never  came  into  my  head. — But,  I  am 
afraid,  my  lady,  we  have  not  dignity  enough  to 
do  fuch  a  thing  as  this  without  danger. 

Z.  Kiity.  We  will  confider  of  this  at  our 
leifure. — How  fhould  you  like  living  with  me  in 
this  town  ? 

Jenny.  Of  all  things  upon  earth. 

X.  Kitty.  We  will  fee  what  can  be  done.— • 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Minnikin,  I  have  been  founding 
your  daughter;  a  little  time,  and  fome  proper 
perfuafions,  may  induce  her  to  comply  with 
your  wilhes. 

Mrs  Min.  We  are  highly  indebted  to  your 
ladyfhip's  goodnefs ! 

L.  Kitty,  One  of  my  maids  of  honour  is  return- 
ing to  England ;  I  Ihall  have  no  objedion  to 
promoting  Mrs.  Clack's  niece  to  the  place. 

Clack.  Brother  Minnikin  1 — ^We  Ihall  be  bound 
to  pray  for  your  ladyfhip. 

L.  Kitty.  Here  Lydia  comes,  and  the  Colonel 
clofe  with  her ! 

Enter  Colonel  and  Lydia, 

Lydia,  my  dear,  though  with  the  greatefl:  re- 
gret,  yet  the  defign  is  fo  laudable,  I  confent 
that  you  may  return  to  your  mother;  thefe 
honeft  people,  my  love,   will  conduft  you  with 

care. 

CohneL 
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ColotuL  My  Lydja,  Madam,  will  not  want 
their  affi fiance. 

Z,.  Kiiiy,  Colonel?  I  don't  underfland  you. 

Colonel.  That  honour  I  propofe  having  my- 
felf. 

L,  Kitty,  How,  Colonel  1 — Shall  I  crave  a 
word  ?  I  hop^  you  have  no  bad  deilgns  on  the 
girl. 

Colonel,  None  but  fuch  as  I  hope  her  friends 
will  approve  ? 

L,  Kitty,  Is  it  poffible  you  can  be  Ln  earned  ? 

Colonel.  What  ftiould  make  your  ladyfhip 
doubt  it  ? 

L.Kitty,  Indeed!  Nay,  iT  that  be  the  cafe, 
it  would  be  criminal  in  me  to  conceal  a  fecret 
in  which  your  honour  is  concerned :  Thofe 
tears,  which  my  humanity  made  me  attribute  to 
her  filial  fears  for  her  mother,  flowed  from  a  more 
ignoble  fource. 

Colonel,  How,  Madam! 

Z.  Kitty,  A  love,  perhaps,  for  one  of  my 
menials.  How  far  it  proceeded,  I  Iha'n't  take 
upon  nue  to  fay^  but  to  avoid  fcandal,  I  found 
myfelf  obliged  to  difcard  him. 

Colonel.  Ha,  ha !  what  a  happy  invention. 

Z.  Kitty,   I  don't  underftand  you. 

Colonel.  Why,  to  deal  with  your  ladyfliip 
plainly,  your  addrefs  is  ill  employed  upon  me: 
1  own  it  confummate;  but  I  have  been  a  con- 
cealed witnefs  to  fome  of  your  arts,  and  fhall 
hardly  be  impofed  on  again.  Come,  Mifs  Ly- 
dia;  you  will  take  leave  of  her  ladyfhip :  Her 
paft  favours  may  foon  be  acknowledged. 

L.  Kitty,  Is  this  true,  Lydia  ? 

Miji  I,  youjf  ladyfhip's  approbation,    on  an 

event 
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event  fo  honourable  and  advantageous  for  mc, 
I  make  no  doubt  of  obtaining. 

L,  Kitty,  Is  it  poffible  that  you  can  quit  my 
protection,  and  throw  yourfelf  into  the  arms  of 
a  renegade  ? 

Colonel,  How,  Madam  ! 

L,  Kitty,  Was  not  your  father  a  rebel ! 

Colonel,  True,  Madam. 

L,  Kitty,  And  a'n't  you  an  officer  in  the  fervice 
of  France  ? 

Colonel,  I  was,  Madam;  but  my  prefent  royal 
mafler,  who  is  above  the  narrow  prejudice  of 
punifhing  the  principles  of  parents  in  their  un- 
fortunate offspring,  has  accepted  my  fervice, 
and  reftored  my  family  to  the  rights  of  their 
country.  For  that  fpot  I  (hall  embark  in  the 
morning;  leaving  your  ladyfhip  to  lament  the 
lofs  of  a  fubjedl  to  exercife  your  mifchief  and 
malice  upon;  which  I  fancy  you  will  more 
heavily  mifs,  notwithflanding  your  weeds,  than 
the  poor  knight  who  was  happy,  though  even  by 
death,  to  efcape  from  fo  unfeeling  a  tyrant ! 

L,  Kitty,  Barbarous^  inhuman  monfter  !  how 
dare  you  recal  the  memory  of  the  dear — had 
he  lived,  thus  to  fee  me  infulted — but  that 
could  not  have  been  :  Thou  wouldft  never  have 
borne  it,  my  love  1 — but  I  am  rightly  punifhed, 
for  fuffering  even  a  thought  to  be  diverted  from 
thee! — Hetty,  lead  to  my  clofet,  there  to  com- 
pofe  my  ruffled 

Hetty,  Pleafe  your  ladylhip,  I  mud  beg  to 
be  excufed  ;  I  am  engaged  to  take  on  with  Mifs 
Lydy. 

L,  Kitty,  Is  it  fo  ?  well,  well !  You  will  fol- 
low me  with  your  niece.     You  fee  in  me,   Mrs. 

Clack, 
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Clack,  another  Darius,  deferted,  at  my  utmoft 
need,  by  thofe  my  former  bounty  fed.  But, 
what  have  I  to  do  with  mankind  ?  all  my  wiflies 
and  wants  he  beyond  them  !  I  defire  no  compa- 
nion but  thee  : 

"  Whilft  on  thy  form  I  fix  my  eager  eyes, 

•'  The  world  I  laugh  at,  and  its  threats  defplfe."      [Exit, 

Colonel.  The  world  will  be  even  with  your 
iadyfhip,  or  I  am  greatly  miftaken. — Come,  my 
love,  it  is  time  to  prepare  for  our  voyage. 

Lap,  You  are  bound,  Colonel,  for  An^leterre^ 
as  the  French  call  it  ? 

ColoneL  By  the  very  firfl  (hip. 

Lap,  I  wonder  that  you,  who  have  refided  fo 
long  in  France,  can  bear  the  thoughts  of  living 
at  London. 

Colonel,  It  is  that  very  circumflance  that  will 
give  it  an  additional  rehfli  :  And  believe  this, 
Mafter  Lapelle,  as  a  truth  ;  no  man  ever  yet  de- 
ferted  his  country,  unlefs  he  had  previoufly  been 
by  that  country  deferted. 

Lap,  Commong  can  that  be  ?  per  mitt  e  moi  to  laugh, 
as  they  fay  :  You  fee  how  this  town  is  crouded 
with  Angloh, 

Colonel.  Too  true,  I  confefs ;  and  particularly. 
Mailer  Lapelle,  by  thofe  of  your  bufmefs ;  ^yho, 
at  the  fame  time  that  they  are  exclaiming  in  every 
paper  againft  the  importation  of  French  manu- 
fadlures,  have  engroifed  almofl  the  whole  of  that 
part  of  the  fmuggling  trade  to  themfelves.  I 
dare  fay,  you  are  at  prefent  furnilhed  with  a 
pretty  good  cargo. 

Lap,  To  oblige  fome  my  lors,  who  are  my  par* 

ticular  friends,  I  can't  fay 

Colontl, 
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Colonel.  Nay,  be  cautious  how  you  trull  me 
with  your  fecrers  !  there  may  be  fome  danger.— 
Come,  Mifs;  in  this  houfe  we  have  nothing  fur* 
ther  to  do. 

Mifs  L.  I  can't  fay,  but  I  feel  fome  concern 
for  the  young  vidim  Lady  Kitty  has  jufl  got  in- 
to her  power. 

Hetty,  You  may  difcard  your  fears  about  her  ! 
unlefs  I  am  miilaken,  they  are  very  properly 
matched,  and  will  prove  a  mutual  plague  to  each 
other.  Bur,  Ihould  it  be  otherwife,  there  feems 
to  be  a  kind  of  dramatic  jultice  in  the  change 
of  your  two  fituations  :  You,  Mifs,  are  reward- 
ed for  your  patient  fufferings,  by  the  protedion 
of  a  man  of  honour  and  virtue  ;  whilft  fhe,  re- 
bellious to  the  mild  didates  of  parental  fway,  is 
fubjeded  to  the  galling  yoke  of  a  capricious  and 
whimfical  tyrant ! 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr.    C  O  L  M  A  N. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  FOOTE4 

CR  I  T I  C  Si    whene'er  I  write,  in  every  fcene 
Difcover  meanings  that  I  never  mean; 
Whatever  charafter  1  bring  to  view,  i 

I  am  the  father  of  the  child,  'tis  true,  > 

But  every  babe  his  chrifl'ning  owes  to  yotj.  j 

«'   The  comic  poet's  eye,"  with  humorous  air. 
Glancing  from  Watling  Street  to  Grdfvenor-Square, 
He  bodies  forth  a  light  ideal  train, 
A:d  turns  to  fhape  the  phantoms  of  his  brain  ; 
Meanwhile,  your  fancy  takes  more  partial  aimt 
•♦   And  gives  to  airy  nc^thing  placeand  name." 

A  limner  once,   in  want  of  work,    went  down 
To  try  his  fortune  in  a  country  toWn  ; 
The  waggon,  loaded  with  his  goods,  convey'd  1 

To  the  fame  Ipot  his  whole  dead  flock  in  trade ;  r 

Originals,  and  copies — ready  made.  -^ 

To  the  new  painter  all  the  country  came; 
Lord,   lady,  doftor,  lawyer,  fquire,  and  dame. 
The  humble  curate,  and  the  curate's  wife, 
All  afk  a  likenefs— taken  from  the  life. 
Behold  the  canvas  on  the  edfel  ftand  ! 
A  pallet  graced  his  thumb,  and  brufhes  filled  hi$  hand  i 
But,  ah  !   the  pamter's  fkill  they  little  knew. 
Nor  by  what  curious  rules  of  art  he  drew. 
The  waggon-load  unpacked,    his  ancient  ftore  . 

Furnifhed  for  each  a  face  drawn  long  before  ;  L 

God,  dame,  or  hero  of  the  days  of  yore.  J 

TheC«fars,  with  a  little  akerationi 
Were  turned  into  the  rsayor  and  corporation  ; 
To  reprefent  the  reftor  and  the  dean, 
He  added  wigs  and  bands  to  prince  Eugene  ; 
The  ladies,  blooming  all,  derived  their  faces 
From  Charles  the  Second's  beauties,  and  the  Craces. 

Thus  done,  and  circled  in  a  fplendid  frame, 
His  works  adorned  each  room,  and  fpread  his  fame. 
The  country  Men  of  Tafte  admire  and  flare, 
**  My  lady's  leer  !    Sir  John's  majeftic  air ! 
*'  Mifs  Dimple's  languifh  too  !  extremely  like  !  | 

'*  And  in  the  flile  and  manner  of  Vandyke  ! —  f 

*'  Oh!   this  new  limner's  piftures  always  ftrike.  -* 

*'  Old,  young,  fat,  lean,  dark,  fair,  or  big  or  little, 

**  The  very  man  or  woman  to  a  tittle!" 

Foote  and  this  limner  in  fome  points  agree  ; 

And  thus,  good  Sirs,  you  often  deal  by  Mc, 

When,   by  the  royal  licence  and  protcftion, 

1  fliew  my  fmall  academy's  collcftion. 

The  connoiffeur  takes  out  his  glafs,   to  pry 

Into  each  pifture  with  a  cutious  eve  ; 

Turns  topfy.turvy  my  whole  compofition. 

And  makes  mere  portraits  all  my  exhibition. 
From  various  forms  Apelles  Venus  drew  ; 

5o  from  tb*°  million  do  I  copy  youc 

F  "  JBat 
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•  '  Rutftill  the  copy's  fo  exa£^,"  you  fay  : 

Alas  !  the  fame  thing  happens  every  day  f 

How  many  a  modi(h,  well-diefTcd  fop  you  meet, 

fixaftly  ft-its  his  fhape  in  Monmouth-Street. 

In  Yorkfhiie  warehoufes  and  Cranbourn-Alley, 

'Tis  wonderful  how  Ihoes  and  feet  will  tally  j 

As  honeft  Crifpin  undcTflands  his  trade, 

On  the  true  human  fcale  his  lafts  are  made  ; 

The  meafurc  of  ercli  fex  and  age  to   hit, 

And  every  fhoe,  as  if  befpoke,  will  fit. 

My  warehoufe,  thus,  for  nature's  walks,  fuppliej 
Shoes  for  all  ranks,   and  lafls  of  every  fize. 
Sit  ftill  and  try  'em,  Sirs  ;   I  I'^ng  to  pleafe  you  : 
How  well  they  fit !  I  hope  you  find  'em  eafy ! 
If  the  fhoe  pinches,  fwear  you  cannot  bear  it; 
But,  if  well  made,  I  wifh  you  health  to  wear  it ! 
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|]/«  order  to  avoid  fiffelUng  the  buJk^  and  encreafing  tlu 
Price  of  thefe  Pieces^  fuch  Pajfages  in  the  Capucllin 
as  are  exa^ly  ftmilar  to  thofe  in  The  Trip  to  Calais, 
are  not  reprinted ;  blit  the  Reader  is  referred  to  the 
Pages  in  which  the  Dialogue  and  Fable  connect  the  two 
Dramas, 2 


A     C     T       L 

^Thefrjl  variation  from  The  Trip  to  Calais  is  by  the 
following   infertion,    after  Tromforfs  fpeecb    ending^ 
"  for  he  is  ver  fond  of  de  fea/'  p,  ii.] 

Tromfort, 

SOME   littel  time  pad,  ve  vas  have  anoder 
gentleman  of  de  fame  kind  in  dis  town  :  He 
vas  a  ^rand  autere  ;  diable^  a  man  of  great  deal 
of  vit,   beaucoup  d*efprit, 
Jenny,  Ay  ! 

^rornf.  Oh,  oui !  he  vas  write  de  pretty  para- 
graph in  de  Gazetre,  vat  you  call  your  news- 
paper ?  by  gar,  he  lay  about  him  like  U  diable ! 
PofF,  poflf,  poff !  he  make  all  de  my  lors,  ay, 
and  my  ladies  too,  ftiake  in  dere  two  thoe. 

Dick, 
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Dick.  What  brought  him  here  ? 

Tromf.  He  vas  come  over  here  vid  my  lady 
Deborah  Dripping. 

Jenny,  Is  her  ladyfhip  here  ? 

Tromf,  No  ;  flie  vas  go  to  Italy  to  vifit  dc 
Pope. 

Dick.  And  leave  the  Dodlor  behind  ? 

Tromf.  You  know  he  vas  Proteflant  Pretre: 
Not  but  he  vas  ver  polite,  and  offered  to  turn 
Papifb  to  vait  on  de  lady. 

Dick.  That  was  very  complaifant  of  the  Dodlor. 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

Tromf  He  is  gone  goveraeur  to  fliew  dis  coun- 
try to  a  chevalier  Anglois^  an  Englifli  knight,  I 
dink  dey  call,  Sir  Harry  de  Hamper. 

\The  Dialogue  then  proceeds  without  any  variation  to 
p,  21  I  where,  in^ead  of  the  entrance  of  Lapelle^ 
Gingham,  and  La  Jeunejfe^  the  A6i  was  continued, 
and  concluded y  as  follow s,~\ 

Mrs,  Min,  Blefs  me,  what  a  rumbling  is  that ! 

Re-enter  Codling, 

Codl.  I  fancy,  an  old  neighbour  of  your's,  tha^ 
has  juil  drove  into  the  yard. 

Min.  Who  can  it  be  ? 

OodL  Mailer  Hamper,  that  kept  the  great  tea- 
(hop  at  the  corner  of  Cornhill ;  you  remember 
him  ? 

Min.  What  fhould  ail  me  :  many  a  tiff  have 
we  taken  at  Mother  Red-Cap's,  in  our  Sunday- 
nights'  walks  up  to  Hampftead. 

Mrs,  Min.  Ay,  but,  Matt,  times  are  altered 
with  him  now  :  Since  the  death  of  his  brother, 
he  is  become  a  knight  banneret,  and  perhaps  may 
chyle  to  forget  his  old  friends. 

Min. 
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Min.  'Ay,  ay,  like  enough.  Upon  his  coming 
to  his  means,  he  grew  too  proud  to  live  in  the 
city  ;  fo  fhut  up  ihop,  and  I  ha'n't  got  fight  of 
him  fince.  Son  Codling,  doft  know  what  brought 
him  here  ? 

C/a<k.  Sir  Harry  Hamper  !  is  he  here  ?  I  fhall 
be  happy  to  fee  hiai ;  I  had  the  honour  to  fur- 
nifli  him  with  fome  tom-bore  waillcoats  when  he 
fet  out  on  his  tower. 

Min,  Tower!  what  a  deuce  could  provoke 
him  to  leave  home  ? 

Clack,  Wanted  to  fee  the  world,   I  fuppofe. 

Mifi,  See  the  world  !  what,  juft  as  he  is  going 
out  on't  ? 

C/ack,  And  to  qualify  him  for  the  honour  of  a 
young  lady  of  quality^s  hand,  that  lives'  in  our 
Square,  to  whom  he  paid  his  addreiles ;  but  ihc 
inlifts  upon  his  polifhing  a  little. 

Min.  A  young  lady  !  what,  Harry  Hamper  ? 
Zounds,  why,  he  is  ten  years  older  than  I  am  ! 
on  the  wrong  fide  of  feventy,  Til  be  upon  oath. 

Clack.  Ay,  that  is  as  you  reckon  him  ;  but  he 
dates  his  birth  from  the  day  of  his  fucceeding  to 
the  family  honours. 

Mrs.  Min,  About  five  years  ago. 

Min,  He  is  not  far  from  the  mark  ;  once  a 
man,  and  twice  a  child  ! 

Codl.  To  my  thinking,  thefe  mounfeers  have 
disfigured  him  ftrangely  ;  if  it  had  not  been  for 
Peter  Packthread, 'his  old  fliopman,  whom  he 
keeps  as  his  valet  de  fliam,  I  (liould  never  have 
known  him. 

Min,  I  reckon  he  is  as  proud  as  Old  Nick. 

CodL  I  can't  fay  much  as  to  that.  Peter  fays, 
that  his  mafter  has  not  picked  up  much  of  their 
lingo,  fo  his  fpeech  is  pretty  much  as  it  was ;  l^e 

talks 
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talks  to  every  body,  runs  from  one  thing  t© 
t'other,  and  rattles  away  at  his  old  rate,  I  can 
tell  you. 

Mrs.  Min,  But  how  does  he  manage  to  call 
for  fuch  things  as  he  wants  ? 

Codi,  He  picked  up  a  clargyman,  as  he  pafled 
thro*  this  town,  and  carried  him  with  him,  as  his 
travelling  tuterer.     Oh,  here  he  is. 

Enter    Sir    Harry    Hamper,     pjter    Packthread,     Dr, 
Viper,  and  Two  Pofiillions, 

Sir  H,  Come,  come  !  come  along.  Doctor ! 
Peter,  give  the  poftillions  thirty  foiifes  a-piece, 

Peter.  'Tis  put  down,  they  are  to  have  but  five, 
in  the  book. 

Sir  H.  No  matter ;  it  will  let  them  know  we 
are  fomebody,  Peter. 

Peter.  What  fignifications  that  ?  ten  to  one, 
we  fhall  never  fee  them  again. 

Sir  H.  Do  as  you  are  bid  !     [Peter  pays  the  Poji. 

Peter.  There  I  Pox  take  'em,  fee  how  they 
grin  !  ay,  ay,  I  dare  be  fworn  you  ha Vt  feen  fuch 
a  fum  this  many  4  day. 

\Jl  Pqft.  Serviteur !  bonne  voyage,  Monfteur  my 
lor  !  [^Exeunt  Poji. 

Sir  H  There,  there,  Peter  !  my  lord  !  1  have 
purchafed  a  title  for  ten-pence;  that  is  dog- 
cheap,  or  the  devil's  in't ! 

Peter.  Nay,  in  that  refped,  the  folks  here 
make  but  litde  difference  between  their  dogs  and 
your  worfhip,  I  think ;  for  every  mangy  cur  I 
have  met  with,  is  either  prince^  or  my  lord,  ox 
marquis. 

Clack.  I  am  happy  to  fee  your  honour  in  France- 

Sir  H.  What,  Mrs.  Clack  !  and  M^fter  Min^ 

nikin 
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nikin  and  wife,  as  I  live  !  How  fares  it,  my  old 
City  friends  ? 

Min,  Thank  you,  thank  you,  Sir  Harry  1 
What,  you  have  been  the  grand  tov/er,  I  fup- 
pofe. 

Sir  H,  Ay,  Matt :  What's  money  without 
manners  ?  I  have  enough  of  the  firft,  to  be  fare ; 
and  1  wanted  to  fee  if  I  could  not  pick  up  a 
little  of  the  laft. 

Clack,  And  how  does  your  honour  like  France  ? 

Sir  H.  Only  the  firft  fpot  in  the  world,  Mrs. 
Clack:  For  eating,  drinking,  laughing,  and 
loving,  vivc  la  France!  hey,  Domine  ? 

Mrs,  Min,  Eating  !  fnre  your  honour  does  not- 
think  their  wicluals  are  better  than  our'n. 

Sir  H.  Widuals  I  Lord  help  your  roaft-beef 
and  plumb- pudding  foul !  why,  there  are  no  fuch 
things  in  the  country. 

Min.  No  !  1  have  heard,  indeed,  they  had  not 
over  much  plenty  ;  but  I  didn't  think  the  poor 
creatures  were  fo  bad  off  as  that. 

Sir  H,  What,  becaufe  a  whole  family  does  not 
get  round  a  fir-loin  of  beef,  or  a  faddic  of  mut^ 
ton,  and  devour  it  like  a  kennel  of  hound  !  Can 
there  be  any  thing  fo  favage,  as  to  eat  up  fheep 
and  oxen  like  a  parcel  of  cannibals :  I  wonder 
they  don't  drefs  them  in  their  fleece  and  their 
hides  ;  hey,  Domine  ! 

Viper,  Doubtlefs,  Sir  Harry,  the  French  ele- 
gance would  never  be  able  to  digeft  fuch  grofs 
animal  food  in  its  natural  form  ;  he  therefore  is 
the  beft  cook  with  them  who  can  difguife  it  the 
beft. 

Mrs,  Min.  Indeed  ! 

Sir  H.  To  be  fure.  Why,  except  a  fide  difh 
of  ftewed  fnails,  or  fome  fricafeedfrogs,  I  haven't 

known 
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known  the  name  of  any  thing  1  have  tailed  fince 
I  came  over. 

Min.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us ! — And  as  to 
love,  Sir  Harry,  I  fhould  think  that  was  pretty 
near  over  with  you. 

Sir  H.  Domine,  did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a 
blockhead  ! — Why,  fool,  it  was  my  own  fault, 
or  I  might  have  gone  into  keeping. 

Min,  Into  keeping  ?  you  ! 

Sir  H.  NLt !  aik  Domine  only.  What  was  the 
name  of  the  duchefs  ? 

Viper.  What  fignifies  naming  of  one  ?  there 
was  not  a  day  that  I  didn't  receive  feveral  com- 
milTions  of  a  fimilar  nature. 

Mrs,  Min,  Indeed  ! 

Sir  H,  Domine  Viper  received  the  letters,  and 
ufed  to  read  *em  to  me  in  EngliQi. 

Viper.  They  at  laft  became  fo  exceedingly 
troublefome,  that  I  was  obliged  to  recommend 
to  Sir  Harry  the  entertaining  an  Opera  girl,  in 
order  to  convmce  them  that  they  had  miftakeu 
their  man ;  and  that,  fo  far  from  receiving,  we 
were  able  to  pay. 

SirH.  And  fo  he  got  me  MademoifelleMouche, 
a  fweet  lovely  fyren  ;  and  the  little  rogue  was  fo 
exceflively  fond,  Domine  Viper  thinks  fhe  will 
hardly  furvive  my  departure. 

Min.  Wonderful  ! 

Sir  H.  Fell  into  'ftericks  at  my  going  off  in 
the  chay  \  didn't  fhe  ?  fo  I  left  Domine  to  con- 
fole  her  a  little  ,•  but  you  found  the  way  to  make 
her  eafy  at  laft. 

Viper.  A  difficult  job. 

Sir  H.  I  had  fome  thoughts  of  carrying  her 
over  to  England,  and  taking  a  box  for  her  at 
the  Opera  during  the  feafon  ;  but  I  thought  it 

might 
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ciight  give  offence  in  a  certain  quarter  that  you 
know,  Mrs.  Clack. 

Chck,  There  might  have  been  forne  danger  in 
that. 

Sir  H,  Othervvife,  Mademoirelle,  the  Dodor, 
and  I,  fnould  have  made  a  fweet  tete-a-tete  on  the 
road. 

Min,  I  reckon  (he  miift  ha'  cofl:  you  a  power 
of  money. 

Sir  H.  Coft  !  that's  ahvays  upnermoft  in  a  ci- 
tizen's mouth  :  Not  a  farthing,  you  fool  !  Tarn 
fure  fhe  would  have  qwiricd  me,  if  1  had  but 
made  her  the  oftbr.     Domme  1 

Viper,  Oh  !  mere  paluon  ;  not  an  idea  of  in* 
tereft. 

Sir  H.  Domine  heard,  indeed,  by  accident, 
(he  had  contra(5led  fome  debts  to  fupport  her  re- 
lations, for  fhe  is  the  beft  creature  on  earth  ;  and 
wanted  vaftly  to  have  a  fmall  fervice  of  plate, 
and  fome  ear-rings. 

Mrs.  Min.  Which  you  gave  her,  I  reckon  ? 

Sir  H,  Not  I  :  I  was  obliged  to  get  Domine  to 
manage  the  bufinefs.  Had  fhe  had  the  leaft  fuf- 
picion  of  me,  there  would  have  been  the  devil 
to  pay ;  we  fhould  have  all  been  off  in  an  in- 
ftant. 

Mrs.  Min.  The  Do6lor  has,  I  find,  been  very 
ufeful  to  you,  Sir  Harry. 

Sir  H.  Could  have  done  nothing  without  him  : 
Not  a  week  ago,  he  got  me  out  of  a  devilifh 
fcrape. 

Min.  How  ? 

Sir  H,  Got  to  picquet  with  a  count,  a  great 
man  of  the  Doctor's  acquaintance ;  I  can't 
iay  I  know  much  of  the  game  ;  but  what  of 
that  ?    one  wouldn't   appear  ignorant   amongfl 

the 
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the  French,  you  know,  for  the  honour  of  Eng- 
land. 

Clack.  Oh  fy  !  by  no  means. 

Sir  if.  Egod,  the  count  gave  me  a  trimming ; 
loft  a  devihlh  deal  more  than  I  had  in  the  coun- 
try ;  but  Domine  made  it  up  for  me,  among  his 
acquaintance,  upon  my  only  giving  my  note. 

Mrs.  Min.  All  o;^e  as  if  you  had  been  in  Lon- 
don ? 

Sir  H.  The  very  fame  thing. 

Clack,  And  pray,  your  honour,  what  news  is 
ftirring  in  France  ? 

Sir  H,  Toujour!  gay,  as  they  fay,  Mrs.  Clack. 

Clack,  I  reckon  there  be  powers  of  our  coun- 
try folks  there. 

Sir  H.  I  fuppofe  fo ;  for  I  faw  a  good  many 
aukward  people,  as  they  fay,  a  la  bowHvardsy 
and  at  the  ColoiTus ;  but  I  chofe  to  avoid  them. 

Min,  Why  fo  ?  I  fhould  have  been  ready  to 
leap  out  of  my  fkin  at  the  fight  of  a  country- 
man in  foreign  parts. 

Sir  H.  Like  enough,  Matthew;  but  you  are  a 
hurgois,  as  you  know ;  but  the  Dodor  fays,  that 
un  humm  de  quality^  when  he  voyages,  ought  to 
(hun  Us  Anglois, 

Clack,  I  hope  you  left  the  royal  family  all  in 
good  health. 

Sir  H,  Yes ;  Mr.  le  Roi,  as  the  French  fay, 
looked  pretty  jolly  and  well ;  I  faw  him  in  one 
of  the  glafs-cafes  at  church,  and  was  afterwards 
at  his  grand  couvert^  as  they  call  it ;  his  majefly 
looked  at  me  very  hard  :  Domine  thinks  he  was 
ftruck  with  my  figure. 

Viper,  I  overheard  him  whifper  as  much  to  the 
Duke  de  Tremouille. 

Clack. 
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Clack,  How  long  was  your  honour  coming 
from  Paris  ? 

Sir  H.  Two  days  and  a  night. 

Clack,  Are  the  accommodations  good  on  the 
road  ? 

Sir  H,  Their  devauxes,  their  horfes,  as  the 
French  call  'em,  arn't  quite  fo  nimble  as  our'n  ; 
but  then,  to  make  amends,  like  the  French,  I 
cowrir  the  poll  without  flopping  ;  unlefs,  indeed, 
to  take  aflight  repas  of  jambunn  or  a  hamlet. 

Clack.  The  country's  vaft  pleafant,  I  reckon. 

Sir  H,  La-la:  Their  country-folks,  their  ^^^^2- 
fants^  as  the  French  call  'em,  don't  feem  quite 
fo  tidy  as  our'n  :  but  they  don*t  look  upon  them 
there  creatures  in  France ;  mere  hogs,  cowjhons, 
as  they  fay. 

Mrs.  Mn.  Why,  fure,  they  be  Chriftians,  as 
well  as 9 

Sir  H,  Chriftians  !  why,  fo  may  all  the  world, 
if  they  hke  it ;  but  it  a'n't  in  every  body's  power 
to  be  a  gentleman  born  :  Hey,  Domine  Viper  ? 

Viper,  True,  true,  Sir  Harry.  The  laws  of 
fubordination  are  too  much  negleded  in  Eng- 
land ;  all  is  mere  anarchy  there ;  it  muft  be 
owned,  France  is  the  only  fpot  for  a  gentleman. 

Sir  H.  True.  Why,  a  gentleman  born  may 
kijl  a  common  fellow  in  Paris,  for  lefs  money 
than  it  would  coft  an  unquahfied  man  in  Eng- 
land to  fhoot  a  hare  or  a  partridge. 

Viper.  Right,  Baronet :  Poor  rogues  are  fo 
plenty  in  Paris,  there  is  no  danger  of  deftroying 
the  game. 

Sir  H,  Well  faid,  Domine  Viper! — But, 
Madam  Clack,  what  makes  all  your  family 
here  ?  Like  me,  come  over  to  be  polilhed,  I 
reckon, 

Min. 
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Min,  Not  we ;  we  be  contented,  Sir  Harry, 
to  rub  on  in  our  ruft.  You  remember  our 
daughter  Jenny  ? 

Sir  H,  Vaflly  well ;  and  (he  promifed  to  turn 
#ut  a  devilifti  fine  girl  ! 

Min,  Pretty  well,  as  to  that. 

Sir  H,  What,  I  fuppofe  you  have  brought 
her  here,  juft  to  fafhion  her ;  give  her  the  gout. 

Min,  No,  no ;  'tis  a  freak  of  her  own  :  Run 
away  with  our  'prentice,  to  -avoid  neighbour 
Codling. 

^/>  H,  A  girl  of  fpirit,  however  ! 

Enter  La  yeunejje* 

La  Jeu,  Monfieur^  on  a  fervie. 

Sir  H.  What  does  he  fay,  Domine  Viper  ? 

Viper,  The  dinner's  on  the  table.  Sir  Harry. 

Sir  H,  Oh,  oh!-5-Domine!  it  wou'dn't  be 
decent,  as  them  there  people  are  but  tradesfolks, 
you  know,  to  afk  them  to  dinner ! 

Viper,  Why,  yes,  you  may  venture,  Sir  Har- 
ry •  It  is  not  minded  in  London  ;  and  this  town 
is  little  better  than  an  Englilh  colony. 

Sir  H,  True,  true. — Come,  good  people ;  as 
we  are  all  country  folks,  fuppoS  we  fit  down  to 
table  together  ? 

Min,  By  all  manner  of  means. 

Sir  H.  Domine,  you  will  efcort  Mrs,  Min- 
nikin  \  Mrs.  Clack,  will  you  accept  of  my 
hrajs  ?  \E)(emt. 


ACT 
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ACT     II. 

[The  fame,  in  The  Trip  to  Calais,  /^p.  37,  where 
0' Donnovan  5  fpeech  was  altered^  and  the  fcene finijhed^ 
in  the  following  manner^ 

O'Don,  So  now,  as  I  was  a-telling,  if  you 
can  get  any  friend  to  fpeak  to  the  governor, 
why,  if  they  take  it  into  their  heads  to  reftore 
her  to  you,  you  may  chance  to  have  your  daugh- 
ter again. 

Min,  True,  reverend  Sir.  But,  before  we 
trouble  any  body,  we  will  firft  try  what  we  can 
do  at  the  convent  ourfelves. 

O'Don.  By  all  manes.  And,  d'ye  hear,  you 
need  not  mention  any  thing  about  the  purfe  ^ 
you  underftand  me? 

Clack.  Your  reverence  need  not  fear  us. 

O'Don,  Nay,  it  is  upon  account  of  yourfelves 
that  I  fpeak ;  becaufe  one's  charity  fhould  be  pri- 
vate, you  know ;  therefore,  to  make  publication 
would  take  away  moil  of  the  merit.  If  you 
fail,  I  will  flep  to  the  convent,  and  fee  what 
can  be  done. 

Mrs.  Min.  Very  kind,  reverend  Sir.  Then, 
we  will  go  after  the  girl  to  the  convent  diredtly. 

Clack.  But  take  care  what  you  fay  !    you  fee 
what  a  hobble  we  had  like  to  have  got  into. 

Mrs.  Min.  Never  fear  3  I  know  how  to  behave 
myfelf.  \_Exeunt, 

O'Don.  It  was  an  odd  freak  of  St.  Francis 
to  forbid  us  touching  of  money;  unlefs,  indeed, 
his  firft  followers  were  a  parcel  of  pickpockets, 
and  he  thought  of  this  method  to  break  them. 
But  however,    as  the  hereticks  are   gone,   and 

there 
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there  is  no  danger  of  giving  offence,  by  Sl 
Francis's  lave  I  wilK  examine  the  contents  of  this 
purfe.    Stay !  who  have  we  here  ? 

^Draws  hack» 

Enter  Viper, 

Viper,  The  wind  is  veering,  and  when  it  comes 
fair,  my  old  knight  within  will  be  for  hying 
homewards  by  the  very  firft  fhip.  Let  me  fee  : 
Can  I  hit  on  no  fcheme  to  give  him  one  little 
fqueeze  more  ?  To  be  fure,  what  with  tailors, 
iraiteurs,  toymen,  the  girl,  and  the  gaming- 
table, my  trip  to  Paris  has* turn *d  out  pretty 
well.  One  fmart  parting  blow  I  fhould  be  glad 
to 

O'Don.  Save  you,  good  Sir! 

Viper,  Damn  thefe  bare-footed  beggars!  a  fet 
of  lazy,l  lubberly — You  may  as  well  Ihift  your 
ground,  father;  you  will  get  nothing  from  me. 

O'Don,  Be  it  ever  fo  little  1  we  have  nothing 
but  the  benevolence  of  good  Chriftian  peo — 
Hey !  fure  it  can't  be  1  by  my  fhoul,  but  it 
is  I — What,  Dodor  Viper!  who  expedted  to  fee 
you  at  Calais  ? 

Viper,  Pray  honell  friend,  when  did  our  ac- 
quaintance commence  ? 

O'Don,  It  is  not  a  very  long  {landing.  Come, 
do  fnake  your  memory  a  bit,  Dodor,  and  you 
will  foon  recoiled  me. 

Vtper,  It  will  be  to  no  purpofe. 

O'Don,  I  warrant.  Surely,  my  dear,  when  you 
were  the  doer  of  the  Scandalous  Chronicle,  vras 
not  I  death-hunter  to  the  very  fame  paper? 

Viper.  Hey !  why,  you  can't  be  Phelim 
O'Flam  1 
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O'Don.  Not  now ;    but  I  was  about  twelve 

months  ago. 

Viper.  What  could  induce  you  to  turn  Ca* 
puchin  ? 

O'Don,  A  few  murders. 

Viper.  Murders? 

O'Don.  Yes;  in  order  to  pay  off  my  lodging, 
I  killed  a  couple  of  dozen  of  people,  that  hap- 
pened to  be  alive  and  in  good  health;  fo  the 
printer  would  employ  me  no  longer. 

Viper.  I  told  you,  O'Flam,  what  would  hap- 
pen; why,  you  became  a  perfedl  Drawcanfir; 
put  more  people  to  death  than  any  three  phyfi- 
cians  in  London. 

O'Don.  What  then,  Dodlor  Viper?  fure  your 
poifonous  pen  did  more  mifchief  than  me; 
My  dead  men  walked  about  afterwards,  and  did 
their  bufinefs  as  if  nothing  had  happened;  whilft 
the  ftabs  made  on  peoples'  good  names,  by 
your  rancour  and  malice,  will  admit  of  no  con- 
folation. 

Viper  How  is  this? 

O'Don.  In  fliort,  my  dear  Doftor,  the  only 
difference  between  us  is  this ;  my  dead  men  are 
all  alive,  and  your  live  men  had  much  better  be 
dead. 

Viper.  Do  you  know,  firrah,  tg  whom  you  are 
fpeaking  ? 

O'Don.  You  may  fay  that;  from  the  top  to  the 
bottom,  every  chink  and  cranny,  my  dear. 

Viper.  Pay  then  proper  refped  to  my  cloth. 

O'Don.  What,  d'ye  mane  it  is  a  prieft  that 
you  are  ? 

Viper.  Without  doubt. 

O'Dan.  Then,  upon  my  flioul,  it  muft  be  of 
your  own  ordination,   like  Mr.  Melchizedeck, 

A  prieft  ? 
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A  pried?  Til  wager  my  frock  againft  the  price 
of  a  mafs,  that  you  can't  tell  how  many  the 
thirty-nine  articles  are. 

Fi^cr,  An  impudent,  audacious 

ODon.  A  prieft?  What,  becaafe  you  was 
pariflvclerk  to  the  Moravian  mceting-houfe  in 
the  Old- Jewry,  and  ufed  to  fnuffle  out  their 
bawdy  hymns  to  the  tune  of  beaftly  ballads  and 
jigs  ?  from  thence  you  got  expelled  for  robbing 
the  poor's  box 

yiper.   Me? 

O'Don.  Then  you  became  advertifement- flicker 
to  lottery-offices,  auctioneers,  ftage-coaches,  and 
mountebank-dodors ;  but,  being  detected  in  fell- 
ing the  bills  for  wafte  paper  to  grocers,  you  got 
your  diUijiiral,  you  know 

Fip.r.  Rafcall   I  know? 

ODon,  After  that  you  turned  fwindler,  and 
got  out  of  gaol  by  an  act  for  the  relief  of  infol- 
vent  debtors. 

Viper,  Many  honeft  men  have  been  in  the 
fame  fituation. 

O'Don,  Lave  honcfty  out,  if  you  plaafe. 
Then  you  became  doer  of  the  Scandalous 
Chronicle  ;  mowed  down  reputations  like  muck  3 
pufhed  yourfelf  into  the  pay  of  lady  Deborah 
Dripping,  produced  anonymous  paragraphs 
againft  her  of  your  own  compofition,  and  got 
paid  by  her  for  not  putting  them  into  your 
paper. 

Viper,  Where  the  devil  could  the  fellovsr  col- 
led  all  this  ftory? 

O'Dqu.  Now  from  here,  I  fuppofe,  you  wail 
foon  return  home  as  a  fugitive,  and  pay  your 
old  debts  by  a  new  ad  of  parliament. 

Viper,  Well  but,  Mr.  OTlam 

O'Don. 
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O'Don,  O'Donnovan,  if  you  plaafe.  So  you 
fee,  Dodor  Viper,  you  are  pretty  well  known; 
and  all  your  friends  and  acquaintance  fhall  foon 
know  you  as  well  as  me  in  this  town. 

Viper,  The  devil !  Well,  but,  my  dear  friend, 
what  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ?  why  fhould 
we  two  quarrel  ? 

O'Don.  Whofe  fault  was  it,  Dodor,  I  pray  ? 

Vipir.  Fault?  nobody*s  fault:  I  was  a  little 
forgetful;  that  is  all.  What!  we  have  been 
conneded  before;  and  why  fhou'dn't  we  now? 
ours'  is  a  natural  alliance ;  we  are  poor  dogs,  and 
rich  men  are  our  game. 

O'Don.  For  the  matter  of  that,  I  have  no 
objection  to  hunting  in  couples. 

yiper.  That  is  right.  Come,  let  us  in,  and 
drown  all  animofity  in  a  bottle  of  Burgundy. 

O'Dan.  I  will  wait  upon  you  at  night ;  but  I 
have  a  little  bit  of  bufmefs  at  prefent. 

Viper,  Of  what  kind  ? 

O'Don,  To  get  a  girl  out  of  a  convent,  and 
reftore  her  to  her  friends  and  relations. 

Viper,    A  girl  ? 

O'Don,  Ay,  the  daughter  of  them  there  Eng- 
lifli  within. 

Viper,  Is  the  girl  handfome  ? 

O'Don,  I  don*t  know  that,  but  (he's  young. 

Viptr,  That  will  go  a  good  way.  And  fled 
from  her  friends? 

O'Don,    With  a  lover,  they  fay. 

Viper,  Gad,  a  thought  is  juft  popped  into  my 
head,  that,  I  fancy,  will  yield  us  both  a  good 
deal  of  profit. 

O'Don,  Of  what  kind? 

Viper,  I  will  inform  you  within.  But  where 
were  you  bound  ? 

O'Don, 
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O^Don,  To  the  convent. 

Viper.  Sufpend  your  vilit  a  while.  Come  with 
mcj  I  muft  introduce  you  to  a  friend  of  mine 
in  the  houfe.  But,  I  hope  this  greafy  garb 
has  not  tainted  your  mind  with  any  coynefs  or 
qualms. 

O'Don,  Not  a  bit;  it  is  a  convanient  dreft 
when  one  can't  get  any  other:  It  fuits  well  with 
the  cold  of  a  winter  diflrefs;  but  when  the  fun 
and  fummer  of  plenty  returns,  I  ihall  fhed  my 
coat  like  a  colt. 

'*  When  the  devil  was  ill,  the  devil  a  monk  would  be ; 
•'  When  the  devil  was  well,  the  devil  a  monk  was  he." 

\Exeunt. 

\The  fcenes  at  the  Convent  fucceededy  as  in  the  The  Trip 
to  Calais ,  and  the  Ad  ended  with  no  other  variation 
than  the  following  fmall  alteration  in  Mrs.  Clack's 
fpeechy  p.  45.     Tht  Third  A51  was  all  newj\ 

Clack.  True,  fifler.  But  come;  let  us  go  to 
THE  GOVERNOR,  as  the  friar  advifed  us^  per- 
haps HE  may  put  us  in  a  way. 


ACT        III. 

O'Donnovany  Sir  Harry  Hamper^   and  Viper,  at  a  tahU 
with  wine  and  glajfes. 

Viper. 

WHAT,  then,  you  know  her.  Sir  Harry? 
Sir  H.  From  a  child  j    and  a  fweet  little 
rofe-bud  fhe  was !    By  this  time,  fhe  is  in  full 
bloom,  no  doubt. 

Viper, 
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yiper,  YoU  feem  to  exprefs  yourfelf  with  fome 
ardor  and  warmth,  as  if  you  felt  a  fancy  for  this 
fine  delicate  flower. 

Sir  H.  Pho,  pho !  what  chance  have  I  to  gee 
the  pofTellion  ? 

Viper.  I  don't  know  that ;  a  little  contrivance, 
and  the  help  of  a  friend,  have  brought  more  un- 
likely matters  to  bear. 

SirH.  Why,  Domine,  if  you  would  lend  your 
afliftance,  there  might  be  fome  hopes,  I  confefs. 

Viper.  Of  me.  Sir  Harry,  you  are  always 
fecure:  But  in  my  old  friend  here,  you  will 
find  a  more  able  affiftant. 

O'Don,  You  are  plaafed  to  compliment,  dear 
Do6tor  Viper.  Unlefs  you  are  greatly  fallen 
off,  for  turning  bachelors  into  hufbands,  huf- 
bands  into  cuckolds,  and  maids  into  miftrefles, 
there  was  not  a  better  praditioner  within  the 
bills  of  mortality. 

Viper.  My  dear  monk,  a  truce  to  your  com- 
plirtients. 

0*Don.  Oh,    the  divil  a  bit  of  compliment! 

V'ipir.  Well,  well,  you  are  always  too  kind 
to  your  friends:  But,  upon  this  occafion,  your 
knowledge  of  this  country — 

ODon.  That,  indade 

Viper.  And,  above  all,  the  virtues  of  that 
frock,  will  ftand  us  in  excellent  ftead. 

O'Don.  Why,  to  fay  truth,  1  know  but  little 
elfe  it  is  good  for. 

Viper.  Well,  fhall  we  have  its  afTiftance  ? 

0*Don.  You  may  fay  that.^ 

Viper.  If  this  fcheme  fucceeds,  knight,  it  will 
do  you  immortal  honour  in  England  ;  your  in- 
trigue at  Paris  was  a  fine  preparation. 

Sir  H.  Do  you  think  that  is  general  known  ? 

Viper. 
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t  iper.  In  the  mouth  of  every  mortal. 

Sir  H.  Ay?  that  is  lucky  indeed  !  But  how 
fhall  we  bring  thisbufinels  about? 

i^ipir.  Nothing  fo  eafy.  Flam  is,  you  know, 
defired  by  the  family,  if  rhey  can't  fucceed  them- 
felves,  to  get  the  girl  out  of  the  convent. 

SirH.  True. 

Viper.  That  defign  is  a  fufficient  pretence  for 
vifiting  the  girl. 

Sir  H.  Can't  be  a  better. 

Viper.  As  there  is  little  probability  that  he 
iliould  prevail  with  Mifs  to  return  to  her  father 
and  mother,  let  him  pretend  to  have  had  an 
interview  with  the  young  fellow  her  favourite, 
who  lies  concealed  in  the  town. 

SirH.  Well? 

Viptr,  That,  moved  to  compaflion  by  their 
tender  attachment,  he  is  determined  to  lend  his 
aid  to  accompli(h  his  willies. 

O'Don,  By  this  mains,  a  little  fpill  will  be 
v^ained  from  that  quarter  too  \_a/ide], — Has  (he 
the  fhiners  d*ye  thing? 

Viper.  I  warrant  fhe  is  not  come  here  unpro- 
vided. That  he  4s  ready  to  condu6t  her  where 
her  lover  lies  hid,  and  lend  his  miniftry  to  finifh 
his  bufinefs. 

O'Don.  I  am  but  a  lay-brother  you  know. 

fiper.  Nor  I  neither:  But,  for  all  that,  I 
wouldn't  fcruple  to  tack  together  twenty  couple 
a-day. 

Sir  H.  I  don't  doubt  it- 

O'Don.  That,  to  be  fure,  is  an  anfwer. 

Sir  H.  But  how  does  this  concern  me? 

Viper.  I  was  coming  to  that.  When  the 
monk  has  got  pofTeffion  of  Mifs,  what  prevents 

him 
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him  from  bringing  the  girl  to  my  lodging  ? 
where,  inftead  of  Ker  fwain,  Ihe  will  be  agree- 
ably furprized  to  encounter  Sir  Harry. 

6^ir  H,  It  is  a  very  fine  plot,  to  be  fure:  Bur, 
Domine,  fuppofe  the  young  thing  fhould  be 
ikittifh,  and  not  quite  approve  of  the  change? 

Fiper,  We  muft  leave  you  to  fettle  that  bull- 
nefs  ;  but,  from  your  drefs  and  addrefs 

O'Don.  In  trot,  Ihe  muft  be  more  than  wo- 
man, to  refufe  fuch  a  figure. 

l^iper.  A  few  prefents  in  hand,  and  vaft  pro- 
mifes  upon  returning  to  England 

Sir  H.  And  you  think  fhe  will  comply  ? 

O'Don,  Oh,  never  faar^  llie  will  melt  in  a 
moment. 

Viper,  Befides,  at  worft.  Flam  and  I  fhall  be 
near  you  :  and  if  a  little  compulfion  fhould  be 
required 

O'Don,  Is  it  a  rape  that  you  main  ?  upon  my 
fhoul,  Doctor  Viper,  you  are  after  ftepping  be* 
fore  me  a  good  daal  in  mifchief 

Viper,  A  rape!  no,  no;  nothing  like  it,  dear 
Flam;  only  a  little  compulfion,  to  give  the 
lady  an  apology  for  following  her  own  inclina- 
tions. Hey,  Sir  Harry  !  what  are  your  fenti- 
ments  upon  the  occafion  ? 

Sir  H.  Should  like  it  of  all  things  in  the 
world  1  I  am  quite  agog  'till  I — How  pretty  ic 
will  be,  to  fee  the  poor  thing  pout,  and  fnivel, 
and  fob,  and  pat  me,  and  cry,  I  warrant,  '*  Go, 
**  you  naughty  thing!" — But  is  not  there  fome 
danger?  won't  their  magiftrates,  their  policy, 
as  they  call  it  here,  take  it  amifs  ? 

Viper,  Oh,  no;  a  gentleman  here  does  what- 
ever he  pleafes:  Befides,  it  is  but  a  ftep  acrofs 
the  Channel,  and  there,  you  know,  we  are  fafe. 

Sir  H. 
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Sir  H,  True,  true, 

Viper.  And,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  let  things 
turn  yout  as  tliey  will,  1  think  it  will  be  right, 
at  your  time  of  life,  to  report  it  a  rape;  it  will 
do  your  vivacity  and  vigour  a  good  deal  of 
credit. 

StrH.  Will  it? 

Viper,  To  be  fure.  A  rape,  and  upon  a  nun 
too;  and  fo  we  muft  call  her;  it  will  (hew  a  noble 
contempt  for  decency,  religion,  and  virtue, 
and  can't  fail  recommending  you  to  all  people 
of  fpirit. 

hir  H.  I  fhould  think  fo  :  How  one  improves 
fey  one!3  travels!  Why,  this  would  never  have 
come  into  my  head,  had  I  flayed  in  the  city. 

Viper,  Oh,  fy!  never;  that  air  is  too  foggy. 

Sir  H,  I  ufed  to  be  a  little  fadious  now  and 
then;  but  that!   Lord,  that's  nothing  at  alll 

Viper  Oh,  no  merit  in  that ;  the  natural  con- 
fequence  of  your  food  and  your  fuel. 

Sir  H,  But  you  will  take  care  to  paragraph 
me  well  in  the  papers ;  for  if  it  (hould  not  be 
known,  why 

Viper,  The  main  point  will  be  loft.  Never 
fear!  in  my  old  paper  I  ftill  keep  a  place 
open  :  That  no  time  may  be  loft,  I  wall  fend  it 
to-night. 

Sir  H.  I  can't  help  laughing,  to  think  how  my 
old  friends,  in  Portfoken  and  Dowgate,  will 
ftare  when  they  come  to  the  article. 

Viper.  Ready  to  burft  with  envy,  1  warrant ! — 
Well,  O'Flam,  you  know  your  part;  fet  offas 
/con  as  you  pleafe. 

O'Don.  Upon  my  fhoul,  Dodor  Viper,  there 
are  a  few  fcruples  and  qualms  that  begin  to  rife 
in  my  ftomach. 

Viter, 
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Fiper,  Zounds,  man,  gulp  em  down  then  as 
fail  as  you  can ! 

O'Don.  Upon  my  confcience,  they  won't  go^ 
tliey  ftick  dill  in  my  rroat. 

l^tper.  Hark'ee,  Flam  !  Would  not  a  little 
aurum  potabile,  a  fmall  decodlion  of  guineas,  re- 
move the  obftrudion  ? 

O'Don.  Why,  to  daal  freely,  Dodor;  I  look 
upon  it  there  is  fome  fmall  danger  in  what  we 
are  about.  Now,  as  to  you  two,  you  are  but 
birds  of  paflage,  you  know;  and,  being  well 
winged,  can  take  your  flight  whenever  you  plaafe. 

Viper,  Well? 

O'Don,  Now,  as  to  myfelf,  tho*  I  am  at  home 
here,  yet  for  all  that  I  am  but  a  ftranger;  and 
being,  befides,  as  bare  as  a  board,  it  is  but  raa- 
fonable  that  Sir  Harry  (hould  fpare  me  fome  of 
his  feathers,  that  may,  in  cafe  of  need,  carry  mc 
out  of  gun-fhot,  you  know. 

Sir  H,  By  all  manner  of  means. 

Viper.  But  how  Ihall  we  manage  it?  The 
rules  of  your  order  are  fo  very  f«vere  as  to  money ! 
I  believe  I  had  better  receive  its  and,  if  you 
fhould  want-. 

O^Don,  No,  no,  Dodor;  you  are  a  good 
cafuift,  and  have  filenced  moft  of  my  fcruples, 
Befides,  at  confeflion  tomorrow,  it  is  but  lump- 
ing in  this  with  my  other  tranfgreflions. 

Viper.  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  H.  Oh,  by  all  manner  of  means;  here  ! 

Viper,  Throw  it  into  his  cowl. 

O'Don,  No,  no;  I  can  concaal  it  very  well  in 
my  fleeve. — He  might  have  knocked  againll 
the  other,  perhaps;  and  that  would  uot  have 
been  altogethe  •  fo  dacent. 

Viper. 
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i^iprr.  Well,  well;  all obflacles being rcnioved, 
difpatch,  my  dear  Flam,  as  foon  as  you  can. 

O'Don.  I  Iha'n't  negledl  them.  1  muft  go  to 
vefpers. — But,  Doctor  Viper,  as  you  are  a  con- 
fcientious  man,  and  one  of  the  cloth/  don*t  you 
think  it  would  be  right  to  have  a  few  prayers 
put  up,  for  certain  perfons  who  have  in  agita- 
tion fome  important  affairs  ? 

Fiper,  Why,  it  mayn't  be  amifs. 

O'Don,  The  community,  you  know,  is  always 
confidered  upon  thefe  occafions. 

yiper.  Oh,  I  dare  fay  Sir  Harry  won't  fcruple. 

Sir  H,  Not  in  the  leall.  But,  to  fay  truth, 
the  reverend  father  has  drav/n  me  dry  for  the 
prefent. 

Viper,  Oh,  you  may  be  foon  fupplied  in  the 
hoiife.    Come,  I  will  advance;  Here,  here  1 

O'Don,  And  in  pafTing  by  the  trunk  for  the 
poor,  if  I  was  to  drop  in  fomething  handfome, 
you  know  it  might  draw  down  a  blefling  upon 
our  defign. 

Sir  H.  Domine,  give  him  the  whole  purfc ! 

O'Don,  I  fhall  have  great  pleafure  in  ferving 
fo  pious  a  man.    Save  you  gentlemen!        \_Exit, 

Sir  H,  A  fnrevvd  fenfible  fellow  this  OTlam, 
let  me  tell  you. 

Viper,  Yes,  yes;  he  knows  what  he's  about. 

Sir  H\  Bur,  Domine,  after  the  bufinefs  is 
hnifhed,  how  fhall  we  difpofe  of  the  gir  J  r 

Viper,  Reflore  her  to  her  friends,  and  make  it 
a  merit. 

Sir  H.  But  if  fhe  fhould  turn  out  coy,  and 
complain  of  ill  ufage  ? 

Viper,  We  muft  impiite  it  to  fpite,  as  by  your 
means  fhe  is  deprived  of  her  lover. 

Sir  H,  That,  indeed— But  will  they  believe  it? 

Viper, 
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Fiper,  Believe  it !  Flam  ^nd  I  will  fwear  to 
the  fa(5t, 

Str  H.  That  indeed — But  who  have  we  here  ? 

£nUr  Mr  and  Mrs,   Minnlkin  and  Mrs,  Clack. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Ckck  !  what  fuccefs  have  you  had  ? 

Clack.  Came  away  juft  as  we  went ;  the  young 
jade  whines  about  fafling  and  penance  like  a 
Methodift  teacher,  and  talks  of  embracing  po- 
verty, as  if  fhe  was  a  peer  of  the  realm. 

Min,  She  poverty  ?  ^tis  all  a  pretence  !  it  is 
fomebody  elfe  fhe  wants  to  embrace. 

Sir  H.  Why,  Domine  and  I  have  been  laying 
our  noddles  together. 

Clack.  Your  worfhip  is  wonderfully  kind  ! 

Viper.  Sir  Harry  has  employed  a  prieft  here  in 
this  town ;  perhaps  you  have  feen  him  ? 

Mrs,  Min.  D^ye  mean  his  reverence  with  the 
long  beard? 

Viper.  The  fame.  The  friar  is  ju{ldifpatche4 
to  the  convent :  and  as  the  great  point  is  to  get 
the  girl  out  of  their  clutches,  he  is  to  perfuade 
her  that  Ihe  is  tobe  condudeddiredtly  to  Drugget. 

Mrs.  Min.  But,  inftead  of  that,  he  is  to  bring 
her  to  us? 

Viper.  No,  nos  that  would  be  too  abrupt!  to 
Sir  Harry  Hamper;  who,  as  a  friend  to  the 
family,  will  teach  her  her  duty,  and  what  (he 
owes  to  her  friends. 

Clack.  That  will  be  very  kind  in  his  honour. 

Sir  H.  I  (hall  fpare  no  means,  Mrs.  Clack,  to 
make  her  fubmit. 

Mrs.  Min.  But  I  hope  his  honour  won't  pufli 
things  to  extremities;  for  you  know,  Matthew, 
ihe  ftill  is  our  child. 

Min,  Extremities !    Sir  Harry  has  undertaken 

a  more 
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a  more  difficult  tafk  than  he  is  aware  of:  The 
young  flut  is  fo  headflrong  and  fradious,  that 
my  old  friend  will  find  it  out  of  his  power,  if 
fhe  continues  obftinate,  to  make  her  comply. 
Sir  H,  Weil,  well ;  it  is  but  trying,  however. 
Viper.  You  will  take  care  to  be  in  the  houfe  if 
we  (hould  want  you.  Come,  Sir  Harry,  we 
muft  hie  home,  to  wait  for  the  monk. 

"^Exeunt  Sir  Harry  and  Viper ^ 
Clack,  Come,  good  folks,  wbp  can  tdl  but  his 
honour  piay  compafs  the  job  ? 

Min,  1  can't  fay  I  have  any  great  expectation s. 
My  old  friend,  when  he  lived  amongft  us,  was 
never  over- famous  for  his  powers  of  perfuafion; 
and  I  can  hardly  think  that  age  has  improved 
his  abilities.  [Exeunt, 

The  Street. 
Enter  Dick  Drugget, 

Dick.  It  is  impoflible  for  me  to  quit  this  town, 
and  leave  my  deareft  Jenny  behind  me;  there 
my  heart's  treafure  lies  hid,  and  there,  fpite  of 
myfelf,  I  am  carried  by  an  irrefiftible  impulfe, 
To  fee  her,  I  fuppofe,  is  impoffible;  and  equally 
difficult  to  give  or  receive  any  intelligence. 
Hufhl  I  muft  hide. — Hey!  no,  fure!  yes;  it  is 
Jenny  herfelf !  but  who  the  deuce  can  it  be  that 
conduds  her? 

Enter  O^Donnovan  and  "Jenny, 

O'Don.  The  houfe  is  hard-by,  at  the  other  end 
of  the  town ;  and  ftands  alone,  between  the  inn 
and  the  fnufF-lhop. 

Jemiy,  Your  goodnefs,   my  dear  father,   to  a 

poor 
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poor  unfortunate  vi^im,  I  want  words  to  ac- 
knowledge. Your  felf- denial,  and  mortified 
Hate,  place  you  above  the  reach  of  any  pecu- 
niary-  

ODon,  My  fweet  pretty  cratur !  in  ads  of 
charity,  indade,  to  folks  poorer  than  we  are,  if 
any  fuch  can  be  found,  we  are  always  plaafed  to 
convey  any  donations. 

Jenny,  1  (hall  think  myfelf  happy  to  affifl  fo 
pious  a  purpofe  \feeU  for  her  /^r/^.]— Blefs  me  ! 
is  not  that  my  dear  Dicky,  who  flands  there  at 
the  corner  ? 

O'Don.  Dear  Dicky  I  who  the  djvil  is  he  ? 

Jenny,  The  very  youth  )to  whom  you  were  ago- 
ing to  convey  me. 

O'Don,  Pho,  pho  !  how  can  that  be  ?  becaafe 
why,  I  left  him  at  home  ;  and  how  can  he  be  in 
two  places  at  once  ?  unlefs,  indade,  he  had 
wings. 

Jenny,  His  impatience,  I  fuppofe,  made  him 
follow  you  hither. 

O'J^on,  Pox  take  his  impatience  !  But  I  tell 
you,  Mifs,  it  can't  be  ;  becaafe  why,  I  never  faw 
that  parfon  before. 

Jenny,  But  I  have,  and  therefore  can't  doubt : 
I  muft  run  to  him,  father  ;  for  I  know  it  is  he. 

O'Don,  Is  it  ?  Then  my  beft  way  is  to  run  from 
him  as  faft  as  1  can.  {Exit, 

Jenny,  Dicky  I 

Dick,  My  deareft  Jenny !  this  is  an  unex- 
peded  pleafure,  indeed.  But  who  was  that  with 
you  ? 

Jenny,  The  honeft  father  you  fent  to  conduft 
me. 

Dick,  Me  !  I  have  neither  feen  nor  fpoke  to  a 
foul. 

Jenny, 
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Jenn)\   No  ! 

Dick,  No.  This  is  fome  plot  of  your  parents, 
to  get  you  into  their  clutches. 

"Jenny,  Perhaps  fo.  But  where  can  we  go  ? 
have  you  fecured  no  retreat  ? 

Dick,  How  could  I,  my  love  ?  as  I  hadn't  the 
fmalleft  hopes  of-— But  here  comes  the  prieft 
again,  and  fomebody  with  him  ;  let  us  turn  down 
this  ftreet,  and  avoid  him.  \^Excunt. 

Enter  0* Donnovan  and  Viper, 

O'Don,  There,  there  they  go  ! 

Viper,  I  fee,  I  fee.  A  fine  girl,  as  I  live  !  too 
nice  a  tid-bit  for  an  apprentice,  or  my  mufty  old 
knight  :  TU  try  if  I  can't  fecure  her  myfelf.— - 
0*Flam !  you  know  Bet  Bonnet,  the  milliner's 
girl,  that  lived  with  me  in  London  ? 

O'Don,  You  may  fay  that. 

Viper,  When  I  went  with  the  knight,  I  left  her 
in  my  lodgings  in  town  ;  ftep  to  her  this  inftant. 

O'Don,  Well  } 

Viper.  Explain  to  her  the  bufinefs  of  Hamper; 
convey  her  to  him  as  Minnikin's  daughter ;  (he 
knows  well  enough  how  to  alTume  the  airs  of  a 
novice. — But  there  is  hardly  time  to  inftrud  her. 
Ten  to  one,  too,  this  blockead  will  make  fome 
damned  blunder  or  other. — O'Flam  ! 

O'Don,  Well  ? 

Vip^r,  Upon  fecond  thoughts,  you  had  beft 
undertake  this  bufinefs  yourfelf. 

O'Don,  What  d'ye  main  > 

Viper,  Pafs  yourfelf  on  the  knigfir  as  the 
party. 

O'Don.  What,  me,  for  old  Minnikin's  daugh- 
ter ? 

Viper,   Ay. 

O'Don. 
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O'Don.  Oh,  lave  off!  I  fhall  be  aafily  taken 
for  a  lovely  lafs,  to  be  fure. 

yiper.  Why  not?  he  mud  be  in  the  dark,  to 
execute  his  own  intentions,  you  know. 

O'Don,  That  is  true.  But  how  (liall  I  hide  my 
voice  ?  he  may  fee  that,  you  knov/,  without  the 
help  of  a  candle ;  belides,  I  am  told  I  have  a 
fmall  twifl:  in  my  tongue. 

Viper,  Oh,  as  to  that.  Hamper  is  no  critic  in 
dialeds ;  befides,  fay  little,  and  foften  your  tones 
as  much  as  you  can. 

O'Don.  But  if  he  fbould  turn  out  too  familiar^ 
what  will  I  do  then,  Dodor  Viper  ? 

Fiper,  It  will  be  eafy  enough  to  repel  any  vio- 
lence from  a  man  of  his  age.  Befides,  I  will 
think  of  fome  expedient  to  bring  you  fpeedy 
relief. 

O'Don,  Well,  well !  upon  my  (houl,  after  all, 
there  is  a  good  daal  of  fun  in  the  fancy. 

Viper,  You  are  to  take  him  for  Drugget,  you 
know. 

O'Don.  No  bad  match  for  my  linfey-woolfey. 

Viper,  Oh,  a  truce  to  your  wit  now,  and  dif- 
patch,  I  befeech  you. 

O'Don.  I  go,  I  go.  \^Exh. 

Viper.  They  are  either  houfed,  or  muft  return 
back  again  ;  this  is  no  thoroughfare.  Ch,  here 
they  come. 

Enter  Dicky  and  yenny, 

I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  you.     Come,  come  '- 
i  hav*n*t  a  moment  to  lofe. 

Jenny  and  Dicky,   Sir  ! 

Vtper,  That  rafcally  prieft  is  gone  for  the 
guard  ;  you  will  have  a  file  of  mufqueteers  here 
in  a  minute. 

Dlc^.y. 
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Dicky,  What  have  I  done  ? 

Viper,  Done !  don't  you  know,  that  to  fleal  a 
girl  from  a  convent  in  this  country  is  a  capital 
crime  ? 

Dicky,  Sir,  as  I  hope  for  mercy,  I  am  inno- 
cent ! 

Viper.  Innocent  1  befides,  a  prieft  to  accufe 
you !  won't  they  find  you  together  ?  is  not  that 
proof  enough  of  your  guilt  ?  In  a  word,  I  know 
your  whole  ftory  ;  I  pity,  and  am  ready  to  ferve 
you. 

Jenny,  Good  Sir,  what  can  we  do  ? 

Viper,  You  hav'n't  a  moment  to  lofe  r  Run  to 
the  port,  throw  yourfelf  into  the  firfl  veflel  you 
fee,  and  make  for  England  as  fad  as  you  can. 

Dicky,  And  what  muft  become  of  Mifs  Jen- 
ny ? 

Viper,  Leave  her  to  my  care ;  I  am  well 
known  in  this  town,  and  can  conceal  her  with 
eafe. 

Jenny.  But,  Sir,  how — ^who 

Viper,  Oh,  child,  be  under  no  apprehenfions ; 
my  motive  is  folely  compaflion  ;  Befides,  my 
cloth  is  a  fufficient  fecurity. 

Dicky,  Cloth  ?  perhaps  the  gentleman  is  a 
clergy  m 

Viper,  Hulh !  that  mufl  not  be  known  where 
we  are. 

Jenny,  On  that  facred  character  I  can  fafely 
rely. 

Viper,  We  lofc  time  !  a  truce  to  your  regrets, 
and  your  raptures ;  I  will  foon  bring  you  toge- 
ther, I  warrant.  That  way  leads  to  the  quay. 
Come,  Mifs ;  it  is  but  a  flep  to  my  houfe. 

Jenny,  This  wonderful  efcape  1  owe  to  your 
goodnefs. 

Viper,  I  could  do  no  lefs,  as  a  Chriflian.  \_Exe, 

A  Chamber  J 
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A  Chamber i  darkened* 
Sir  Harry   Hamper  alone. 

Sir  H.  Mlfs  will  foon  be  here,    I  fuppole. 
Well,  after  all,    for  improving  the  mind,   and 
removing  foolifh  prejudices,  there  is  no  country 
likeiFrance:    No  wonder  our  young  folks  of 
fafliion  turn   out   fuch   fine   fellows,    ecod! — 
Here  flie  is,   I  believe.  No. — -A  lad  who  comes 
over  here  at  nineteen  or  twenty,    may  well  pick 
up  all  the  pretty  accompHihments,   when  I,    at 
feventy,    in  lefs  than  three  months,  have  learnt 
to  game,  whore,  defpife  my  own  country,  laugh 
at  religion,    and,  as  far  as  inclination  will  go, 
am  ripe  and  ready  for  any  frolic  or  fun.     Well 
faid,  old  Harry  !    After  all  this,  my  young  mif- 
trefs  in  London  can't  refufe  me,    I  think;    the 
devil's  in  her,  if  I  hav'n't  done  enough  to  con- 
vince her  that  I  have  fcowered  off  all  the  fneak- 
ing  fnivelling  cit,  and  am  as  profligate  as  if  I  had 
been  born  a — Huih  !  the  door  opens. 

Enter  O '  Donnovan. 

O'Don,  Sir  Harry  ! 
Sir  H.  Well? 

O'Don,  Are  you  fure  you  are  there  ? 
Sir  H,  Without  doubt. 
O'Don.  And  alone? 
Sir  H,  Yes. 
O'Don.  And  no  light? 
Sir  H,  Don't  you  fee  ? 

O'Don,  I  didn't  know  but  you  might  have  a 
candle  concaaled. 

Sir  If.  Where  ?  in  my  pocket  ? 

Q*Don,  Come,  Mifs,   you  may  enter.     [^Exit, 

yenny. 
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Jenny,  \within,'\  Hands  off,  you  rude  ruffian ! 

5/V  H,  What  the  deuce  nolfe  are  they  making  ? 

Jenny,  What,  are  they  all  dead  in  the  houfe? 
no  creature  to  lend  me  afliftance? 

5/r  //.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

Jenny,  Or  have  you  all  confpired  to  betray  me  ? 
For  Heaven's  fake,  fome  Chriftian  body 

Mrs,  Min.  [within,'\  It  is  my  daughter's  voice. 
Here,  houfe! 

Min,  \within,'\  Zounds,  break  down  the  door  1 

Mrs,  Min,  Which  room  are  they  in  ? 

Min,  The  noife  came  from  this. 

Enter  Mr,  and  Mrs,   Minnikin,    Mrs,  Clack,   Colonel, 
0*Donnovan,  and  Codling, 

Min.  Have  you  feen  any  thing  of  my  daughter. 
Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  H,  Your  daughter ! 

Jenny,  Unhand  me  !  this  door  too  is  locked. 
What,  will  no  mortal  come  to  me  ? 

Mrs,  Min,  There  fhe  is. 

Min,  Let  me  come  I  ^Breaks  open  the  door. 

Enter  Jenny. 

Jenny,  Prote6l  me,  fave  me 

Mrs.  Min.  It  is  her.  Look  up,  Jenny !  don't 
you  know  us,  my  child  ? 

Jenny,  My  mother  ?  Oh,  Madam ! 

Mrs.  Min,  Recover  your  fright;  you  are  now 
out  of  danger.  What  has  been  die  matter,  my 
love  ? 

Jenny,  The  greateft villain,  thegreateftmonilerl 

Min.  Who?  what? 

Jenny,  Firft  got  me  into  his  power,  by  the 
pretended  fandity  of  his  charader 

Min.  Well? 

Jenny. 
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Jenny.  Finding  his  delufive  offers  rejeded, 
proceeded  to  violence,  when  my  cries  brought 
you  to  my  aid. 

M'ln.  This  is  fome  parU  vou  rafcal !  they  don't 
mind  a  rape  or  a  robbery  here. 

Mrs.  Min.  Not  they;  Lord  fend  us  fafe  to 
Old  England,    fay  I ! 

Mln.  Come  out  here !  let  us  have  a  peep  at 
your  muns,    Mounfeer,  if  you  pleafe.     \_Pulls  out 

Viper, '\     Hey!    who  the  devil Why,    this  is 

Sir  Harry's  Domine  Viper ! 

Omnes,  Sure  enough  ! 

Min.  His  tuterer,  as  fure  as  a  gun?  But  who 
the  deuce  is  he,  Sir  Harry? 

Sir  H.  Heaven  knows!  I  picked  him  up  here 
in  this  tovk^n. 

Mrs.  Min.  Some  vagaboning  feller,  I  warrant. 

Min.  The  rafcal  won't  make  a  reply.  Come, 
friend !  who  and  what  are  you  ? 

Viper.  What  right  have  you  to  enquire  ? 

Min.  Your  villainous  attack  on  my  daughter 
gives  me  a  right;  and  before  we  part  I  will  know. 
Viper.  Will  you  ?    Then  aik  it  of  thofe  thaf 
will  tell  you. 

Min.  What,  can  nobody ^ 

Clack.  Perhaps  his  reverence  here  may  ;  for  he 
feems  to  know  mod  of  the  folks  in  the  town. 

O'Don.  Me  ?  I  know  nobody  out  of  the  con- 
vent— -I  belaave  I  had  better  lliaar  off;  for  per- 
haps by-and-bye  they  may  take  it  into  their 
heads  to  make  fome  enquiries  after  me  of  my- 
felf;  and,  for  the  prefent,  it  will  be  more 
convanient  to  drop  the  acquaintance.  \_Exit» 

Min.  But,  what  the  deuce,  can  nobody  give 
us  an  account  who  he  is  ?    Where's  landlord  ? 

ColoneL 
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Colond,  You  feem  all  ftrangers  to  this  hone  ft 
gentleman. 

Min,  Oh,  this  perhaps  is  fomebody  who  be- 
longs to  the  town.  Why,  Sir,  if  you  could  give 
us  fome  information 

Colonel.  Nay,  I  can't  boaft  the  honour  of 
his  acquaintance,  nor,  from  the  account  of  his 
countrymen,  fliould  1  be  very  ambitious  to 
make  it. 

Min.  Ay,  like  enough  \  and  pray.  Sir,  who — 

ColoneL  The  various  particulars  of  his  hiftory 
would  be  rather  too  tedious  at  prefent :  thus  far 
I  may  venture  to  fay  ;  his  refidence  here  is  not  a 
mere  matter  of  choice. 

Viper,  Is  the  preferring  the  genial  climate  of 
France,  to  the  fogs  of  your  favourite  ifle,  any 
great  matter  of  wonder  ?  In  fhort,  I  like  neither 
your  country  nor  people. 

Colonel.  For  which  you  have  doubtlefs  very 
good  reafons :  But  believe  this  as  a  truth,  Mafter 
Viper;  no  man  ever  yet  deferted  his  country, 
unlefs  he  had  been  firft  by  his  country  deferted. 

Viper.  You  are  very  partial,  Colonel  (for  I 
know  you),  confidering  England  as  a  fpot  to 
which  you  can  never  lay  any  claim. 

Colonel.  Why  not  ? 

Viper.  Wasn't  your  father  a  rebel  ? 

Colonel.  True. 

Viper.  And  are  not  you  an  officer  in  the  fer- 
vice  of  France  ? 

Colonel.  I  was ;  but  my  prefent  royal  mafter, 
above  the  narrow  prejudice  of  punifhing  the 
principles  of  parents  in  their  unfortunate  off- 
fpring,  has  accepted  my  fervice,  and  reftored 
my  family  to  the  rights  of  their  CQuntry. 

Clack.  Well  faid  ! 

Sir  H. 
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Sir  H.  Ay,  and  well  done  too !  to  reclaim  by 
clemency,  is  the  nobleft  vidory  a  monarch  can 
gain  over  his  fubjedls. 

Mtfj,  But  what  can  we  do  with  this  fellow  ?  is 
there  no  method  of  punifhing  fuch  a 

Colonel,  Let  him  alone ;  a  gentleman  of  his 
particular  turn  can't  long  efcape  the  prying  eyes 
of  the  police  in  this  town  ;  and  I  promife  you 
they  (han't  want  a  key  to  his  character. 

iVr  H,  But,  Colonel,  I  begin  to  fufped  that 
I  too  have  been  bit  by  this  Viper;  couldn't?  I 
ftop  him,  juft  to  make  him  account  for 

nper.  Stop  me?    you  had  beft  take  care  of 

yourielf:    You  forget  a  few  obhgations  of  your's 

I  have  in  my  pocket ;   which,    as  I  find  you  are 

quitting  this  country,    I  fhall  endeavour  to  get 

btter  fecured.  [^Exit. 

Sir  H,  Now  there  is  a  rafcal ! 

Colonel,  How  came  you  to  place  any  confi- 
dence in  a  man  without  the  fmalleft  recommen- 
dation? 

Sir  H,  Lord,  w^ho  could  fuppofe  that  a  coun- 
tryman would  impofe  upon 

Colonel,  Your  countrymen  ?  the  very  lafl  peo- 
ple, unlefs  they  are  well  known,  you  fliould  truft 
or  cherifh  in  France. 

SirH,  And  why  fo  ? 

Colonel,  The  neceffity  they  lie  under  of  fhift- 
ing  their  quarters,  is,  with  but  too  many  of  them, 
their  only  reafon  for  croffmg  the  Channel. 

Min,  Indeed? 

Colonel,  And  I  will  venture  to  fay,  without  the 
concurrence  of  fome  of  thefe  gentry,  no  confide- 
rable  fraud  has  ever  been  committed  upon  our 
young  giddy  travellers  in  this  part  of  the  world. 

Codl,  Vaft  curus,  indeed  !    that  Ihall  go  into 

my 
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my  journal.  "  Obferwation  :  The  French,  who 
^^  rob  and  cheat  the  Britifh  fubjeds  in  Paris,  are 
*'  all  of  them  Englifh." 

Mrs.  Alin.  Ay,  ay;  all  birds  of  a  feather. 
Let  us  go  home,  and  leave  them,  as  faft  as  we 
can.  Well,  Jenny,  I  hope  there  is  an  end  of  all 
thy  vagaries :  Thee  feed  what  premunirers  thy 
wdlfulnefs  had  near  brought  us  into. 

Clad.  Nay,  fifter,  don't  prefs  the  girl  for 
the  prefent :  Let  Mr.  Codling  continue  his 
courtfhip :  and  in  time,  I  warrant,  the  girl  will 
comply. 

Codi.  Why,  father-in-law  that  was  to  have 
been,  it  feems  to  me,  and  to  fay  truth,  from  the 
famples  I  have  had,  before  I  fettles  I  fhould  like 
to  fee  a  little  more  of  the  world. 

Mlf7.  Nay,  Mafter  Codling,  you  may  do  as 
you  lift;  nobody  wants  to  compel  you. 

Mrs.  Mln.  For  the  matter  of  that,  if  Dick 
Drugget's  friends  are  inclined,  they  are  well  to 
pafs  in  the  world ;  and  who  can  tell,  in  the  end, 
but  one  match  may  be  as  good  as  the  other  ? 

Codl.  Why,  as  they  are  fo  vaft  fond  of  each 
other,  I  think  it  is  the  beft  ftep  you  can  take. 
For  my  part,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  :  I'll 
part  with  my  fliop,  voyage  round  the  world  for 
the  reft  of  my  life,  and,  like  other  great  travellers, 
communicate  my  obferwations,  for  the  good  of 
my  country. 
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